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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

The  new  year,  like  the  dawning  of  a  new  day,  brings 
hope  for  better  things.  Our  failures  and  shortcomings  of 
1943  are  gone  and  we  are  looking  out  into  the  new  year. 
The  young  man  and  woman  on  our  front  cover  page  repre- 
sent the  young  people  of  our  nation 
and  of  other  nations.  They  are  won- 
dering what  the  new  year  shall 
bring  for  them. 

Let  us  choose  for  our  motto  for 
the  year  Phil.  4:13,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which 
strengtheneth  me."  Isn't  it  wonder- 
ful, as  we  look  out  into  the  new 
year,  that  we  will,  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, be  given  strength  to 
bear  the  burdens  and  responsibili- 
ties that  come  our  way?  If  anyone 
should  read  this  message,  who  has 
not  already  memorized  this  verse  of 
scripture,  will  you  not  take  time  to 
do  it  now?  It  means  much  in  time 
of  temptation. 

On  another  page  we  are  giving  you  an  article  on  mem- 
ory work.  It  is  time  our  young  people's  leaders  were  em- 
phasizing this  more.  It  is  time  our  homes  were  emphasiz- 
ing it  with  their  children.  Don't 
fail  to  read  it  on  page  14.  It  is 
very  difficult  for  me  to  mem- 
orize now,  but  the  things  I 
learned  when  a  child  still  re- 
main with  me.  I  am  just  throw- 
ing this  in  for  the  new  year's 
work  for  you. 

What  does  the  new  year  of- 
fer the  young  people  today? 

First:  Responsibility.  Every 
person  must  accept  responsi- 
bility during  the  year  1944.  It 
is  impossible  to  pass  it  on  to 
the  other  fellow.  It's  up  to  you 
individually  what  you  will  do 
with  it.  You  may  ignore  it,  at- 
tempt to  deny  it,  grudgingly 
consent  to  it,  or  you  may  em- 
brace it  as  an  exercise  that  will 
build  Christian  character.  Do 
you  want  to  be  strong  and  able 
to  be  a  blessing  to  the  world  in 
1944?  Then  shoulder  your  re- 
sponsibility and  remember  Phil. 
4:13.  Yes,  you  have  responsi- 
bility to  God.  church,  home  and 
self.  Your  God  expects  your 
best  becausa  He  gave  His  best 
for    you.    You    are    due    your 

church  the  best  you  have.  Were  it  not  for  the  influence  of 
the  church  today  our  world  would  be  a  dangerous  place 
in  which  to  live.  All  the  good  gifts  come  to  us  through  the 
influence  of  the  church.  It  is  strange  how  some  people  can 
accept  all  these  good  gifts  and  refuse  this  responsibility. 
We  have  responsibility  to  our  home,  the  dearest  place 
on  earth. 

"Home,  hovie,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble  there  is  no  place  like  home." 
You  have  responsibility  to  that  home  of  yours,  to  that 
aged  father  or  mother,  or  to  the  little  family  whom 
God  has  given  you,  those  little  tots  that  God  has  entrusted 
to  your  care.  God  help  you  not  to  shift  that  responsibility 
to  someone  else.   It's  yours. 

Se.ond:  Opportunity.  What  a  wonderful  thing  to  have 
the  o^Dortunity  to  do  good.  We  have  the  opportunity  to 
show  Christian  love  when  the  nations  of  the  world  are 
hating  each  other.  This  hate  is  abroad  in  our  la^d  and  its 
motivating  power  has  found  lodging  in  the  hejMs  of  men. 
We  could  go  on  and  on  talking;  about  the  h-^r  that  is  in 
the  world,  but  I  want  to  turn  the  trend  of  th^Tght  toward 
love  and  kindness,  so  that  as  we  enter  the  new  year  we 
s".:all  be  inspired  to  lift  burdens  from  our  fellow  men 
rvound  us.  I  detest  the  word  "hate."  I  don't  even  want 
lo  think  about  it  in  1944,  but  I  want  to  think  about  "love," 


A  Prayer 


EFORE  Thee,  0  God,  I  pause  to  ponder  the 
friends  with  whom  Thou  hast  enriched 
my  life.  They  are  the  gifts  of  Thy  grace.  Some 
of  them  crossed  my  path  so  unexpectedly,  yet 
opportunely,  that  it  must  have  been  Thy  will 
that  our  ways  should  converge.  I  needed 
them,  and  they  came;  and  the  ties  continue, 
some  on  earth  and  some  in  heaven.  Help  me 
to  be  worthy  of  their  love  and  confidence  by 
sharing  my  life  with  them,  by  being  sincere, 
just,  and  devoted.  Grant  that  they  may  know 
that  I  love  them,  that  their  welfare  rejoices 
me,  and  that  their  burdens  are  on  my  heart.  I 
thank  thee  that  when  we  come  together  Thy 
presence  glorifies  cur  fellowship.  Help  me,  O 
heavenly  Father,  to  form  new  friendships  and 
to  keep  old  ones  in  repair,  through  Jesus 
Christ,  the  unfailing  Friend  and  Savior. 
Amen. 


that  soft,  sweet  word  that  warms  the  heart  and  makes  lift 
worth  living.  Surely  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  should  be 
filled  with  it.  How  are  people  to  know  we  are  Christ's 
unless  we  have  love  one  for  another?  Love  will  bring  kind- 
ness. When  one  goes  to  church  he  will  be  warmed  by  thai 
love,  there  will  be  a  kind  word  for  the  stranger. 

There  are  times  when  we  eagerly  grasp  each  little  lift 
coming  our  way.  There  is  a  crying  need,  in  fact,  for  love 
and  understanding,  and  that  personal  human  touch 
guided  by  the  Divine. 

At  times  we  live  so  close  to  our  tests  and  trials  they  seem 
large  indeed,  then  some  word  from  a  friend  will  lift  us 
above  them  all.  Later,  viewing  the  trials  from  our  "high 
tower,"  they  do  not  seem  nearly  so  severe. 

Some  think  it  is  impossible  to  reach  certain  individuals 
but  we  should  love,  lift,  and  point  them  to  the  Christ  of 
love  and  compassion,  realizing  He  is  able  and  willing  for 
all  cases. 

A  young  girl  came  to  a  friend  one  day;  she  said  she  tried 
to  step  in  front  of  a  car  to  "end  it  all."  When  she  left  very 
late  in  the  evening,  she  exclaimed,  "I  feel  like  a  new  girl! 
I  never  knew  Christians  could  be  so  kind  and  friendly!" 
After  that  we  visited  her  often,  taking  gospel  literature. 
As  we  entered  her  room  one  afternoon  in  the  sanatorium, 
we  observed  that  she  was  reading  the  Gospel  according  tc 
Saint  John.  She  wept  as  she  said,  "It  is  all  so  plain  now!" 

Virginia  is  a  devoted  little 
Christian,  shining  in  that  tu- 
bercular sanatorium. 

A  Canadian  correspondent 
says,  "In  these  times  of  trouble 
and  strife  we  need  so  much 
more  of  that  friendliness  than 
ever  before."  This  Canadian 
friend  is  shut  away  from  her 
friends  and  loved  ones  who  are 
in  London,  England.  Her  hus- 
band and  son  are  in  the  army. 
She  places  them  in  God's 
hands,  and  asks  that  He  keep 
them  safe  and  free  from  harm. 
In  the  meantime,  "Every  word 
of  love  and  friendliness,  spoken 
or  written,  seems  to  echo  a 
depth  or  kindliness  and  affec- 
tion" she  cannot  help  but 
prize  as  gifts  from  God  Him- 
self. 

How  worth-while  these  so- 
called  little  acts  become!  And 
how  much  more  we  should 
value  and  seek  to  share. 

Below  is  a  clipping  that  ex- 
presses   my    thought    for    you. 
Could  we  not  do  more  of  this  in 
1944? 
A  young  woman  paused  a  moment  as  she  passed  two 
acquaintances.   "How  are  you,  Mrs.   French?"  she   asked 
warmly.   "And  how   is  that  cute   baby,  Mrs.   Markham?" 
Then  she  walked  on. 
"Isn't  Alice  Wilkes  nice?"  observed  Mrs.  Markham. 
"She  certainly  is!  She's  always  so  friendly." 
That   pause   took   Alice   only   five    seconds   more   than 
simply  saying,  "Good  morning." 

The  telephone  rang  in  a  cozy  little  apartment.  "Hello, 
Mrs.  Brown,  I  just  called  to  ask  how  your  cold  is.  I  didn't 
like  the  sound  of  that  cough  the  other  day  .  .  .  I'm  glad 
you're  better.  Good-bye."  Thirty  seconds  only  of  Alice's 
time. 

The  phone  rang  in  another  house.  "I  heard  such  a  nice 
thing  about  you,  Elsie.  Yesterday  Mrs.  Lester  said  you 
looked  just  like  a  painting  by  an  old  master."  Thirty 
seconds. 

The  door  of  a  white  cottage  opened  in  answer  to  the 
bell.  "You  remember  me,  Mrs.  White.  I'm  Alice  Wilkes.  I'm 
on  my  way  downtown,  and  I  thought  maybe  I  could  pick 
up  something  that  would  save  you  a  trip.  In  these  times 
it's  foolish  for  two  to  go  if  one  will  do."  Three  minutes 
spent  in  making  an  offer  which  created  a  permanent  warm 
spot  for  Alice  in  this  woman's  heart. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Above  the  clang  of  traffic,  from  a 
high  church  tower  silvery  chimes  were 
pealing  forth  an  evening  hymn.  The 
music  fell  with  soothing  touch  upon 
Rachel's  weary  spirit.  In  its  soft  tones 
the  Lord  Himself  spoke  words  of  peace. 
Rachel  felt  His  presence  very  near 
and  very  precious — very  comforting 
and  sweet  and  strong. 

The  church — St.  X's — was  just 
across  the  avenue  —  an  imposing 
Gothic  edifice  of  stone  and  marble 
with  great  bronze  doors  and  leaded 
stained-glass  windows.  The  worship- 
pers were  going  slowly  up  the  steps.  It 
was  the  hour  of  Choral  Evensong. 

Rachel  felt  suddenly  a  thrill  of  joy. 
This  was  a  Christian  church!  And  now 
it  was  her  church — the  church  of  her 
Messiah  and  her  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ. 
At  last  she  had  found  a  refuge  and 
a  home.  Those  people  who  were  en- 
tering were  Christians — they  were 
all  her  brothers  and  her  sisters  in  the 
Lord.  She  would  join  them  for  the 
service;  then  afterward  they  all  would 
be  so  good  to  her — especially  when  she 
showed  them  Little  Abie,  and  when 
she  told  them  that  she  was  a  Hebrew- 
Christian.  How  good  the  heavenly 
Father  was  that  He  had  led  her  here 
to  His  own  house! 

Rachel  had  never  been  in  a  Chris- 
tian church  before,  but  she  felt  no 
sense  of  strangeness.  She  crossed  the 
avenue  and  climbed  the  church  steps, 
merging  with  the  fashionable  throng 
that  was  entering  St.  X's  portals.  She 
was  exultant.  She  was  a  Christian  in 
a  Christian  church!  She  had  come 
home! 

But  as  the  gorgeously  apparelled 
women  pressed  about  her,  suddenly 
Rachel  became  wretchedly  conscious 
of  her  own  appearance.  The  white 
dress,  so  fresh  and  crisp  in  the  morn- 
ing, was  now  limp  and  soiled.  Her  hat 
was  bedraggled.  The  baby,  too,  was 
grimy.  She  had  not  noticed  this  be- 
fore. 

Shyly  she  hid  herself  as  best  she 
could  behind  a  large,  elaborately 
gowned  woman  and  followed  her 
closely  down  the  center  aisle,  and  slid 
after  her  into  her  elegantly  cushioned 
pew.  The  woman  knelt  long  and 
piously  in  prayer.  Then  she  rose  from 
her  knees  and  took  her  seat.  AnJ  then 
with  astonishment  she  surveyed  the 
apparition  beside  her.  A  stranger! 
Who  put  her  here?  She  must  speak 
to  Mr.  Wilkes,  the  head  usher,  about 
this  at  once.  And  whoever  could  the 
creature  be?  An  untidy  mother  with 
a  more  untidy  baby.  And — could  it  be 
Possible?  Were  these  dreadful  people 
Jews? 

With  shocked  amazement  Mrs.  Stuy- 

January,  1944 


vesant-Wilberforce  drew  forth  her  be- 
jewelled, gold  lorgnette  and  levelled  it 
suspiciously  upon  the  intruders.  With 
cold,  appraising  stare  she  took  in  all 
the  offending  details — the  Semitic 
features,  the  weather-wilted  attire, 
the  baby.  Just  imagine  such  a  thing! 
A  baby  in  St.  X's.  And  in  Mrs.  Stuy- 
vesant-Wilberforce's  own  pew!  And  a 
Jewish  baby,  what  was  more!  Hor- 
rible! She  drew  herself  stiffly  into  the 
farthest  corner  and  held  up  her 
prayer-book  as  a  barrier. 

Rachel  crouched  miserably  into  the 
other  corner  of  the  pew  and  drew 
Little  Abie  as  far  away  as  possible 
from  his  disgusted  hostess.  Fortunate- 
ly he  was  again  asleep.  What  had 
Rachel  done?  She  felt  hurt  and 
grieved. 

But  soon  her  spirit  was  soothed  by 
the  glorious  organ  prelude.  It  was  a 
Fugue  from  Bach — one  of  Rachel's 
favorites — and  never  had  she  heard  it 
played  more  masterfully.  She  gave 
herself  up  to  the  exquisite  beauty  of 
it,  as  the  harmony  swelled  and  blend- 
ed with  the  sunset  light  shimmering 
through  the  richly  tinted  Gothic  win- 
dows, and  with  the  fragrance  of  a 
thousand  flowers  banked  high  before 
the  altar. 

And  then  the  Choral  Evensong  be- 
gan. From  the  vestry  down  the  long 
aisle  and  toward  the  altar  steps  the 
surpliced  procession  came — first,  lit- 
tle choir  boys  with  their  high  soprano 
treble,  then  older  youths  and  maidens, 
and  at  last  the  deep-voiced  men. 
Rachel  sat  entranced  as  all  the  blend- 
ed voices,  together  with  the  organ  and 
the  violins  and  cellos,  re-echoed  in  her 
heart  in  a  wondrous  symphony  of 
praise. 

Then  followed  the  evening  prayer, 
with  frequent  music  interspersed; 
and  next  a  hymn.  Rachel  joined  in  the 
singing  of  it  with  her  rich,  sweet 
voice: 

"The  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended, 
The  darkness  falls  at  Thy  behest; 

To  Thee  our  morning  hymns  ascended, 
Thy  praise  shall  sanctify  our  rest." 

Little  Abie  stirred  and  squirmed. 
And  then  began  to  cry!  Rachel  hugged 
him  close  in  consternation.  His  cries 
increased  in  lustiness  and  volume.  The 
gold  lorgnette  was  again  turned 
haughtily  upon  Mrs.  Stuyvesant-Wil- 
berforce's  unwelcome  guests.  That 
good  lady  beckoned  pre-emptorily  to  a 
pompous  usher,  elegantly  groomed.  He 
understood.  Without  a  word  Rachel 
and  her  offending  offspring  were  mo- 
tioned from  the  pew.  Down  the  long 
aisle  they  were  led  in  full  view  of  five 
hundred  pairs  of  cold  and  disapprov- 
ing eyes,  to  a  secluded  pew  at  the  rear 
of  the  church.  Here,  the  usher  whis- 
pered grudgingly  to  Rachel,  she  might 
stay  if  she  could  keep  her  baby  quiet — 
otherwise  they  would  have  to  get 
right  out. 

Chagrined  beyond  expression  and 
sick  and  sore  at  heart,  Rachel  col- 
lapsed within  the  pew  and  crouched 
low  behind  a  mercifully  protecting 
pillar.  Fortunately  the  baby  became 
drowsy  and  forthwith  went  off  again 
to  sleep.  Rachel  laid  him  down  upon 
the  cushion  and  rested  her  aching 
arms. 

Soon  she  was  comforted  by  another 


lovely  anthem.  And  then  the  curate 
read  the  Scripture  lesson.  He  was  just 
a  youth,  but  Rachel  admired  his 
earnest,  soulful  face,  and  his  sym- 
pathetic, vibrant  voice.  His  presence 
had  a  quieting  effect  upon  her.  She 
wished  that  after  the  service  she 
might  have  an  opportunity  to  talk 
with  him.  His  lesson  was  from  the 
twenty-second  chapter  of  Genesis — 
the  story  of  Abraham's  offering  up  of 
Isaac.  Rachel  listened  to  his  reading 
spellbound.  It  was  one  of  her  favorite 
cnapters — one  which  she  and  Violet 
Hamilton  had  read  together  many 
times — the  sublime  foreview  of  the 
Lamb  of  Calvary. 

One  more  hymn:  "Lead  Kindly 
Light  Amid  the  Encircling  Gloom" — 
which  further  soothed  Rachel's  sad- 
dened heart — and  then  the  sermon 
followed. 

The  Reverend  Clarence  Cuthbert 
Clancy,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  F.R.G.S.,  pomp- 
ously ascended  the  steps  to  the  high 
canopied  pulpit  directly  facing  Rachel. 
He  was  fifty-five  and  eminently  aris- 
tocratic. His  clean-cut  features  were 
scholarly  and  handsome,  his  ecclesias- 
tical vestments  rich  and  costly.  His 
manner  was  ingratiating.  Leaning  well 
forward  over  the  large  open  Bible  on 
his  pulpit,  and  extending  his  uplifted 
shapely  hands  benignantly,  he  began 
his  discourse  as  Rachel  hungrily  de- 
voured every  word.  Here  at  last  would 
be  nourishment.  She  had  not  lived 
that  day  by  bread;  but  now,  she  re- 
flected eagerly,  she  would  find  food 
for  her  famishing — new  life  and 
strength  and  hope— as  this  man  of 
God  would  break  to  her  the  living 
Bread  of  His  own  Word. 

"Dearly  beloved,"  the  rector's  unc- 
tuous voice  resounded  through  the 
vaulted  arches,  "our  meditation  for 
this  twilight  hour  centers  around  the 
narrative  we  have  just  been  reading 
from  the  book  of  Genesis.  This  book, 
now  so  widely  discredited  by  modern 
scholarship  as  to  its  historical  accur- 
acy— particularly  in  the  creation  ac- 
count— nevertheless  contains  for  us 
much  of  legendary  and  of  literary 
value." 

Rachel  opened  wide  her  astonished 
ears.  What!  Genesis!  Discredited?  In- 
accurate? Legendary?  Why,  Genesis 
was  in  the  Bible!  Whatever  could  the 

(Continued  on  page  17) 


[Page  3] 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Well,  did  you  have  a  good  Christ- 
mas? How  I  would  like  to  run  in  and 
see  all  the  nice  presents  you  received. 
I  can  see  in  my  imagination  some  of 
you  pushing  little  automobiles,  wheel- 
barrows and  trains  around,  some  play- 
ing with  dolls,  others  playing  games 
and  some  reading  your  Bible  story 
books.  Well,  we  are  so  glad  you  had  a 
good  time. 

Now  here  comes  the  New  Year  and 
time  for  all  those  good  resolutions. 
You  ask  your  mother  or  daddy  to  tell 
you  what  a  resolution  is.  Now,  I  want 
you  to  resolve  to  be  a  sunshine  boy  or 
girl  like  the  one  in  our  story  on  this 
page.  If  you  do  this,  you'll  help  to 
make  a  happy  home.  Then  a  sunshine 
boy  or  girl  will  always  be  wanting  to 
be  a  missionary  and  help  others  along 
the  way  like  the  little  girl  in  our  other 
story. 

THE  SUNSHINE  BOY 

Josephine  Sloan 

All  the  way  home  from  school  Billy 
wondered  if  he  would  find  Grandpa 
out  in  the  garden  as  usual.  And  there 
is  just  where  he  found  him. 

"Oh,  here  you  are,"  called  Billy. 
"What  have  you  been  doing  all  after- 
noon?" 

"Whatever  I  could  find  to  do,"  re- 
turned Grandpa  cheerily.  "I  have 
weeded  the  beets,  hoed  the  rest  of  the 
garden  and  watched  the  children  go- 
ing past.  There's  one  little  boy,  Billy, 
that  I  like  to  watch.  He  has  red,  well, 
sandy  hair  and  plenty  of  freckles." 
;-  "That  must  be  the  boy  with  the 
ragged  cap,"  put  in  Billy.  "His  name  is 
Peter  Anderson.  He  has  several  broth- 
ers and  sisters." 


"He  looks  so  happy.  I  wonder  why  he 
can  always  whistle,"  mused  Grandpa. 

"He  is  over  there  on  the  corner. 
Now  he  is  coming  this  way.  If  you  will 
talk  with  him,"  said  Billy,  "maybe 
he'll  tell  you  why  he  is  always  happy." 

"Peter,  just  stop  a  minute,"  called 
Billy.  "My  grandpa  wants  to  talk  with 
you." 

The  brown  eyes  twinkled  as  the  lit- 
tle boy  came  out  to  the  garden. 

"I  see  you  go  past  every  day,  Peter," 
exclaimed  Grandpa,  "and  I  wondered 
why  you  can  always  whistle  and  look 
so  happy." 

"Well,  you  see,  if  I  can  keep  cheer- 
ful it  helps  —  helps  the  folks  at  home. 
Father  has  work  only  three  days  a 
week  and  Mother  gets  pretty  tired 
working  for  all  of  us.  Then  four  of  the 
children  had  the  measles  this  winter. 
About  the  only  way  I  can  help  is  to 
whistle.  Mother  calls  me  her  'Sun- 
shine Boy.' " 

"I  see,  I  see,"  nodded  Grandpa. 
"Well,  keep  on  whistling,  my  boy,  and 
cheering  up  folks.  It  is  said  that  every- 
one brings  his  work  into  the  world 
with  him.  And  I'm  glad  you  have  found 
out  what  you  can  do." — Sunshine  for 
Little  People. 


A  YOUNG  MISSIONARY 

I  was  talking  with  a  little  girl  today 
—a  little  girl  of  about  eight  years. 
Her  hair  is  light,  very  light — not 
golden,  but  just  the  color  of  moon- 
light, all  soft  and  cool.  Her  eyes  are 
as  desert  skies,  and  as  bright  as  their 
stars;  and  in  them  lingers  always 
seriousness  or  mischievousness,  or  a 
struggling  blend  of  both — reflections 
of  rare  good  sense. 

Her  voice  is  like  her  hair,  and 
more  so,  calm,  and  at  times  plaintive, 
full  of  feeling;  her  laugh  is  often,  and 
it  sounds  like  the  first  song  of  a  little 
bird,  and  with  it  come  the  teasing  eyes. 

This  morning  after  our  pleasantries 
of  greeting  were  over,  she  became 
serious  again  in  a  moment.  "I  am  go- 
ing to  be  a  missionary,"  she  said; 
"I'm  going  to  go  on  a  boat  across  the 
ocean,  and  there  I'm  going  to  teach 
the  poor  heathen  children  about  Jesus. 
I'm  going  to  tell  them,  oh,  so  many 
things!  I'll  tell  them  about  the  Gar- 
den of  Eden,  and  about  Joseph  and 
his  dreams,  and  about  Daniel.  I'll  tell 
their  mothers  how  to  cook  good  food 
(here  for  a  moment  my  little  girl 
looked  very  important),  and  I'll  teach 
them  how  to  sew  their  clothes;  and 
I'll  show  them  how  to  care  for  their 
children — I  could  do  it  now." 


She  stopped  suddenly  and  looked 
far  up  the  hill  toward  her  home.  The 
plaintiveness  soon  crept  from  her 
voice.  "But  that  will  be  so  long,"  she 
said.  "I  am  only  in  the  third  grade, 
and  it  will  be  such  a  long,  long  time 
before  I  can  be  a  missionary — a  real 
one.  Oh,  I  wish  I  were  big!  but  I  have 
two  little  sisters  and  two  brothers  to 
look  after  every  day;  and  mother  says 
that  I  am  really  a  missionary  now,  be- 
cause I  help  her  so  much."  She  smiled. 
— Publisher  unknown. 

GIVING  AWAY  FLOWERS 

"I  don't  see  how  foreign  mission- 
aries help  the  home  churches,"  said 
Lou  Baker,  looking  up  at  her  mother. 
"The  preacher  said  they  did,  yester- 
day, wnen  he  preached  about  missions, 
you  know." 

"Do  you  remember  the  beautiful 
beds  of  nasturtiums  Mrs.  Snow  and  I 
had  last  summer,  Lou?"  asked  her 
mother. 

"Yes,  but—" 

"Yes,  but  what  has  that  to  do  with 
missions?"  replied  her  mother,  laugh- 
ing. "Let's  see.  Mrs.  Snow  would  not 
cut  her  flowers,  you  remember.  Her 
bed  was  a  perfect  blaze  of  color  for  a 
while.  She  wanted  it  to  be  the  finest 
in  town,  and  for  a  short  time  it  was. 
Then  the  vines  began  to  die,  though 
she  gave  them  the  very  best  attention. 
Before  August  there  was  nothing  but 
dry  stems  left.  The  flowers  had 
bloomed  themselves  to  death,  and  had 
drawn  all  the  life  from  the  roots. 

"This  year  she  did  not  plant  nastur- 
tiums— she  said  they  did  not  pay.  My 
bed  bloomed  until  frost.  I  was  on  the 
flower  committee  for  the  hospital,  and 
sent  great  bunches  of  my  nasturtiums 
every  week  to  the  sick  people.  I  could 
not  help  it;  they  were  so  lovely  and 
brought  so  much  happiness  and 
brightness  into  the  long,  bare  wards. 
I  never  thought  of  saving  my  plants 
by  giving  away  flowers,  but  so  it 
proved." 

"So  you  think,  mother,  that  the 
more  we  give  to  foreign  missions,  the 
more  we'  have  at  home?"  asked  Lou. 

"There  is  that  scattereth,  and  yet  in- 
creaseth;  and  there  is  that  withhold- 
eth  more  than  is  meet,  but  it  tendeth 
to  poverty,"  quoted  Mrs.  Baker.  "When 
I  saw  the  joy  of  the  flowers,  gleaming 
like  great  blotches  of  red  and  yellow 
sunshine,  brought  into  the  days  of 
those  poor  sick  ones,  I  loved  my  flow- 
ers more  than  ever  before,  and  I 
thanked  God  more  heartily  than  I 
had  ever  done  for  the  beautiful  gifts 
of  the  flowers.  They  taught  me  a  les- 
son on  foreign  missions." — From  "Boys 
and  Girls." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


FATHER'S  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Home,  Sweet  Home 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

We  have  had  quite  a  few  additions 
to  our  circle  this  month.  We  are  giving 
you  excerpts  from  two  of  them. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  you  to  add  our  names,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Paul  R.  Walker,  to  your 
Happy  Home  Circle  list.  We  are  mu- 
tually interested  in  this  sort  of  thing. 
I  think  it  is  a  wonderful  thing  you 
have  undertaken.  God  above  knows  it 
certainly  is  needful.  You  certainly 
have  my  sincere  wishes  and  prayers 
for  your  success  in  this  great  work.  I 
have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  about  seven  years,  and  I  love 
every  page  of  it.  It  has  been  a  bless- 
ing many,  many  times  to  me;  it  has 
been  sucn  a  wonderful  encouragement 
time  after  time.  I  certainly  ao  miss 
those  pages  that  had  to  be  cut  out, 
but  I  am  praying  that  God  will  see 
that  they  are  given  back.  We  have  a 
big  God  who  has  all  power,  so  I  know 
He  can  do  it.  I  am  sure  if  the  saints 
will  get  this  on  their  heart  and  pray 
that  you  will  have  it  back  very  soon. 

I  have  wanted  for  a  long  time  to 
write  to  you  and  express  my  apprecia- 
tion for  your  good  and  great  work,  and 
to  tell  you  how  I  love  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  then  also  about  the 
Happy  Home  Circle,  but  I  have  just 
kept  putting  it  off. 

I  know  tnere  are  many  others  like 
me  wno  read  it  and  love  it  and  have 
been  blessed  by  it  and  also  want  to 
join  the  circle,  but  everyone  is  so 
rushed  these  busy  days. 

I  have  five  little  children  and  two 
older  stepchildren,  so  I  really  need 
wisdom  and  love  and  help  from  our 
loving  God  to  teach  them  right.  That 
is  my  heart's  desire.  I  have  prayed 
many  prayers  and  dedicated  each  of 
them  to  God  even  before  I  looked  on 
their  faces.  I  do  want  God  to  have 
His  way  with  them  and  use  them  for 
His  glory.  My  little  David,  who  is  five 
years  old,  says  he  is  going  to  be  a 
preacher  like  daddy. 

I  have  ordered  some  of  the  liter- 
ature you  suggested  and  will  get  other 
as  I  can.  Please  pray  for  me  and  my 
companion,  too,  that  we  will  be  par- 
ents like  God  would  have  us  to  be. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  think  it  would  be 
so  nice  if  you  could  have  the  space 
in  your  precious  paper,  that  these 
fathers  and  mothers  of  this  circle 
could  write  in  concerning  our  little 
problems  about  our  children,  and  then 
you  could  give  suggestions  as  to  how 
to  solve  them.  I  am  sure  you  could 
help  us.  This  is  just  my  humble  sug- 
gestion; you  can  do  as  you  like  with  it. 


Here  are  two  little  problems  I  have 
had  or  I  have  been  wondering  about, 
How  to  get  children  to  be  orderly  and 
give  good  attention  in  church  and  yet 
love  the  church.  If  we  are  too  strict, 
perhaps  it  will  create  a  feeling  of 
hatred  for  the  house  of  God. 

Also,  how  to  make  family  worship 
more  interesting  to  the  little  tots,  i 
wish  I  could  know  your  opinion.  I  am 
sure  it  would  be  helpful. 

I  am  and  will  be  praying  for  all 
these  fathers  and  mothers  and  I  de- 
sire an  interest  in  all  your  prayers.  I 
know  I  am  nothing  and  can  do  noth- 
ing without  God. 

I  never  could  express  in  words  what 
you  and  the  Lignted  Pathway  have 
meant  to  me.  The  paper  certainly  has 
the  right  name,  for  it  has  lighted  my 
pathway  many  times.  Please  pray  for 
me  that  I  may  have  health  to  rear  my 
family  right. 

May  God  bless  you  is  my  prayer. — 
Mrs.  Paul  R.  Walker,  97  Cedar  St.,  Mt. 
Union,  Pa. 

We  are  going  to  use  our  sister's  sug- 
gestion and  provide  for  you  a  question 
box.  We  will  try  to  answer  the  ques- 
tions as  best  we  can. 

Question  1.  How  can  we  get  our 
children  to  respect  the  house  of  God 
and  give  good  attention  in  church  and 
yet  love  the  church?  This  is  a  good 
question  and  one  of  great  importance. 
I  have  known  of  children  who  were 
made  to  hate  the  church  because  of 
the  straight  dictatorial  way  that  some 
parents  handle  the  situation. 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 
MEETING 

Would  you  like  to  organize  a 
"Happy  Home  Circle"  in  your 
church  or  community?  If  you  would, 
following  are  some  helps. 

PLACE:   At  the  home  of  


TIME:     

AIM 
To   promote   Christian  fellowship. 
To  deepen  the  spiritual  life. 
To    study    child    problems    and    help    to 

solve   them. 
If    you    are    a    successful    mother,    come 

and  tell  others  how. 
If  you   need   help,   come   and   meet  with 

us. 
Let   our    motto    be   "OTHERS"   and   God 

will  bless  our  own  lives. 
Circle  scripture,   Deut.  6:1-9. 
OFFICERS 
President 
Vice-President 
Secretary   and   Treasurer 
COMMITTEES 
Membership  committee,  chairman 
Program  committee,  chairman 
Everybody  welcome,  regardless  of  church 

affiliation. 
Invite  the  husbands  occasionally  and  let 

them  have  charge  of  the  program. 
This  may  be  carried  on  in   the  home  or 
church. 


The  curative  of  this  begins  in  the 
home  when  the  little  one  sits  at 
mother's  and  daddy's  knee.  The  par- 
ents should  teach  tnem  of  the  love  of 
Jesus  and  all  the  good  gifts  of  God 
and  create  a  love  in  the  heart  for 
Him,  and  then  when  you  tell  him 
that  the  church  is  God's  house  and 
that  He  wants  us  to  be  very  quiet  and 
think  of  Him  wnile  we  are  tnere,  it 
will  have  some  effect,  but  if  you  take 
him  to  church  witnout  having  ex- 
plained why  he  is  to  be  good  and  set 
nim  up  straight  and  say,  "Now  you  sit 
there  and  be  quiet  or  mother  or  dad- 
dy (as  the  case  may  be)  will  punish 
you  when  we  go  home,"  this  will  nave 
a  bad  effect.  Then  it  is  good  to  have 
the  older  tolks  set  the  example.  Some- 
times they  say,  "Well,  Motner,  I  saw 
Sisters  Smitn  and  Jones  talking  in 
church  today.  Why  can't  I  talk?"  I 
have  always  thougnt  that  every 
church,  where  possible,  should  have  a 
nursery  and  let  tne  parents  go  to 
church  unnindered  until  tne  child  is 
old  enough  to  understand.  Tnen  wnere 
it  is  possible,  to  have  children's  church 
while  the  adult  church  is  being  held 
and  give  the  children  Bible  training 
in  a  simple  way.  It  would  be  a  much 
better  plan.  Tne  sermon  is  usually 
over  the  cnild's  head  and  like  so  much 
Latin  to  him.  How  can  you  expect  nun 
to  enjoy  it? 

Question  2.  How  can  we  make  family 
worship  interesting  to  the  child?  My 
answer  would  be,  Give  him  a  part  in 
it.  This,  like  everything  else,  should 
be  started  while  he  is  very  young.  So 
often  daddy  or  mother  rounds  all  the 
children  up.  Yes,  Johnnie,  Mary  and 
Jane  are  called  in  for  prayer,  with  no 
idea  of  what  they  are  praying  for. 
Right  in  the  middle  of  prayer  John- 
nie pinches  Mary  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes all  three  of  them  are  having  a 
good  time  and  mother  and  daddy 
pray  on.  After  prayers  are  over  they 
punish  the  children  and  so  prayer 
time  is  a  mockery  to  the  children. 

Here  is  tne  remedy:  Call  tne  chil- 
dren and  tell  them  that  little  Martha 
Brown  is  very  sick  and  she  must  have 
God's  help  if  she  gets  well.  Lay  the 
important  needs  before  them.  Tell 
them  Jesus  loves  the  little  children 
and  He  likes  to  have  them  pray  to 
Him.  Make  them  feel  that  much  de- 
pends on  their  prayers.  Give  them  a 
chance  to  help  with  the  reading  of  the 
Bible  by  reciting  each  a  verse  of 
scripture.  Let  them  lead  in  short 
prayers,  if  they  will,  but  do  not  insist 
on  it  until  they  want  to.  Ask  them  to 
choose  a  hymn  for  worship  and  let 
them  take  turns  in  leading  the  serv- 
ice. This  takes  time,  but  it  will  mean 
everything  to  them  in  after  years. 
Many  a  child  is  ruined  by  trying  to 
force  him  to  love  and  worship  God.  It 
can't  be  done;  he  must  be  led. 

The  following  is  a  letter  from  Mrs. 
Mary  Ruth  Maner: 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  enroll  me  as  a  member  of 
your  Happy  Home  Circle  and  please 
forgive  me  for  being  so  neglectful  to 
respond  to  this  invitation.  I  have 
thought  since  the  first  time  I  read 
about  it  I  would  write  you  that  I 
wanted  to  be  a  member,  but  I  guess  it 
has  been  Satan  trying  to  make  me 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


January,  1944 
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HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


HIS  WAYS  ARE  THE  BEST  WAYS 

Faith  Freeborn  Turner 
(Dedicated  to  shut-ins  everywhere) 

The  soft  dusk  of  the  twilight  was 
stealing  over  the  smoky  city  of  St. 
Louis,  softening  the  sharp  skyline  and 
brushing  the  dingy  smoke  from  view. 
Weary,  toilworn  workers,  homeward 
bound,  paused  to  inhale  the  freshness 
of  the  evening  air. 

Through  an  open  window  on  the 
third  floor  of  Belleview  hospital,  a 
breath  of  this  joyous  pure  air  wafted 
in  and  caressed  the  hot  forehead  and 
cheeks  of  the  girl  lying  there  so  still 
under  the  white  coverlet. 

At  the  bedside  stood  Dr. 
Gordon,  efficient,  profes- 
sional-looking— yet  his  eyes, 
as  they  were  bent  on  the 
patient,  were  full  of  compas- 
sion. 

"I'm  sorry,  Miss  Jane,  but 
it's  always  best  to  know  the 
truth."  Dr.  Gordon  paused 
to  clear  from  his  throat  the 
uncomfortable  lump  which 
persisted  in  rising  there.  It 
seemed  so  cruel  of  him  to 
thwart  the  high  ideals  and 
ambitions  for  the  future  of 
this  clear-eyed  girl  who  lay 
gazing  earnestly  up  at  him 
from  her  hospital  bed.  Only 
a  simple  statement  for  him 
to  utter,  yet  it  meant — just 
what  Dr.  Gordon  could  not 
know  to  Jane  Pendleton. 

"Tell  me,  Dr.  Gordon.  I'll 
be  brave,  but  I  must  know," 
commanded  the  girl  in  low, 
insistent  tones.  Again  Dr. 
Gordon  cleared  his  throat. 
His  voice  was  gentle  as  he 
spoke. 

"Unless     God     intervenes, 
Miss   Jane,    you   shall   never   walk 
again."  The  words  fell  heavily  in 
the   dim   atmosphere  of  the   little 
room. 

"Never  walk  again.  Oh.  Is — is 
that  final,  Dr.  Gordon?"  Jane's 
voice  was  trembling. 

"My  dear  child,  I  wish  I  might 
answer  'no'  but  I'm  compelled  to 
say  'yes.'  The  verdict  is  final." 

Jane's  eyelids  were  misty  as  he 
walked  from  the  room.  It  would  be 
best  to  leave  the  girl  alone  for  a 
few  minutes,  he  reflected.  Later  he 
would  send  a  nurse  in.  The  kind  old 
doctor  glanced  at  his  watch. 

"Time  for  that  operation,"  he 
muttered  and  walked  briskly  to  the 
operating  room  where  perhaps  oth- 
er hearts  were  anxiously  awaiting 
him. 

Back  in  the  little  square  room 
Jane  Pendleton  was  fighting  the 
hardest  battle  her  soul  had  ever 
known.  Just  to  think  of  never  be- 
ing able  to  walk  along  the  winding 
paths  in  the  rustling  woods  again 
or  down  the  busy  street  was  enough 
to  cause  any  girl  of  twenty  years 
real  agony,  but  this,  strange  to  say, 


was  not  the  cause  of  the  struggle  in 
Jane's  soul. 

Four  years  before  this  time  to 
Jane's  soul  had  come  a  definite  call  to 
Africa's  mission  fields.  Gladly  she  had 
put  aside  her  other  ambitions  and 
plans.  She  enrolled  in  a  school  of  the- 
ology and  just  this  spring,  before  the 
accident,  had  received  her  diploma. 
She  was  to  have  sailed  on  the  "Vic- 
toria" in  December  to  begin  her  life's 
work  in  the  heart  of  dark  Africa. 
Then  as  she  was  driving  her  father's 
car  to  a  revival  meeting  one  evening, 
had  come  the  accident.  Although  the 
wreck  itself  did  not  seem  so  serious, 
Jane  had  been  thrown  from  the  car 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 

For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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HIS   WAY    IS   BEST 

J.  R.  Swauger 

/  may  not  know  the  loving  plan 

Which  bids  my  yearning  heart  to  turn 
From  friends,  and  home,  and  youth's  loved 
scenes, 

To  distant  lands  where  deserts  burn, 
Where  life  is  hard  and  friends  are  few 

And  cheerless  souls  toil  on  distressed, — 
But  still  I  know  that  through  it  all 

His  way  is  best,  His  way  is  best. 

I  may  not  understand  just  why 

He  leads  by  paths  that  dreary  seem, 
Where  trials  dark,  like  spectral  forms, 

Around  my  upward  footsteps  teem; 
Where  hurtful  snares  beset  my  way, 

And  spiteful  foes  my  soul  would  test, 
But  still  I  know  though  trials  there  be, 

His  way  is  best,  His  way  is  best. 

I  may  but  see  a  present  haze, — 

He  looks  beyond  and  knows  the  end; 
His  watched  design  is  deeper  far 

Than  mortal  mind  can  comprehend. 
I  see  the  rocks,  the  thorns,  the  slime, — 

He  sees  a  vict'ry's  blessed  rest! 
And  so  I  know,  that  through  it  all, 

His  way  is  best,  His  way  is  best. 


in  such  a  way  as  to  injure  her  back 
Later  'developments  showed  a  severe 
injury  of  the  spine  and  now  had  come 
the  doctor's  final  verdict. 

"I  just  can't  understand,"  sobbec 
Jane  to  herself.  "I  know  my  call  wa; 
real  and  God  has  been  opening  way; 
for  me  to  go.  Oh,  why  should  He  al- 
low this.  If  I  can't  walk  again  thai 
means  I'll  never  get  to  go  to  Africa.' 
Jane  sobbed  on,  wondering,  question- 
ing, and  praying  until  at  last  frorr 
sheer  nervous  exhaustion  she  sobbec 
herself  to  sleep. 

As  she  slumbered  peacefully  a  drearr 
came  to  Jane.  She  seemed  to  see  hun- 
dreds of  dark-skinned  heathen  chil- 
dren pass  beside  her  bed 
The  sadness  of  their  counte- 
nance touched  her  heart  til! 
it  seemed  she  could  not 
stand  much  more.  Then  sud- 
denly the  vision  changed 
Beside  her  bed  now  faltered 
the  weary,  the  discouraged 
the  sick  and  diseased  of  hei 
own  native  America.  In  theii 
eyes  as  they  gazed  down  up- 
on her  was  mirrored  the 
hunger  and  suffering  oi 
their  poor  starved  souls.  Ah 
they  were  gone  now.  But 
look  who  comes!  The  chil- 
dren of  the  tenement  houses 
pass  by  the  bed  in  groups. 
Their  pinched,  sallow  faces 
and  ragged  clothing  paint  a 
vivid  picture  of  the  homes 
from  which  they  come.  Sud- 
denly a  voice  as  if  from 
heaven  seemed  to  whisper  in 
Jane  Pendleton's  ear,  "As 
much  as  ye  have  done  it  un- 
to the  least  of  these  ye  have 
done  it  unto  me." 

Jane  awoke  with  a  start. 
The  voice  had  seemed  so 
close,  so  real.  She  knew 
Christ  had  once  more  called  to  her 
soul.  She  recalled  the  vivid  happen- 
ings of  her  dream.  Why  had  she 
been  so  blind  to  the  vast  needs  sur- 
rounding her  in  her  own  native 
country.  Oh,  how  she  had  longed  to 
go  to  Africa!  But  now  since  that 
was  impossible,  God  had  given  her 
another  mission. 

The  door  opened  softly  and  the 
white-capped  nurse  stepped  in. 
Jane  greeted  her  with  a  smile  and  a 
cheery  "good  morning." 

The  nurse  was  surprised  and 
puzzled  by  the  girl's  attitude.  She 
knew  of  the  doctor's  verdict  and 
had  expected  to  find  a  heart-brok- 
en patient  instead  of  a  smiling, 
bright-eyed  girl.  Her  reverie  was 
broken  into  by  Jane's  sweet  voice. 

"How  soon  may  I  be  able  to  sit 
in  my  wheel  chair,  Miss  Downs?" 
she  questioned. 

"Dr.  Gordon  says  you  may  sit  up 
as  soon  as  the  chair  arrives.  Isn't 
that  good  news?"  answered  Miss 
Downs. 

"Oh,  it  is!"  breathed  Jane.  "Do 
you  suppose  you  could  wheel  me 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


Tried  and  True 

When  a  founder  has  cast  his  bell  he 
does  not  at  once  put  it  into  the  steeple, 
but  tries  it  with  the  hammer,  and 
beats  it  on  every  side,  to  see  if  there  is 
a  flaw.  So  when  Christ  converts  a 
man  He  does  not  at  once  convey  him 
to  heaven,  but  suffers  him  to  be  beat- 
en upon  by  many  temptations  and  af- 
flictions, and  then  exalts  him  to  his 
crown.  As  snow  is  of  itself  cold,  yet 
warms  and  refreshes  the  earth,  so 
afflictions,  though  in  themselves 
grievous,  keep  the  Christian's  soul 
warm  and  make  it  fruitful. — Fellow- 
ship News. 

Helpless  Idols 

A  boy  living  in  the  home  of  an  idol 
worshiper  decided  to  take  the  matter 
of  testing  the  idols  into  his  own  hands, 
and  broke  all  the  idols  except  the  larg- 
est one.  Into  the  hands  of  this  large 
idol  he  put  the  stick  with  which  he 
had  broken  the  others.  When  the 
owner  of  the  idols  discovered  what 
had  happened,  he  threatened  to  put 
the  child  to  death.  The  little  fellow 
looked  into  his  face  and  asked  gently, 
"How  can  you  put  your  trust  in  a  god 
so  weak  that  a  child's  hand  can  de- 
stroy him?  Do  you  suppose  that  if 
he  cannot  take  care  of  himself  and 
his  companions,  he  can  take  care 
of  you?"  The  heathen  stopped  to 
think.  Then  he  himself  broke  the  big 
idol  and  knelt  to  the  true  God. — S.  S. 
Teacher's  Monthly. 

Rainbows  of  Promise 

Frank  W.  Boreham,  a  Baptist 
preacher  and  author,  of  Australia, 
tells  the  story  of  Noka,  a  little  native 
girl  who  used  to  play  around  the  mis- 
sion station.  One  afternoon,  Mr.  Bore- 
ham  writes,  as  she  was  playing  near 
the  house  with  her  brother,  a  storm 
swept  up  and  the  children  ran  for 
shelter.  When  the  thundershower  had 
passed,  a  magnificent  rainbow  arched 
the  eastern  sky.  "Is  it  a  new  rain- 
bow," Noka  asked,  "or  is  it  the  same 
rainbow  I  saw  before?"  "Oh,  it  is  a 
new  one,"  I  replied;  "there's  a  new 
rainbow  for  every  storm."  "Why, 
then,"  Noka  exclaimed  in  delight, 
"there  must  be  reels  and  reels  of  rain- 
bow in  the  gully  over  the  hill!"  She 
was  right.  There  is  a  rainbow  for  every 
cloud!  God  has  provided  a  rainbow  of 
promise  for  every  cloud  of  life. — David 
M.  Gardner,  in  A  Rainbow  for  Every 
Cloud. 

Untrained  Observation 

A  small  boy  said  to  his  father, 
"Now  I  know  where  horses  come  from. 
Mr.  Schultz,  the  blacksmith  down  the 
street,  makes  them."  "Oh  no,"  his  dad 
replisd,  "horses  are  born,  not  made. 
Just  like  cows,  or  chickens,  or  people." 
"No,  sir!"  the  lad  insisted,  "the  black- 
smith makes  them.  I  saw  him  make 
one."  The  father  was  puzzled  at  the 
boy's  insistence,  and  asked,  "Now  just 
what  did  you  see?     Did  you  see  the 


blacksmith  make  a  whole  horse?"  To 
which  he  received  the  amazing  rejoin- 
der, "No,  I  didn't  see  him  make  a 
whole  one,  but  I  saw  him  finish  one 
up.  He  was  just  nailing  the  feet  on 
when  I  passed  by!"  A  perfect  case  of 
untrained  observation. — Harry  Rim- 
mer  in  The  Theory  of  Evolution  and 
the  Facts  of  Science. 

Hidden  Strength 

A  great  naturalist  in  one  of  his  class 
books,  describes  a  marine  plant  which 
rises  from  a  depth  of  150  to  200  feet, 
and  floats  on  the  great  breakers  of 
the  Western  ocean.  The  stem  of  this 
plant  is  less  than  an  inch  through; 
yet  it  grows  and  thrives  and  holds  its 
own  against  the  fierce  smitings  and 
pressures  of  breakers  which  no  masses 
of  rock,  however  hard,  could  long 
withstand.  What  is  the  secret  of  this 
marvelous  resistance  and  endurance? 
How  can  this  slender  plant  face  the 
fury  of  the  elements  so  successfully, 
and,  in  spite  of  storm  and  tempests, 
keep  its  hold,  and  perpetuate  itself 
from  century  to  century?  The  answer 
has  leaped  to  every  lip,  it  reaches 
down  into  the  still  depths,  where  it 
fixes  its  grasp  after  the  fashion  of 
the  instinct  that  has  been  put  into  it, 
to  the  naked  rocks;  and  no  commotion 
of  the  waters  can  shake  it  from  its 
fastenings. 

When  a  man  has  deep  and  inner 
clingings  to  God,  when  the  roots  of 
his  life  go  down  and  take  hold  on  God, 
mere  surface  agitation  and  pressures 
will  not  overcome  him  (Col.  2:7). — 
F.  A.  Noble. 

Why  Worth  While 

A  well-known  minister  tells  of  a 
university  student  who  came  to  him 
for  a  conference.  He  had  a  desperate 
moral  problem  on  his  hand.  He  had 
found  out  in  his  experience  that  he 
could  start  out  free  to  do  as  he  pleased 
and  then  discovered  he  was  not  free 
to  stop.  He  had  started  out  to  find 
liberty,  only  to  find  a  bondage  ap- 
palling. He  had  started  out  to  find 
life,  only  to  reach  the  "desert  of 
death."  "What  he  said  to  me  was  this: 
'If  I  believed  in  immortality,  I  think 
I  could  see  it  through.'  What  did  he 
mean?  Did  he  want  the  fires  of  hell 
to  scare  him  from  his  sin,  or  a  heav- 
enly crown  to  lure  him  to  his  right- 
eousness? Not  a  bit.  What  he  meant 
was  that  if  he,  sitting  there  before  me, 
was  a  chance  collection  of  atoms,  he 
did  not  see  how  it  was  going  to  be 
worth  while  for  him  to  put  through 
that  desperate  and  sacrificial  struggle 
which  was  going  to  be  necessary  to 
win  his  fight.  But  if  he  was  an  abiding 
spiritual  personality,  then  it  would  be 
worth  while  doing  anything  to  win." 
The  fact  of  the  endless  life  and 
faith  in  it  makes  a  lot  of  difference 
to  intelligent  people. — W.  H.  Rogers, 
in  The  God-Man. 

Slightly  Soiled 

Two  theological  students  were  walk- 
ing along  an   "old   clothes"  street  in 


the  White-chapel  district  of  London. 
Suddenly  one  exclaimed:  "What  a 
splendid  text  for  a  sermon  to  young 
men!"  pointing  to  a  suit  of  clothes 
that  hung  swaying  in  the  breeze  at 
the  side  of  a  window.  "Slightly  Soiled, 
Greatly  Reduced  in  Price."  "That's  it 
exactly,"  he  went  on.  "We  young  peo- 
ple get  soiled, -so  slightly,  just  seeing  a 
vulgar  show  in  a  theater,  just  reading 
a  coarse  book,  just  allowing  ourselves 
a  little  indulgence  in  dishonest  or 
lustful  thoughts,  just  slightly  soiled, 
and  lo!  when  the  time  comes  for  our 
manhood  to  be  appraised,  we  are 
'greatly  reduced  in  price.'  Our  charm, 
our  strength  is  gone.  The  consecration 
of  youth  is  gone.  We  are  just  part  and 
parcel  of  the  general,  shop-soiled 
stock." — Congregationalist. 

Test  of  Faith 

A  man  was  invited  by  an  artist  to 
come  to  his  house  to  see  a  picture 
which  he  had  just  finished.  When  the 
visitor  arrived,  he  was  shown  into  a 
room  which  was  pitch  dark,  and  there 
he  was  left  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
alone.  Not  unnaturally,  when  the  art- 
ist came  to  him,  he  expressed  some 
surprise  at  the  reception  that  had 
been  given  to  him. 

"Surprised,  were  you?"  said  the 
artist.  "Well,  I  knew  if  you  came  to 
the  studio  with  the  glare  of  the  street 
in  your  eyes  you  would  never  be  able 
to  appreciate  the  fine  coloring  of  my 
picture,  and  so  I  left  you  in  the  dark 
until  the  glare  had  worn  away  from 
your  eyes." 

Is  not  that  the  secret  of  many  an 
hour  in  which  God  leaves  His  children 
in  the  darkness?  When  we  are  dazzled 
by  the  pleasures  and  successes  of  this 
present  life,  though  in  themselves 
they  may  be  innocent  and  happy,  we 
cannot  see  the  things  that  are  unseen, 
and  an  interval  is  necessary  in  the 
darkness  until  the  glare  has  worn 
away  from  our  eyes. — Reprinted  from 
S.S.  World. 

Witness-Bearing 

It  is  said  to  be  unprofessional  for  a 
doctor  to  advertise.  It  is  also  unnec- 
essary. His  grateful  patients  are  his 
best  advertisements.  If  we  discover  a 
book  that  is  a  source  of  stimulus  and 
inspiration  to  us,  we  pass  it  on  to 
others  that  they  may  be  helped  also. 
But  concerning  the  matters  of  the 
soul,  we  seem  to  have  a  different  idea. 
We  do  not  tell  our  experiences.  Most 
of  us  are  entirely  reticent  concerning 
those  facts  of  life  about  which  Jesus 
told  us  to  be  most  outspoken. 

If  a  man  comes  to  you  and  begins 
to  tell  you  about  his  religious  life,  you 
very  likely  say  to  yourself.  "Poor  fel- 
low, it  has  gone  to  his  head,"  or,  "He 
certainly  shows  a  lamentable  lack  of 
good  taste  to  speak  of  such  things  in 
public." 

Why  is  this  so?  There  can  be  but 
one  reason.  As  Dr.  A.  F.  Schauffler 
once  said,  "One  of  the  devil's  ways 
seems  to  be  to  close  the  mouths  of 
Christians.  He  says,  'That  soul  has 
escaped  me.  But  I  will  do  the  next 
best  thing,  I  will  seal  his  lips.' " 

If  our  religion  is  a  real  thing,  let's 
speak  out  and  let  the  world  know. — 
Onward. 


January,  1944 
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ABIDING  COMPANIONSHIP 

H.  Walker,  General  Overseer 


By  J. 


(NEW  YEAR'S  SERMON) 

Text,  Exodus  33:14,  "My  presence 
shall  go  with  thee,  and  I  will  give  thee 
rest." 

I  have  read  the  story  of  a  little  boy 
who  was  sent  on  an  errand — not  a  big 
boy,  but  a  very  small  boy.  About  to 
start,  he  paused  uncertainly  in  the 
doorway  and  said  in  troubled  tones, 
"Mother,  it  is  so  far,'  and  it  is  a  new 
road.  I'm  not  'zactly  'fraid — but 
couldn't  you  go  a  little  way  with  me?" 
She  caught  the  anxiety  in  the  childish 
appeal  and  said  quietly,  "Mother  will 
go  all  the  way  with  you,  son."  So  with 
his  little  brown  hand  in  his  mother's, 
he  walked  the  new  way  unafraid. 

As  we  stand  at  the  beginning  of  the 
new  and  unknown  way,  there  is  One 
who  stands  at  our  side;  and  as  God 
said  to  Moses,  "My  presence  shall  go 
with  thee,"  Jesus  has  said  to  us,  "Lo, 
I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the 
end."  God  has  promised  His  own  pres- 
ence— not  that  of  an  angel,  but  that 
of  Himself. 

The  earnest  pleadings  of  Moses 
were  granted,  but  not  until  Moses  had 
most  sincerely  plead  with  God  that 
He  would  be  with  his  people.  He  was 
not  pleading  for  himself  alone,  but  for 
others. 

In  the  preceding  verses  of  the 
chapter  from  which  our  text  is  taken, 
we  find  Moses  wrestling  with  God  in 
a  tent  meeting.  Moses  desired  earnest- 
ly to  know  definitely  what  God  had 
determined,  and  prayed,  "Shew  me 
now  thy  way.  Whom  wilt  thou  send 
with  me?"  What  Moses  really  wanted 
was  a  definite  answer  from  God,  and 
he  really  pressed  for  this.  He  spoke  to 
God  of  the  friendship  that  the  Lord 
had  shown  him;  and  as  a  reason  for 
granting  the  request,  reminded  the 
Lord  of  that  friendship  by  saying, 
"Thou  hast  said,  I  know  thee  by 
name."  Moses  knew  that  God  knew 
and  understood  Israel's  need  and  that 
God  could  read  at  length  the  desires 
of  his  servant's  heart,  the  thoughts 
which  he  was  not  able  to  express;  and 
God  answered  him  by  saying,  "My 
presence  shall  go  with  thee,  and  I 
will  give  thee  rest." 

Isn't  it  wonderful  that  God  hears 
and  understands  our  prayers  and  will 
grant  our  petitions!  Answers  to  prayer 
come  by  earnest  persistence  in  inter- 
cessory prayer,  not  for  ourselves  only, 
but  for  others.  It  is  not  by  faith  alone, 
but  through  love — increasing  love — 
that  we  may  approach  God  and  be- 
come more  like  Him.  Cold,  formal,  in- 
different prayers,  regardless  of  the 
number  of  times  they  are  repeated, 
are  ineffective.  Our  Lord  admonished 
that  we  pray  "not  with  vain  repeti- 
tions as  the  heathen." 

The  Buddhists  in  many  parts  of 
Asia  erect  praying  machines,  which 
are  turned  by  small  windmills.  They 
believe  that  at  every  revolution  of  the 
machine  a  prayer  is  offered,  and  that 
after  so  many  turns,  Buddha  is 
bound  to  answer  the  prayers.  God 
wants  us  to  pray  prayers,  not  just  re- 


peat them  after  some  clergyman  or  in 
some  set  form  with  no  thought  of 
their  meaning.  Remember  that  the 
fervent  prayers  of  a  righteous  man 
are  effectual  and  accompanied  with 
the  presence  of  God. 

When  we  come  to  the  close  of  the 
year  and  face  a  new  one,  we  face  a 
hazy  and  unknown  road,  one  we  know 
not  where  it  leads.  The  cultured,  the 
illiterate,  the  wealthy,  the  poor — all 
alike  share  common  ignorance  as  that 
pathway.  They  know  not  where  the 
steps  into  the  mist  will  take  them,  but 
we  are  assured  of  the  companionship 
of  God. 

Loneliness  is  keenly  felt  in  unshared 
sorrow.  Almost  all  of  us  have  some- 
one to  whom  we  may  go  and  in  whom 
we  may  confide  and  unburden  our 
hearts  to  in  time  of  sorrow.  How  many 
are  the  times  that  we  have  felt,  If  only 
I  could  tell  somebody!  if  he  could  but 
understand!  Remember  that  the 
Friend  who  sticketh  closer  than  a 
brother  knows  how  to  share  your 
sorrows.  Yes,  there  is  a  loneliness  in 
•unshared  trials;  and  there  is  a  lone- 
liness in  unshared  joys. 

The  story  is  told  of  an  orphan  boy, 
whose  near  kinsmen  were  dead,  and  he 
was  left  alone.  His  guardian  had  ex- 
hausted his  funds  in  paying  his  school 
fees,  but  the  boy  had  made  good,  and 
he  now  was  a  leader  in  all  of  his 
studies;  but  in  the  most  joyous  mo- 
ments of  his  triumph,  he  had  no  one 
with  whom  he  could  share  his  joy — no 
father,  no  mother,  no  kinsmen,  no 
friends.  What  a  sad  plight! 

We  have  read  of  another  man  who 
had  worked  for  many  years  writing 
a  book.  Just  before  the  book  was  com- 
pleted,  his   faithful   wife    died.     His 


writings  were  so  valuable  that  th 
book  met  with  great  appreciation 
and  thousands  of  copies  were  sold 
When  a  friend  spoke  to  him  about  thi 
well-deserved  reward  for  his  accom 
plishments,  his  face  immediately 
clouded;  and  he  quietly  said,  "Ah,  i 
only  she  were  here  to  share  it!"  I 
seemed  that  his  loneliness  culminatec 
with  its  sharoest  pang  in  the  sun- 
niest hour  of  his  success. 

In  the  hour  of  triumph,  remember 
"Mv  presence  shall  go  with  thee.' 
Again,  in  temptation's  hour,  when  tht 
door  is  closed  asrainst  the  assistance  ol 
even  a  friend  and  the  battle  is  raping 
remember  then,  "My  presence  shall  gc 
with  thee."  In  the  real  fight,  the  best 
clutch  is  not  in  some  public  arena 
where  friends  and  spectators  gathei 
around,  cheering  you  on  and  boosting 
you  up;  but  it  is  in  the  loneliness  oi 
some  secret  place.  By  your  side,  you 
may  rest  assured,  is  the  Fellow- 
worker,  the  Fellow-fighter,  the  Re- 
deemer, and  Friend. 

Lastly,  we  need  Him  in  the  hour  of 
death,  when  the  last  moment  comes, 
and  the  doctor,  the  nurse,  husband, 
wife,  and  children  stand  idly  by. 
There,  as  one  steps  out  on  that  un- 
known sea,  it  is  that  feelins;  of  loneli- 
ness that  makes  it  terrible.  But  we 
need  not  go  alone;  and  all  do  not  go 
alone,  because  they  rely  on  Him 
who  has  said,  "My  presence  shall  go 
with  thee."  As  the  psalmist  said, 
"Though  I  walk  through  the  valley 
of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear 
no  evil,  for  thou  art  with  me."  Again, 
our  Lord  promises,  "I  will  give  you 
rest." 

Praise  God  for  that  hope! — mightier 
than  a  great  searchlight  penetrating 
the  fog!  This  hope  reaches  beyond 
the  mists  of  doubt  and  confusion  and 
unbelief;  and  we  stand  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  facing  the  problems  of  the 
new  year  with  the  thought— the  Lord 
will  go  with  us!   Amen. 


A  Prayer  for  the  New  Year 

By   S.   T.    Ludv/ig 

O  God,  our  heavenly  Father,  we  look  to  Thee  for  strength  to  face  new  tasks.  The  past 
has  gone.  We  cannot  recall  it.  Now  we  look  toward  new  horizons.  We  pray  to  Thee  for 
courage  to  meet  the  problems  of  this  new  year.  We  do  not  ask  for  lighter  loads.  We  pray 
only  that  'mid  the  stress  and  strain  of   1944  we  may  be  aware  of  our  high  mission. 

In  this  hour  of  the  world's  tragic  night,  help  us,  0  Master,  to  be  faithful.  Regardless 
of  our  place,  be  it  great  or  small,  may  we  have  but  one  intent — that  is  to  do  our  best  to 
follow  Thee!  We  cannot  see  ahead.  One  step  at  a  time  is  all  we  ask  and  Thou  hast  prom- 
ised that.  In  the  midst  of  life's  uncertainties  give  us  the  assurance  of  Thy  presence.  Help 
us,  0  God,  to  be  ever  mindful  of  Thy  providences.  Help  us  to  realize  that  the  God  of  the 
sunlit  hilltop  is  also  the  God  of  the  shadow-cast  valley. 

May  we  not  be  content  with  mediocre  service.  Our  best  is  poor  enough  indeed.  With 
consecration  of  soul  and  determination  of  purpose  we  pledge  anew  our  love  and  loyalty 
to  Thee,  our  God.  We  would  serve  Thee  unerringly.  We  recognize  our  Christian  steward- 
ship. Our  time,  talents,  possessions — all  are  Thine.  Use  them  in  the  work  of  the  kingdom. 
This   is   our   humble   prayer. 

For  life's  benefits,  of  which  we  are  unworthy,  we  thank  Thee,  0  Lord.  We  recognize 
our  debt  of  gratitude.  Help  us  to  bring  to  others  the  joy  of  salvation  which  we  have  so 
freely  received.  These  petitions  we  ask  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  our  Savior.  Amen. 

— The    Young    People's   Journal. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  so  glad  I  can  say  I  have 
victory  in  my  soul  tonight.  I  thank 
the  Lord  for  what  He  has  done 
for  me  since  I  have  been  in  the  Serv- 
ice. I  am  so  thankful  we  have 
the  many  good  Christian  people  back 
home  who  are  trying  to  do  something 
that  will  encourage  the  young  people 
over  there  and  over  here.  The  Lighted 
Pathway  is  the  most  encouraging  pa- 
per I  have  found  yet.  The  only  com- 
fort I  have  over  here  is  my  Bible,  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  and  the  letters  that 
I  get  from  the  good  Christian  people 
back  home.  I  am  so  thankful  I  can 
say  I  have  a  good  old-time  Christian 
family,  and  I'm  thankful  for  the 
many  prayers  they  are  sending  up  to 
God  each  day  for  me.  Remember  me 
in  your  prayers.  I  will  be  praying  tor 
you. 

I  am  getting  along  fine,  well  and 
happy  in  the  Lord.  I  am  somewhere  in 
England.  I  will  be  glad  to  get  back 
home  again.  Good-bye  for  now.  May 
God  bless  you  and  your  work  for  Him. 
— Your  brother  in  Christ  and  a  lover 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cpl.  Edwin  K. 
Herndon. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finisned  reading  the  July 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  the 
third  time  and  I  am  passing  it  on  to 
someone  else  to  read,  who  I  am  trust- 
ing will  receive  the  blessing  I  have 
from  it. 

I  was  reared  in  a  Christian  home. 
My  father  was  a  minister  in  the 
Church  of  God  and  I  have  read  your 
paper  for  as  long  as  I  can  remember. 
Through  the  years,  it  has  grown  just 
as  a  child  grows.  It  is  in  demand  now 
more  than  ever  before.  Before  I  can 
read  half  of  it,  there  are  several  of 
the  fellows  who  have  already  asked 
for  it. 

We  all  realize  our  need  of  God  now 
as  never  before.  With  God  leading  us 
and  you  kind  Christians  behind  us, 
keeping  our  morale  up  by  writing 
often,  there  can  be  but  one  thing 
ahead  for  us,  that  is  victory  over  the 
devil  and  all  the  evil  powers  he  has 
sent  to  earth  to  try  to  destroy  the  peo- 
ple who  are  striving  to  live  for  God. 

Pray  for  my  wife  and  son  and  re- 
member it  is  your  prayers  for  us  that 
keep  us  in  the  shadow  of  the  cross. — 
Pfc.  Cecil  A.  Daniel. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  sit  here  and  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  my  mind  runs  back  ten 
years  ago  when  I  first  got  the  paper, 
as  it  was  then  a  paper.  Indeed,  God 
has  blessed  you  in  your  work  as  it 
shines  throughout  the  world  today.  I 
have  been  a  Christian  for  ten  years 
and  still  have  the  victory.  Praise  His 
name!  Although  we  face  many  more 
trials  and  temptations  than  we  did 
in  civilian  life,  our  God  is  able  to  de- 
liver us  and  He  always  steps  in  at 
the  right  time.  Praise  His  dear  name! 

I  have  been  in  the  army  four 
months  now  and  I  haven't  been  in  a 
holiness  service  yet,  so  you  see  why  I 
depend  on  the  Lighted  Pathway. 


It  surely  would  do  me  good  to  get  in 
a  real  Holy  Ghost  service  one  more 
time.  May  God  continue  to  bless  you 
in  your  good  work.  Earnestly  pray  for 
me  that  I'll  be  a  soul  winner  for 
Cnrist.— Pvt.  Carl  Morris,  34657913, 
28th  Med.  Depot  Co.,  Camp  Atterbury, 
Ind. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. There  is  so  much  good  in  it.  I 
trust  tnat  I  may  receive  one  each 
month.  When  I  was  in  the  States  I 
did  get  the  paper  regularly  and  it 
nelped  me  very  much. 

Tnings  are  very  different  over  here. 
There  is  no  church  to  attend.  I  am 
praying  and  looking  forward  to  the 
day  wnen  I  can  hear  that  welcome 
voice  say,  "Well  done,  my  good  and 
faithful  servant,  enter  into  the  joy  of 
the  Lord." 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  at  Kannapolis,  N.  C.  I  do  love  the 
Lord  and  I  love  tne  works  of  the  Lord. 
I  have  had  salvation  for  five  years 
and  I  have  a  greater  desire  now  to 
press  the  battle  for  victory. 

Tnougn  I  am  in  the  midst  of  battle 
and  many  times  I  am  in  fox  holes,  in 
all  this  i  still  trust  tne  Lord  more. 
Tnere  are  only  one  or  two  here  who 
will  talk  abouc  being  a  Cnristian,  but 
I  try  to  live  so  they  can  see  Christ  in 
my  life.  Pray  for  me. — Pvt.  Tommie  L. 
harris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  morning  as  I  am  sitting  here 
in  my  room  liscening  to  a  churcn  pro- 
gram, I  can  feel  something  stirring  in 
my  very  being.  I  have  been  reading 
the  November  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  and  certainly  found  food  for 
my  soul.  As  I  looked  at  the  picture, 
"Thanksgiving  at  Home  Sweet  Home," 
truly  I  can  say,  "Thank  God  for  the 
home  I  was  born  and  reared  in."  I 
can  see  through  swe;et  memories  my 
white-haired  mother  as  she  cared  for 
us  and  prepared  our  Thanksgiving 
dinner;  my  father  as!  he  saw  to  it  that 
all  things  were  in  r  ^adiness.  How  I 
would  like  to  sit  a\  the  table  once 
more  with  them  and  one  day  I  will, 
at  that  Great  Day.  Mother's  and  fa- 
ther's work,  cares,  and  tribulations 
are  over  in  this  evL\  world  and  they 
are  now  at  rest.  The  ir  lives  are  living 
on,  not  only  in  the  'life  of  each  of  us 
children,  but  in  the  humble  church 
where  they  worshipped.  Again  I  will 
say,  "Thank  God,  that  I  was  taught 
to  love  and  worship  Him  when  I  was 
but  a  child."  I  knov  that  beyond  the 
starry  sky  we  shall  never  die. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  have  been  in  the 
army  for  eighteen  .lonths,  and  truly 
God  has  been  wonder fui  to  me.  I  have 
battled  the  evil  for  :es  to  the  best  of 
my  knowledge,  and  liried  not  to  bother 
other  people  with  my  worries.  My 
mother  left  this  life  about  five  months 
after  I  was  called  into  the  service. 
Several  times  I  have  wanted  to  write 
you  for  answers  to  t  he  many  questions 
that  arise  in  our  daily  lives  here  in 
the  army.  I  knew  y  ou  were  busy  with 
your  work  and  at  t  he  same  time  were 
praying  for  each  of  us.  so  I  prayed  and 
trusted    God     and     He    miraculously 


blessed  me.  Most  of  us  do  a  lot  of  un- 
necessary worrying,  and  that  is  what 
I  did  about  my  career  as  a  soldier.  I 
always  feared  God  and  truly  wanted 
to  do  the  right  things  in  life.  I 
thought  that  as  a  Christian  there  was 
no  place  in  the  army  for  me.  Many 
things  have  happened  to  prove  that  I 
was  so  wrong  in  my  thinking.  After 
eight  weeks  in  the  army  I  was  chosen 
to  stay  in  Camp  Barkeley  as  an  as- 
sistant instructor  in  basic  training. 
This  surely  was  a  surprise  to  me,  as  I 
thought  I  was  a  long  ways  from  being 
qualified  for  this  type  of  work.  Now 
I  can  see  God  had  a  hand  even  in  my 
induction.  I  prayed  several  years  for 
a  field  just  where  I  could  do  the  best 
for  God.  Now  I  feel  that  I  am  in  a 
great  place.  I  am  over  a  platoon  of 
sixty-five  men,  most  of  them  in  their 
teens.  They  stay  here  for  only  a  few 
short  weeks  and  are  then  shipped  to 
all  points,  after  which  I  have  a  new 
group.  They  are  fresh  from  their 
homes  and  I  find  some  who  miss  the 
care  of  mother  and  father,  and  others 
who  have  never  known  the  love  of 
home.  In  each  life  there  is  an  empty 
place  longing  to  be  filled.  At  times  I 
feel  I  slip  up  in  my  faithfulness  to  God 
in  doing  His  will,  but  when  the  fel- 
lows are  leaving  and  they  grip  my 
hand  and  say  so  many  things  that 
prove  to  me  that  I  have  done  some 
good,  my  cup  runs  over.  Just  five 
weeks  back  a  Protestant  and  a  Cath- 
olic boy,  on  leaving,  handed  me  a  let- 
ter with  a  small  token  of  their  love. 
In  the  letter  were  these  words:  "We 
are  thankful  that  we  had  a  real  Chris- 
tian as  a  leader,  and  to  give  us  the 
right  start  in  the  army."  This  is  just 
a  part  of  the  many  things  that  come 
my  way  to  prove  to  me  I  am  in  God's 
will. 

In  writing  this  letter  it  causes  me  to 
take  inventory  of  my  past  eighteen 
months,  and  I  can't  hold  back  the 
tears  as  they  come.  God  is  so  real  to 
me,  bless  His  name.  Truly  I  have 
sweet  peace,  the  gift  of  God's  love.  I 
have  learned  so  many  lessons,  includ- 
ing being  satisfied  with  what  God 
gives  us  daily,  for  He  knows  best.  I 
want  everyone  to  pray  that  I  will  stay 
humble  and  that  my  life  will  be  one 
for  the  Master's  use.  I  have  made 
many  friends  from  all  states  of  the 
Union,  and  I  wonder  if  God  isn't  mak- 
ing open  doors  for  me,  so  when  this 
war  is  over  I  may  go  in  His  name  and 
tell  of  His  wonderful  love.  I  am  trying 
to  live  a  life  above  reproach,  and  prove 
to  all  that  you  can  be  a  Christian  any 
place. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  could  write  much 
more,  as  really  I  feel  God  is  with  me. 
Some  day  this  war  will  end  and  I,  for 
one,  expect  to  walk  down  the  streets 
of  my  home  town  with  my  shoulders 
back,  then  up  the  aisle  of  the  church 
with  victory  in  my  soul. 

In  closing  I  will  say,  "The  Lighted 
Pathway  certainly  is  a  blessing  to  us 
boys  in  the  Service.  May  God  bless  you 
in  the  work."  I  am  expecting  to  meet 
my  many  friends,  if  not  in  this  world, 
in  that  Great  Land  of  Home  Sweet 
Home. — A  soldier  of  the  cross  and  our 
(Continued  on  page  13) 


January,  1944 
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FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


A  NEW  YEAR  QUESTION 

William  Luff 

Say,  how  will  you  enter  the  year  that 
is  new? 
Say,  how  will  you  pass  through  the 
wide-open  gate? 
Is  Jesus  your  Saviour?  Is  heaven  in 
view? 
Oh!   answer  the  question  for  time 
groweth  late. 

You  know  the  old  story  of  God's  pre- 
cious love; 
You  know  how  He  suffered  and  died 
on  the  cross; 
But  say,  are  you  bound  for  His  heaven 
above? 
Or  run  you   the  risk  of  eternity's 
loss? 

Say,  how  will  you  enter  the  year  that 
is  new? 
Forgiven  and  blest  for  the  sake  of 
the  blood! 
The  sun  shining  bright  in  the  heaven 
of  blue! 
Forever  departed  the  clouds  of  sin's 
flood! 

O,  beautiful  happy  new  year,  full  of 
joy, 
If  pardoned  and  washed  and  forever 
made  pure. 
Thy  life  everlasting  no  foe  can  destroy, 
For  safe  in  God's  keeping  thy  soul 
is  secure. 

Say,  how  will  you  enter  the  year  that 
is  new? 
To  love  and  to  honor  and  serve  the 
great  King? 
To  be  in  His  service  kept  valiant  and 
true? 
And  always  and  ever  His  praises  to 
sing? 

Lord  Jesus,  forgive  us  and  keep  us  and 
bless  us, 
That  faithful  to  Thee  we  may  pass 
without  fear: 
And  kept  when  the  dangers  of  life 
would  distress  us, 
With   gladness   and   Thee    we   will 
meet  the  New  Year. 

NEW  YEAR  MEDITATION 

Bessie  Patten  Gilmore 

The  year  is  gone;  say  not  'twas  all  in 
vain, 
Those  days  of  toil,  of  sorrow,  or  of 
weal; 
For  if  thy  faith  hath  stood  the  test- 
ings sore, 
The  Lord  is  dearer,  His  love  to  thee 
more  real. 

Whate'er  the  failure  or  the  sad  re- 
gret, 
The  cross  of  Christ  avails  for  ev'ry 
stain; 
His  mercy  and  His  righteousness  alone 
Can  make  the  wounded  spirit  whole 
again. 

The    "blessed    hope"    brings    comfort 
sweet  and  sure, 
For   some   glad  day   we'll   see   the 
Christ  we  love; 
Yea,  ere  another  year  shall  pass  away 
Perchance  we'll  live  and  reign  with 
Him  above. 


And  so  the  future  holds  no  haunting 
fears; 
God's  love  and  mercy  overshadows 
all; 
Throughout  our  days  He  bids  us  rest 
in  Him, 
And,  trusting  Him,  no  evil  can  be- 
fall. 


THIS  YEAR 

Evelyn  H.  Johnson 

We  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  an- 
other year — 

The  days  are  dark,  and  sin  abounds  on 
every  hand. 

Man's  heart  exceedingly  evil  is,  and 
love  is  cold, 

For  godlessness  its  blight  has  laid  up- 
on the  land. 

Oh,  there  is  want,  and  poverty,  and 
bitter  woe; 

Distress,  bewilderment,  and  fear  we 
daily  see; 

And  there  are  weary  souls,  confined 
to  beds  of  pain, 

Sad  hearts  that  long  and  pray  from 
suff'ring  to  be  free. 

Oh,  poor  indeed  that  soul  who  finds 

not  rest  in  Thee, 
Who   is   not   waiting   that   glad   Day 

Thou  shalt  appear; 
But    fears    instead    the    hour    when 

sounds  the  trump  of  God. 
I  cannot  help  but  wonder,  will  it  be 

this  year?     i 
This  year,   that    with   a  shout,   from 
_     heav'n  Thou  [wilt  descend, 
To  raise  the  deacjl  in  Christ,  and  gath- 
er all  Thine  own, 
To  rise  with  Thee,  forevermore  with 

Thee  to  dwell!  ? 
O  glorious  day;  jfor  trials  of  earth  it 

shall  atone,  i 


This  year?  The  hour  approaches  as  a 

thief  by  night. 
This  year?  Let  us  for  Thee  be  watch- 
ing, Lord,  I  p!»ray; 
Oh,  draw  us  closer  to  Thee;  let  our 

lives  be  pure,; 
And  let  us  burn  with  zeal;  cause  Thou 

our  tears  to  iflow 
For    those    who    grope    in    darkness, 

knowing  not  tthe  way. 
And    let   us   use  :the    precious   hours 

that  yet  remain, 
In   serving  Thee,    our   blessed   Savior 

and  our  King- 
Perhaps   it   is   this   year,   that   Thou 

wilt  come  again. 


A  NEW  YEAR  PRAYER 

Dear  Master,  for  lihis  coming  year 

Just  one  request;  I  bring; 
I  do  not  pray  for  happiness 

Or  any  earthly  thing: 
I  do  not  ask  to  understand 

The  way  Thou  le  adest  me, 
But  this  I  ask:  Toach  me  to  do 

"The  thing  that,  pleaseth  Thee." 

A  quiet  lot  in  life  is  mine, 

Made  up  of  little  things; 
Teach  me  to  do  as  unto  Thee 

The  duties  each  day  brings. 


Faithful  in  that  which  is  the  least, 

Dear  Master,  I  would  be, 
Thus  making  all  my  daily  work 

"The  thing  that  pleaseth  Thee." 

I  want  to  please  Thee  through  this 
year, 

In  every  word  I  say. 
Dear  Master,  take  these  lips  of  mine 

And  keep  them  day  by  day 
From  foolish  talking,  angry  words, 

And  evil-speaking  free; 
Teach  me,  that  I  may  ever  speak 

"The  thing  that  pleaseth  Thee." 

'Not  only  what  to  do  and  say 

Would  I  be  daily  taught; 
I  ask  Thee  so  to  cleanse  my  heart, 

And  purify  each  thought, 
That  every  thought  and  every  wish 

May  pure  and  holy  be; 
I  want  in  everything  to  be 

"The  thing  that  pleaseth  Thee." 

I  want  to  know  Thy  guiding  voice, 

To  walk  with  Thee  each  day; 
Dear  Master,  make  me  swift  to  hear 

And  ready  to  obey; 
And  thus  the  year  I  now  begin, 

A  happy  year  will  be, 
If  I  am  seeking  just  to  do 

"The  thing  that  pleaseth  Thee." 

— Selected. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  WISH 

What  shall  I  wish  thee  this  New  Year? 
Health,  wealth,  prosperity,  good  cheer, 
All  sunshine,  not  a  cloud  or  tear? 
Nay,  only  this: 

That  God  may  lead  thee,  His  own  way, 
That  He  may  choose  thy  path  each 

day, 
That  thou  may'st  feel  Him  ne-ar  alway 
For  this  is  bliss. 

To  know  He  rules,  come  loss  or  gain, 
Sorrow  or  gladness,  sun  or  rain, 
To  know  He  loves  in  ease  or  pain 
IS  PERFECT  REST. 

— Selected. 


"What  shall  I  wish  thee?  Treasures  of 

earth? 
Songs  in  the  springtime,  pleasures  and 

mirth? 
Flowers  on   thy   pathway,   skies   ever 

clear? 
Would  this  ensure  thee  a  Happy  New 

Year? 

"What  shall  I  wish  thee?  What  can 

be  found 
Bringing  thee  sunshine  all  the   year 

round? 
Where    is   the    treasure    lasting    and 

dear, 
That  shall  ensure  thee  a  Happy  New 

Year? 

"Faith     that     increases,    walking    in 

light; 
Hope    that     aboundeth,    happy     and 

bright; 
Love  that  is  perfect,  casting  out  fear; 
These  shall  ensure  thee  a  Happy  New 

Year! 

"Peace  in  the  Savior,  rest  at  His  feet, 
Smile  on  His  countenance,  radiant  and 

sweet, 
Joy  in  His  presence,  Christ  ever  near, 
This  will  ensure   thee   a  Happy  New 

Year." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


MY  CHURCH  ETIQUETTE 

1.  God's  House— My  church  is  God's 
house;  therefore  when  I  go  into  my 
church  I  will  be  filled  with  reverence 
and  respect  for  it,  and  will  try  to  put 
all  thoughts  from  my  mind  which  will 
hinder  me  from  rendering  highest 
homage  and  worship  to  my  God. 

2.  Ownership  of  the  Church— My 
church  is  jointly  owned  by  me  and  my 
fellow  Christians.  I  will  respect  this 
joint  ownership  and  because  of  this 
ownership  and  the  high  dedication  of 
this  building  to  the  worship  of  God,  I 
will  not  in  any  way  mar  or  destroy 
any  of  the  building.  I  will  be  filled 
with  pride  in  this  building  and  help 
always  to  protect  and  care  for  it  and 
the  grounds  around  it. 

3.  Beautiful  Church— My  church  is 
beautiful,  and  I  want  it  to  be  so.  Be- 
cause when  God  planned  the  taber- 
nacle, His  first  house  of  worship,  He 
commanded  His  people  to  build  it  of 
the  best  material  they  had.  It  was  a 
beautiful  place  of  worship.  Here  in 
this  beautiful  place  He  came  to  meet 
His  people  and  they  came  to  worship 
Him  (Exodus  25). 

4.  House  of  Worship  —  Because  my 
church  is  a  house  of  worship  for  me, 
I  will  do  all  I  can  to  help  create  and 
maintain  a  reverent  and  worshipful 
atmosphere  in  my  church.  This  means 
that  when  I  go  into  my  church  I  will 
walk  quietly,  not  be  hilarious  or  loud 
in  talk  or  laughter,  and  not  take  into 
church  thoughts  of  outside  fun  and 
irolic.  I  will  try  to  maintain  an  atti- 
tude of  mind  which  will  best  help  me 
to  think  about  God  and  His  goodness, 

oSS.  2!?ich    wiU    helP    me    commune 
W1th  Him  in  prayer. 

5.  Strangers  at  My  Church— -Be- 
cause my  church  is  a  house  of  worship 
xor  all  who  love  the  Lord,  I  will  be 
courteous  and  cordial  to  all  who  come 
t0  it,  being  especially  mindful  for  the 
granger  who  may  come  to  us.  I  will 
no  all  I  can  to  make  him  feel  at  home 
Wl«i  us  and  glad  that  he  came.  I  will 


remember  Solomon's  prayer  at  the 
dedication  of  his  temple,  when  he 
prayed  for  the  stranger  who  should 
come  to  the  temple  from  the  ends  of 
the  earth,  "that  they  might  know 
that  indeed  Jehovah  is  God"  (1  Kines 
8:41-43).  B 

6.  Worship  Service— In  order  that  I 
might  experience  the  truest  worship 
I  will  cooperate  with  the  planned 
service;  I  will  join  in  with  the  singing 
of  the  hymns;  I  will  keep  my  head 
bowed  and  my  eyes  closed  during 
prayer,  in  order  that  my  thoughts 
may  more  truly  rise  to  God;  and  I  will 
listen  to  the  minister  lead  my 
thoughts  in  the  sermon. 

7.  My  Church  Not  a  House  of  Visit- 
ing—My church  is  a  house  of  worship 
of  my  God,  not  a  place  to  visit  with 
my  friends  or  to  gaze  about  at  the 
faces  and  clothes,  or  to  sit  and  think 
of  business  or  work  or  everyday  tasks 
When  I  go  to  church  for  an  hour  of 
worship,  it  is  God's  hour,  and  I  gladly 
give  the  hour  to  Him.— Selected. 

SUNDAY  SICKNESS— VICAR'S 
DIAGNOSIS 

In  a  recent  issue  of  his  parish 
magazine  the  vicar  of  Christ  Church 
Chadderton,  near  Rochdale,  England' 
the  Rev.  V.  A.  Astin,  says: 

"Morbus  Sabbaticus,  or  Sunday 
sickness,  is  a  disease  peculiar  to 
churchgoers.  The  attack  comes  on 
suddenly  every  Sunday.  No  symptoms 
are  felt.  On  Saturday  night  the  pa- 
tient sleeps  well,  eats  a  hearty  break- 
fast; but  about  church  time  the  at- 
tack comes  on,  and  continues  till  serv- 
ices are  over  for  the  morning.  Then 
the  patient  feels  easy,  and  eats  a 
hearty  dinner.  In  the  afternoon  he 
feels  much  better,  and  is  able  to  take 
a  walk  and  talk  about  cricket  or  poli- 
tics. 

"About  church  time  he  gets  anoth- 
er attack,  and  stays  at  home.  He  re- 
tires  early — sometimes  —  sleeps   well 
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and  wakes  up  on  Monday  morning  re- 
freshed and  able  to  go  to  work  and 
does  not  have  any  symptoms  of  the 
disease  until  the  next  Sunday. 

"The  peculiar  features  of  the  disease 
are: 

1.  "It  always  attacks  professing 
church  people.  B 

2.  "It  never  makes  its  appearance 
except  on  Sundays. 

3.  "The  symptoms  vary,  but  it 
never  interferes  with  the  sleep  and 
appetite.  v 

4.  "It  never  lasts  more  than  twentv- 
four  hours. 

5.  "No  physician  is  ever  called  in 

6  "It  is  becoming  painfully  preva- 
lent, and  is  alarmingly  infectious 
Make  no  friends  of  the  infected 

7.  "No  remedy  is  known  for  it  ex- 
cept prayer. 

8.  "Unless  checked,  it  always  proves 
fatal."— Selected. 

Why  I  Go  to  Church  on  Rainy 
Sundays 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal 
I  attend  church  on  rainy  Sundays 

OGCclllSC— 

1.  God  has  blessed  the  Lord's  Day 
and  hallowed  it,  making  no  exceptions 
for  hot  or  cold  or  stormy  days. 

2.  I  expect  my  minister  to  be  there 
I  should  be  surprised  if  he  were  to 
stay  at  home  for  the  weather. 

3.  If  his  hands  fail  through  weak- 
ness, I  shall  have  great  reason  to 
blame  myself,  unless  I  sustain  him  by 
my  prayers  and  presence. 

4.  By  staying  away  I  may  lose  the 
prayers  which  may  bring  God's  bless- 
ing, and  the  sermon  that  would  have 
done  me  great  good. 

5.  My  presence  is  more  needful  on 
Sundays  when  there  are  few  than 
on  those  days  when  the  church  is 
crowded. 

6.  Whatever  station  I  hold  in  the 
church,  my  example  must  influence 
others.  If  I  stay  away,  why  may  not 
they? 

7.  On  any  important  business,  rainy 
weather  does  not  keep  me  at  home, 
and  church  attendance  is,  in  God's 
sight,  very  important. 

8.  Among  the  crowds  of  pleasure- 
seekers,  I  see  that  no  weather  keeps 
the  delicate  female  from  the  ball  the 
party,  or  the  concert. 

9.  Such  weather  will  show  me  on 
what  foundation  my  faith  is  built-  it 
will  prove  how  much  I  love  Christ 
True  love  rarely  fails  to  keep  an  ap- 
pointment. 

10.  Those  who  stay  from  church  be- 
cause it  is  too  warm  or  too  cold  or  too 
rainy  frequently  absent  themselves  on 
fair  Sundays.  I  must  not  take  a  step 
m  that  direction. 

11.  There  is  a  special  promise  that 
where  two  or  three  meet  together  in 
God's  name,  He  will  be  in  the  midst 
of  them. 

12.  An  avoidable  absence  from  the 
church  is  an  infallible  evidence  of 
spiritual  decay.  Disciples  first  follow 
Christ  at  a  distance,  and  then  like 
Peter,  do  not  know  Him. 

13.  I  know  not  how  many  more 
Sundays  God  may  give  me,  and  it 
would  be  a  poor  preparation  for  my 
first  Sunday  in  heaven  to  have  slight- 
ed my  last  Sunday  on  earth. 
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BIBLE  LESSONS 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  LESSON 

This  month  we  are  going  to  take 
you  through  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
This  will  give  you  a  number  of  very 
interesting  subjects.  You  may  make 
this  your  Watch  Night  service  if  you 
like.  Use  a  number  of  these  articles 
on  your  program. 

Subject:  "God's  Faithfulness."  Use 
article  on  page  15  as  a  foundation  for 
your  talk. 

Subject:  "Memory  Training  for 
Christian  Service,"  page  14. 

Subject:  "My  Church  Etiquette," 
page  11. 

This  is  a  subject  that  should  be 
thoroughly  discussed. 

Subject:  "Youth  Faces  1944,"  cover 
page. 

Use  Brother  J.  H.  Walker's  text, 
Exod.  33:14,  page  8. 

Poems  on  page  10  are  very  beautiful 
ful.  Intersperse  songs  and  poems 
throughout  the  program. 

Perhaps  some  thoughts  might  be 
gleaned  from  the  Editor's  message, 
page  2. 

If  watch  night  services  are  held, 
have  a  good  testimony  meeting. 

With  a  live  leader  this  paper  pro- 
gram should  make  you  a  good  watch 
night  service. 


THE  LOVE  OF  GOD 

Scripture:   1  John  4:7-19. 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

The  Gospel  of  St.  John  was  written 
to  beget  faith.  "But  these  are  written 
that  ye  might  believe  that  Jesus  is  the 
Christ,  the  Son  of  God;  and  that  be- 
lieving ye  might  have  life  through  his 
name."  John  20:31. 

The  first  epistle  of  John  was  writ- 
ten to  strengthen  faith.  "These  things 
have  I  written  unto  you  that  believe 
on  the  name  of  the  Son  of  God;  that 
ye  may  know  that  ye  have  eternal  life 
and  that  ye  may  believe  on  the  name 
of  the  Son  of  God."  1  John  5:13. 
WHAT  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT  TELLS 
ABOUT  IT 

Look  in  the  Psalms  for  pictures  of 
God's  loving  care  over  those  who  serve 
Him,  especially  in  Psalms  23,  34,  37,  41, 
46,  63,  91,  and  103.  Note  references  of 
God's  love  for  Israel  in  Isaiah  and 
Hosea. 

God's  love  is  revealed  in  the  sending 
of  His  Son.  Read  John  3:16,  17.  Note 
in  the  gospels  some  incidents  which 
reveal  the  love  of  God  for  mankind. 
Dwell  especially  upon  the  scene  of 
Gethsemane  and  the  crucifixion. 
THE  LOVE  WE  ARE  SO  SLOW  TO 
REALIZE 

All  along  the  ages  of  time  man  has 
been  inclined  to  misunderstand  God's 
love.  Instead  of  worshiping  Him  as  a 
God  of  love  and  having  faith  in  His 
love,  he  is  inclined  to  doubt  or  fear. 

Prophets  have  at  times  caught  a 
real  meaning  of  God's  love  and  tried 
to  give  a  true  picture  of  His  love  to 
men. 

But  in  the  "fulness     of  time  God 


sent  his  Son"  to  express  His  love.  His 
teaching  was,  "I  am  the  good  shep- 
herd: the  good  *  shepherd  giveth  his 
life  for  the  sheep."  John  10:11.  And 
also,  that  we  should  love  God  and  our 
fellow  men  with  a  sacrificial  love  of 
service  is  enjoined. 

"Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  unto  the 
least  of  these,  my  brethren,  ye  did  it 
unto  me." 

IS  LOVE  AN  OBLIGATION  OR  MERE- 
LY A  PRIVILEGE? 

Think  of  a  mother  who  is  all  love 
for  her  children,  whether  they  are 
good  or  bad.  Could  those  children  feel 
no  obligation  to  love  mother?  So  God 
has  manifested  His  love  for  us  in  giv- 
ing His  Son  to  die  in  our  stead  that 
we  might  have  life.  If  God  so  loved 
us  we  should  love  one  another. 
TO  LOVE  LIKE  GOD  WANTS  US  TO 
LOVE 

We  learn  God  is  love,  and  if  God 
dwells  in  us  we  are  bound  to  love.  A 
Christian's  love  is  the  love  which  God 
puts  into  his  heart.  It  is  not  natural 
love.  It  is  the  greatest  thing  in  the 
world.  Love — love  for  God  and  men  is 
the  fulfilling  of  the  law. 

A   LEGEND   OF   LOVE 

A  leeend  of  St.  John  the  apostle  says 
that  when  a  feeble  old  msn,  too  weak 
to  walk  to  the  assemblies  of  the 
church,  he  was  borne  there  by  his 
disciples;  and  addressing  the  people 
as  he  spread  abroad  his  hands,  re- 
peated again  and  again,  "Love  one 
another."  And  when  asked  why  he 
said  ever  the  same  thing,  replied, 
"Because  there  is  nothing  else:  attain 
that  and  you  have  enough." 


CHOOSE  YE  THIS  DAY  WHOM 
YE  WILL  SERVE 

Scripture:    Joshua  24:15. 
Thoughts  for  Leader 

We  are  studying  this  week  the  life 
of  a  man  who  was  called  of  God  but 
made  the  wrong  choice.  Lot  was  at 
the  crossroads  and  for  a  purely  self- 
ish reason  he  chose  to  follow  the  way 
that  he  thought  would  lead  him  to 
fame  and  fortune.  Lot  chose  his  in- 
heritance after  the  sight  of  his  eyes, 
Gen.  13:10.  He  left  God  out  of  the 
matter  and  chose  his  portion  to  his 
best  interest.  Many  Christians  today 
like  Lot  are  seeking  their  own  inter- 
ests first  and  the  cause  of  Christ  last. 
They  are  unwilling  to  trust  all  to  Him 
who  has  said,  "Seek  ye  first  the  king- 
dom of  God  and  his  righteousness  and 
all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto 
you."  Matt.  6:33.  The  choice  of  Lot 
was  the  beginning  of  all  his  disasters. 
HE  PITCHED  HIS  TENT  TOWARD 
SODOM— Gen.  13:12. 

What  a,  sad  picture  of  this  young 
man  with  such  great  opportunities  for 
good.  But  thousands  of  our  young  men 
today  are  doing  the  same  thing. 
They  are  pitching  their  tents  toward 
worldly  gain.  Like  Lot  they  are  taking 
up  their  dwelling  place  in  Sodom, 
which  is  a  type  of  sin.  He  started  with 
a  worldly  choice,  reaped  worldly  sym- 
pathies and  worldly  desires;  and  by 
the  law  of  continuance  was  driven  to 
gratify  them.  Once  tamper  with  the 
unclean  thing  and  soon  you  will  lose 


all  power  to  resist  its  influence;  anc 
by-and-by  you  will  even  dare  to  jus- 
tify in  act  that  from  which  you  onci 
shrank  back  in  thought. 

LOT   TOOK   UP   OFFICE   IN   SODOIV 
Gen.  19:1. 

Lot  became  identified  with  the  in- 
terests of  Sodom  and  a  sustainer  o 
its  policies.  Behold  Christians  todaj 
seeking  office  and  power  at  the  hand: 
of  the  world  that  killed  their  Lord 
a  world  of  whom  He  said  its  friend- 
ship is  enmity  with  God;  and  "Who- 
soever, therefore,  will  be  a  friend  o 
the  world  is  the  enemy  of  God."  Jas 
4:4.  Instead  of  testifying  against  thi: 
evil  the  so-called  Christians  are  sup- 
porting it. 

BY  ENTERING  SODOM  LOT  LOST 

HIS  TESTIMONY 

Gen.  19:14. 

The  world  has  no  use  for  a  man  oi 
woman  who  professes  and  then  lives 
just  any  way.  There  is  nothing  so  dis- 
gusting to  a  sinner  as  a  hypocrite 
He  loses  his  testimony.  His  voice 
sounds  like  sounding  brass  and  a  tink- 
ling cymbal.  What  a  subject  of  con- 
tempt is  that  man,  be  he  layman  oi 
minister,  who  plunges  into  the  work 
and  its  economies,  who  digs  into  the 
soil  of  the  earth  and  then  seeks  tc 
warn  men  of  the  judgments  that  art 
coming.  The  very  angels  who  came  tc 
warn  Lot  thought  him  so  unworthj 
that  at  first  they  refused  the  sheltei 
of  his  house,  preferring  all  night  in 
the  streets  to  the  companionship  oi 
a  man  who  had  betrayed  his  Lord. 
ALL  OF  LOT'S  WORKS  DESTROYEE 

How  sad  it  is  to  see  a  man  or  woman 
go  through  life  and  come  down  to  its 
close  with  a  barren  life.  We  have  seen 
some  of  them  who  have  realized  toe 
late  to  make  amends  and  have  left 
this  world  with  broken  hearts.  All  the 
work  they  have  done  has,  like  Lot's 
been  burned  to  the  ground.  Nothing 
was  left  but  a  sad  memory  of  what 
might  have  been.  All  the  hard  work 
they  have  done  will  mean  nothing  ii 
not  done  in  the  name  of  Christ  and 
for  His  glory.  Will  your  work  stand  in 
the  day  of  judgment?  2  Cor.  6:17  tells 
us  to  come  out  from  among  the  world 
and  be  separate.  Also  God  commands 
us  to  keep  ourselves  unspotted  from 
the  world. 

SUGGESTIONS  FOR  MEETING 
We  have  given  you  a  picture  of  one 
man,  a  Bible  character,  who  made  the 
wrong  choice.  Let  us  find  now  some 
who  chose  the  better  way  and  com- 
pare them.  Then  let  us  profit  by  the 
lesson  we  get  from  the  studies  of  the 
different  characters.  We  will  mention 
a  few  and  we  are  going  to  let  you  find 
them  in  the  Bible  for  yourselves. 
Someone  has  said  that  our  programs 
are  too  easy,  that  everything  is  writ- 
ten out  and  there  is  nothing  left  for 
the  young  people  to  do.  We  are  giving 
you  something  to  do  in  this  lesson. 
Find  the  life  of  Josiah  and  tell  about 
his  choice.  Daniel  and  the  three  He- 
brew children  made  a  choice.  Did  it 
pay?  Why?  Moses  chose  to  suffer  with 
the  people  of  God  rather  than  enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season.  Did 
it  pay?  Give  the  names  of  these  char- 
acters to  the  different  young  people 
and  ask  them  to  talk  about  them.  If 
you  can  find  the  song,  "It  Pays  To 
Serve  Jesus,"  have  it  sung  at  this 
service. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


WHAT    PRAYING    WILL 
ACCOMPLISH 

Mrs.  George  M.  Bloomingdale 
Scripture  reading:   Heb.  11:32-40. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
If  we  knew  of  a  great  house  filled 
with  treasures  indescribable  where  we 
could  have  free  access  and  would  be 
a  welcome  guest,  surely  many  in  this 
time  of  financial  strain  would  lose  no 
time  in  locating  such  a  place.  In  this 
lesson  we  wisn  to  study  about  our 
heavenly  storehouse  and  how  to  open 
the  door.  Truly  the  old  saying  is  true, 
"Prayer  is  the  key  to  tne  .  throne." 
Just  think  of  the  many  things  we  can 
oDcain  by  prayer.  There  we'll  find 
help  in  time  of  distress,  heartaches, 
misfortune,  failure,  poverty,  sickness, 
and  greatest  of  all,  relief  for  the  sin- 
sick  soul.  What  a  privilege!  Let  us 
notice  what  the  following  praying 
men  accomplished  by  prayer. 

JACOB,  THE  PREVAILING 
PRINCE 

1.  Jacob  has  always  held  a  promi- 
nent place  among  tne  praying  men  of 
tne  Bible.  He  went  out  alone  to  the 
secret  place  by  the  brookside,  made 
there  his  altar — a  place  of  prayer, 
wnere  he  wrestled  all  night  but  arose 
with  the  brightness  of  a  new  day  as 
a  ■  prevailing  prince  whose  earnest 
praying  had  resulted  in  a  changed 
nature,  a  changed  name,  and  a  way 
out  of  the  seemingly  impossible,  lor 
says  a  certain  writer,  "No  explanation 
of  the  remarkable  change  in  tne  heart 
of  Esau  is  satisfactory  without 
prayer."  Read.  Gen.  32:24-32. 

MOSES  INTERCEDES  FOR 
ISRAEL 

2.  In  the  far-away  rugged  mountain 
heights  Moses  prayed,  pleading  for 
the  chosen  people  of  God  who  had  so 
soon  rejected  his  divinely  appointed 
leadership  to  worship  the  golden  calf. 
"If  thou  wilt  forgive  their  sin  .  .  .;  and 
if  not,  blot  me,  I  pray  thee,  out  of  thy 
book  which  thou  hast  written."  He 
called  attention  to  the  dishonor  that 
would  come  to  the  name  of  Jehovah 
among  the  nations  if  God  would  not 
fulfill  His  promise  and  bring  Israel 
into  the  land  of  Canaan,  and  thus  he 
pleaded  until  his  prayer  was  answered. 
"The  Lord  God  spake  unto  Moses  face 
to  face  as  a  man  speaketh  to  a 
friend."  The  glory  of  this  interview 
caused  the  brightness  of  his  face  to 
be  so  great  the  people  could  not  look 
upon  his  face.  He  prayed  until  God 
revealed  Himself  and  assured  him  of 
His  continued  favor  and  presence  to 
Israel.  That  was  victory  through 
prayer.  Ex.  32:30-35;  33:12-33. 

HEZEKIAH,  THE  PRAYING  KING 

3.  Though  Hezekiah  may  not  be 
mentioned  so  often,  yet  he  comes  to 
the  front  as  one  of  the  great  men  of 
prayer,  one  who  approached  God  in 
true  confidence  and  assurance.  In 
times  of  extreme  need  he  sent  a  mes- 
sage to  the  great  storehouse  for  help 
and  victory  came.  During  his  reign 
Sennacherib,  king  of  Assyria,  besieged 
Jerusalem  and  with  a  cruel,  threaten- 
ing letter,  mockingly  declared  the  God 
of  Israel  to  be  no  greater  than  other 
gods  of  the  nations  about  them.  The 
«ng  "spread  the  letter  before  the 
-.ord"  With  solemn  prayer  that  the 
ainerence  between  the  gods  of  the 
neathen  and  the  God  of  Abraham, 
■Lsaac    and    Jacob    might    indeed    be 
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proven,  and  the  answer  came  almost 
immediately.  That  night  the  angel  of 
the  Lord  went  out  and  smote  the  camp 
of  the  Assyrians  and  the  morning 
came  to  reveal  the  power  of  God  to 
answer  earnest  prayer.  Through 
prayer  God  will  fight  our  battles.  2 
Kings  19:14. 

MOTHER'S  PRAYERS 

4.  Hannah  prayed  for  Samuel,  and 
he  became  a  mighty  man  and  a 
prophet  in  Israel. 

The  mother  of  John  Newton,  the 
great  hymn  writer,  prayed  for  him,  and 
it  must  have  been  before  he  was  seven 
years  of  age,  for  he  lost  her  by  death 
at  that  early  period  of  life.  But  he  says 
he  never  forgot  those  prayers,  though 
he  grew  to  be  a  blasphemer,  kidnap- 
ping slaves  from  Africa.  One  night  in 
a  terrible  storm  a  sailor  found  him 
on  his  knees  and  heard  him  say,  "O 
thou  God  of  my  dear  mother,  have 
mercy  on  my  soul!"  and  God  did  show 
mercy. 

Rev.  Mr.  Guthrie  said,  "Oh,  how 
much  I  owe  to  my  mother's  prayers! 
There  is  an  hour  in  my  life  never  to 
be  forgotten  when  I  followed  her 
softly  upstairs,  out  of  curiosity,  to  see 
where  sne  went  so  often  and  for  what 
purpose,  and  I  heard  her  say  on 
bended  knees,  'O  God,  have  mercy  on 
my  wayward  boy.' "  Surely  many  of 
us  can  thank  God  for  a  praying 
mother. 

"We  may  forget  her  melting  prayer, 
While  leaping  pulses  madly  fly! 

But  in  the  still,  unbroken  air 
Her  gentle  tones  come  stealing  by, 

And  years  and  sin  and  manhood  flee 
And  leave  us  at  our  mother's  knee." 

LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN 
SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
country,  Sgt.  Edwin  R.  Johnson,  Co. 
"D"  52  MRTC,  Camp  Barkeley,  Texas. 
(A  member  of  the  Soddy,  Tennessee, 
Cnurch  of  God.) 

NOTE:  Edwin,  this  letter  sounds 
good  to  me.  You  have  a  great  field  to 
labor  in.  Your  letter  is  long  but  I  could 
not  find  anything  to  cut  out.  God, 
bless  every  Christian  boy  in  Service 
and  help  him  to  realize  what  a  great 
opportunity  he  has  to  be  a  blessing  to 
unsaved  boys  around  him. 

An  Atheist's  Request 

By  Joseph  L.  Milligan,  YZc,  USNR 

It  was  a  beautiful  Sunday  morning, 
far  out  at  sea,  when  a  sailor  began 
singing  a  hymn.  Most  everyone  looked 
at  him,  with  a  careless  look,  and  went 
casually  about  their  various  duties. 
This  sailor  kept  singing,  and  one  by 
one  the  sailors  began  forming  a 
crowd,  just  listening  at  first,  and  then 
gradually,  forgetting  the  fact  they 
like  to  be  tough  and  mean,  began 
joining  in  singing  a  hymn.  The  sing- 
ing grew  until  the  officers  command- 
ing the  ship  came  from  their  quarters 
to  the  rail  and  leaned  over  the  top 
deck  to  listen.  It  seemed  that  everyone 
was  uplifted  by  the  little  make-believe 
worship,  with  the  exception  of  one 
man,  who  was  very  interested  in  the 
singing  but  would  not  dare  join  in.  As 
I  was  the  sailor  who  had  started  the 
singing  in  the  first  place,  I  couldn't 


help  but  notice  this  man  standing 
alone,  trying  to  refrain  from  joining 
us.  I  had  the  singing  going  pretty  well 
then  and  I  decided  I  would  slip  easily 
out  of  the  center  of  the  crowd  and 
find  the  reason  for  this  young  man 
not  joining  with  us.  None  of  the  crowd 
were  angels,  and  I  don't  believe  any 
were  even  Christians,  maybe  profes- 
sors of  religion,  but  I  knew  tnrough 
lining  witn  tnem  that  none  of  them 
lived  up  to  the  kind  my  father  taugnt 
me,  so  that  is  why  I  wondered  why  he 
snould  be  the  only  one  to  be  so  indif- 
ferent. 

I  approached  the  man  who  seemed 
to  have  a  far-away  look  in  his  eyes 
and  said,  "Lucky,  why  aon't  you  nelp 
us  sing?"  He  looked  at  me  and  tears 
came  to  his  eyes  when  he  said,  "Joe,  I 
used  to  go  to  the  Church  of  God  with 
my  motner  and  I  loved  it  dearly.  And 
then  wnen  I  entered  school  I  was 
taught  that  there  was  nothing  to  God 
and  things  eternal.  In  my  confused 
state  of  mind,  trying  within  the  limits 
of  human  energies  and  human  intelli- 
gence to  decide  wnether  my  motner 
was  right  or  whether  the  teachers  at 
school  were  right,  I  finally  decided 
that  I  would  go  to  a  minister,  thinking 
that  he  could  set  me  straight.  I  ap- 
proached the  minister  with  my  prob- 
lem and  instead  of  his  taking  me  aside 
as  I  had  expected,  and  telling  me  tne 
things  I  expected  to  hear,  he  grew  red 
in  tne  face  and  in  a  rage  asked  me 
to  leave  his  house.  I  went  away  with 
a  sad  heart,  and  decided  that  the 
teachers  at  school  were  right,  and  the 
reason  for  the  minister's  rage  was  be- 
cause he  was  without  an  answer." 

After  that  special  occasion  I  took 
an  interest  in  that  young  man  and 
we  grew  to  be  intimate  friends.  I  would 
talk  to  him  every  day  about  God  and 
the  things  that  had  been  taught  me 
by  my  mother  and  father  and  Rev. 
F.  B.  Marine.  He  listened  to  them,  and 
commented  on  them  and  told  me  that 
he  would  like  to  believe  that  they  were 
true  but  there  was  something  in  his 
mind  that  just  wouldn't  let  him. 

I  pleaded  with  the  man  to  try  to 
forget  what  had  happened  to  him  at 
the  minister's  house  and  begin  anew. 
He  said  he  would  try  to  do  it  even 
though  it  would  be  hard.  Then  I  made 
a  proposition  to  him  and  he  accepted. 
I  asked  him  to  write  to  my  father  and 
to  Rev.  Marine  in  Baltimore  before  he 
finally  made  up  his  mind  definitely. 
He  promised  me  he  would.  I  know 
my  dad  will  do  his  best  for  the  man 
and  I  know  Brother  Marine  will 
hold  him  up  before  God,  but  I  believe 
everyone  who  has  an  interest  in  lost 
souls  should  pray  for  him.  He  has  a 
wonderful  personality  and  could  be  a 
soul  winner  for  God. 

In  parting  he  said,  "Joe,  you  have 
come  closer  to  convincing  me 
there  was  a  God  than  anybody  ever 
has,  and  I  will  never  forget  you.  I 
want  my  two  children  at  home  to  be- 
lieve the  way  you  do.  I  am  ashamed 
of  my  belief.  Pray  for  me.  I  am  going 
to  ask  God,  if  there  be  a  God,  to  help 
me." 

It  made  tears  come  into  my  eyes  as 
I  saw  him  walk  down  the  gangplank 
of  the  ship  with  his  equipment  on  his 
back,  leaving  that  testimony  with  me. 
I  feel  that  I  have  done  as  much  as  I 
can,  so  I  am  leaving  the  rest  to  you. 
What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it??? 
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Memory  Training  for  Christian  Service 

By   NEWMAN    WATTS,     Worthing,  Sussex,  England 

"I  have  such  a  poor  memory"  is  no 
excuse  for  forgetting,  and  certainly  no 
excuse  for  evading  responsibility  in 
Christian  service.  If  your  memory  is 
poor,  it  is  only  because  you  have  al- 
lowed it  to  remain  poor.  Memory,  like 
a  muscle,  develops  with  use,  and  your 
memory  would  be  good  if  you  had  not 
neglected  its  training,  .and  can  be 
made  good  if  only  you  will  put  it 
through  its  traces. 

Do  you  want  to  be  able  to  memorize 
your  Bible  so  that  you  can  repeat  pas- 
sages without  difficulty  and  say  where 
they  are  to  be  found  without  hesita- 
tion? Do  you  really  desire  to  be  able  to 
recall  the  sermons  and  addresses 
to  which  you  listen,  and  remember  the 
Bible  studies  and  conference  ad- 
dresses you  hear?  The  following 
points  will  help  you: 

How   Interest  and    Concentration    Help 

1.  Interest.  A  village  girl  was  abso- 
lutely stupid  at  school.  She  simply 
could  not  remember  any  of  her  lessons, 
and  left  school  at  sixteen  years  of  age 
a  complete  failure.  There  was  noth- 
ing wrong  with  her  memory;  she  was 
simply  not  interested  in  lessons.  When 
she  grew  up  and  married,  she  had  no 
difficulty  in  remembering  the  slight- 
est details  concerning  her  home  and 
children.  That  was  where  her  whole 
interest  was  centered.  You  say  you  are 
interested  in  Bible  mastery,  but  is  your 
interest  keen  enough?  Nothing  less 
than  zeal,  enthusiasm,  passion,  will 
enable  the  mind  to  memorize  vast 
stores  of  knowledge  in  any  realm. 
Stimulate,  enliven,  increase  your  in- 
terest, and  your  memory  will  be 
sharpened  as  a  result. 

2.  Concentration.  This,  too,  is  a  self- 
evident  necessity  when  endeavoring 
to  commit  anything  to  memory.  A 
good  practice  is  to  read  some  really 
difficult  book.  Milton's  Paradise  Lost 
or  Butler's  Analogy  are  good  for  this 
purpose.  J.  N.  Darby  also  has  provided 
heavy,  deep,  involved  reading.  Take 
a  paragraph  and  concentrate  on  it, 
not  allowing  the  mind  to  wander  until 
you  have  mastered  its  content. 

Value   of   Observation,    Imagery   and 


mind  as  in  a  moving  picture  or  set  of 
tableaux. 

5.  Association.  Have  you  ever  played 
that  party  game,  "I'm  going  to  have 
a  party  and  I'm  going  to  invite  .  .  ."? 
That  tests  the  memory  by  association. 
Each  person  names  his  choice  and 
you  associate  the  choice  with  the  per- 
son and  surprise  yourself  by  how 
many  you  can  remember.  Association 
is  a  great  aid  to  the  memory.  It  is 
much  easier  to  remember  the  contents 
of  Psalms  22,  23  and  24  if  you 
associate  them  under  the  titles — 
Cross,  Crook,  Crown.  Psalms  90 
and  91  are  easily  remembered  if 
you  note  that  the  first  verse  of  each 
contains  the  same  ideas  and  that  both 
were  probably  written  by  Moses. 
Psalms  14  and  53  are  the  same.  Asso- 
ciate them  and  you  easily  remember 
them.  Comparison  and  contrast,  sim- 
ilarity and  opposition,  cause  and  ef- 
fect, place  and  sound,  all  kinds  of  as- 
sociation can  be  thought  of  and  used. 

6.  Understanding.  If  your  mind  is 
uncertain,  perplexed,  muddled,  about 
an  idea,  you  will  never  remember  it. 
A  clear  conception,  a  perfect  under- 
standing of  the  matter  enables  you  to 
recall  it.  Therefore,  if  you  want  to 
remember  a  point,  think  around  it 
until  your  mind  is  quite  clear  as  to 
its  meaning  and  significance,  and 
then  you  will  more  readily  retain  it  in 
your  memory. 

7.  Analysis.  Allied  to  this  is  the 
necessity  of  analysis.  If  you  want  to 
remember  the  contents  of  a  certain 
psalm  or  chapter,  for  instance,  cut  it 
up  into  its  natural  divisions,  analyze 
it,  see  it  in  its  parts  and  then  as  a 
whole,  and  the  memory  will  have  got 
it  so  that  you  can  recall  it  when  you 
so  desire. 

Some  General  Suggestions 
Remember  that  you  must  face  the 
absolute  necessity  of  regular  training 
if  you  would  develop  your  memory. 
Almost  anything  can  be  accomplished 
by  the  daily  dose  method.  Make  up 


Association 

3.  Observation.  Stand  in  front  of 
a  shop  window  for  three  minutes  and 
then  see  how  many  articles  you  can 
remember.  When  you  get  home  from  a 
meeting  where  you  know  most  of  the 
people,  see  if  you  can  remember  all 
their  names  and  where  they  sat.  Look 
through  your  morning  paper,  read  the 
headlines,  then  turn  it  over  and  try 
to  make  a  list  of  them.  Train  your 
mind  to  look  and  remember. 

4.  Imagery.  Some  memory  experts 
make  a  lot  of  this.  They  advise  that 
you  should  convert  all  ideas  into  pic- 
tures. I  believe  it  is  best  to  make  use 
of  all  methods,  so  that  you  do  not 
have  to  learn  another  science  before 
you  can  remember  anything.  To  think 
in  pictures  and  identify  ideas  by  pic- 
tures is,  however,  a  very  valuable  and 
effective  means  of  memorizing.  Go 
through  the  Gospel  of  John,  or  one 
of  the  Old  Testament  prophets,  and 
make  the  incidents  and  allusions,  the 
figures   and   similes,  live   before  your 


THE  NEW  YEAR 

R.  M.  Offord 

A  glad  New  Year  or  a  sad  New  Year, 
Oh,  which  shall  the  New  Year  be? 

I  can  not  tell  what  it  hath  in  store, 
I  would  that  I  might  foresee. 

But  God  knows  well,  and  I  need  no 
more; 
Is  that  not  enough  for  me? 

A  glad  New  Year  or  a  sad  New  Year; 

What  matter  if  dark  or  light? 
The  cloudy  pillar  will  guide  by  day, 

The  pillar  of  fire  by  night. 
With  these  to  lead  me  upon  my  way, 

How  can  I  but  walk  aright? 

A  glad  New  Year  or  a  sad  New  Year, 
'Twill  be  as  the  Lord  thinks  best; 

The   times   and   seasons    are    all    His 
own, 
Obeying  His  high  behest; 

He  ruleth  all  from  His  loving  throne, 
And  so  is  my  heart  at  rest. 


your  mind  to  give  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
to  some  memory  feat.  Read  a  portion 
in  the  morning  and  insist  on  recalling 
it  at  night.  Learn  a  verse  of  Scripture 
daily  and  repeat  the  whole  seven  on 
Sunday  evening,  not  forgetting  the 
references.  Learn  to  concentrate  on 
the  Sunday  sermon  so  that  you  can 
remember  the  text,  the  divisions  of 
the  sermon,  illustrations,  quotations, 
etc. 

Learn  to  review  your  thoughts  and 
relive  your  experiences.  Make  past 
study  and  experience  of  permanent 
and  recurring  value  in  your  life. 

Use  all  faculties  in  memory  training. 
Suppose  you  want  to  memorize  a  poem 
for  recitation.  Read  it  with  the  eye, 
write  it  with  the  hand,  recite  it  with 
the  voice,  and  thus  hear  it  with  the 
ear.  Then  with  four  senses  you  im- 
press it  on  your  mind. 

Don't  try  to  force  the  mind  to  re- 
member. The  memory  will  not  be 
driven.  Remembering  is  a  matter  of 
art,  not  force.  Note,  too,  that  when  the 
mind  is  fatigued  or  worried  it  will  not 
easily  remember.  It  must  be  alive, 
keen,  and  fresh  to  remember  easily. 
Do  not  try  to  think  ahead,  concentrate 
on  the  present  task.  If  you  worry 
about  the  future  you  will  not  master 
the  present.  Do  not  attempt  too  much 
at  one  time,  and  do  not  risk  the  un- 
certain. If  you  make  a  mistake  you 
will  find  that  is  the  very  thing  you 
cannot  forget. 

Use  what  you  do  remember.  Don't 
make  memory-training  an  end  in  it- 
self. Your  memory  will  respond  to 
trust.  Trust  it;  do  not  doubt  it.  Make 
up  your  mind  that  you  are  going  to 
remember;  do  not  fear  you  will  forget. 
Encourage  your  memory  by  using 
what  your  mind  has  retained.  The 
next  funny  story  you  hear,  decide  that 
you  will  remember  it  by  telling  it  to 
the  next  person  you  meet.  You  then 
associate  the  story  with  some  one,  and 
when  you  have  put  your  intention  into 
practice  you  have  encouraged  the 
memory  by  demonstrating  its  useful- 
ness and  reliability.  Christian  life  and 
service  yield  abundant  opportunities 
for  the  use  of  the  memory,  and  as  it  is 
used  so  it  will  grow  in  volume  and 
strength. 


Frost  on  the  Window 

The  story  is  told  of  a  man  who  vis- 
ited a  neighbor  and  found  him  en- 
gaged in  scraping  frost  from  a  window 
with  a  knife.  The  task  was  difficult 
and  the  results  unsatisfactory.  Said 
the  visitor,  "Why  not  kindle  a  fire  in 
that  stove?  It  will  warm  this  room 
and  the  frost  will  soon  disappear." 
The  Pharisees  were  strong  for  moral- 
ity on  the  surface,  but  knew  nothing 
of  religion  in  the  heart.  White-wash- 
ing the  pump  will-not  purify  the  wa- 
ter.— Otterbein  Teacher. 


"We  Don't  Count  the  Cost" 

A  woman  in  India  stood  by  a  heath- 
en temple  in  process  of  construction. 
Someone  asked  her  the  cost  of  the 
temple.  She  looked  in  surprise  at  the 
questioner,  a  missionary,  and  said: 
"Why,  we  don't  know.  It  is  for  our  god. 
We  don't  count  the  cost." — Source 
unknown. 


[Page  14^ 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


mill 


mini 

limn 


GOD  IS  FAITHFUL 

John  H.  Greening 

One  hundred  and  five  years  ago,  the 
late  George  Muller  founded  his  homes 
for  orphaned  children  in  the  city  of 
Bristol,  England.  He  established  them 
to  be  a  testimony  to  the  living  God 
who  answers  prayer.  His  method  of 
financing,  therefore,  was  by  appealing 
to  God  alone  and  always.  He  simply 
prayed  for  all  the  supplies-  needed, 
without  making  any  appeal  to  any 
man  in  any  way.  None  were  permit- 
ted to  know  at  any  time,  how  press- 
ing or  wnat  the  need  might  be.  Prayer 
was,  and  is,  offered  unto  God  con- 
tinually; and  God  has  graciously  en- 
dorsed the  work  in  innumerable  ways 
and  made  it  to  be  a  source  of  encour- 
agement to  believers  all  over  the 
world. 

The  orphanage  began  in  a  humble 
way,  and  up  to  the  present  time  19,953 
children  have  been  cared  for,  many  of 
them  remaining  from  infancy  or 
early  childhood,  until  ready  to  go  out 
to  some  work  or  apprenticeship.  They 
are  brought  up  in  the  nurture  and 
admonition  of  the  Lord;  and  while  no 
pressure  is  ever  applied  to  get  chil- 
dren to  make  a  profession  of  faith, 
every  effort  is  made  to  bring  to  them 
a  knowledge  of  their  sinfulness,  and 
of  the  salvation  which  is  in  Christ 
Jesus.  A  sane,  healthy,  Christian  ex- 
perience is  desired  for  them.  These 
buildings  in  Bristol  provide  indisput- 
able evidence  that  God  is,  and  that  He 
hears  and  answers  His  children's 
prayers.  Anyone  may  investigate,  if 
he  wishes  to  do  so,  whether  these 
things  are  actually  so. 

God  lives  today!  Whatever  world 
conditions  may  be,  nothing  interferes 
with  the  fulfillment  of  His  promises. 
A  donor  sending  a  gift  from  Ireland, 
writes:  "I  have  often  said  to  my  hus- 
band, God  will  prevent  a  whole  inva- 
sion of  England  if  only  for  Ashley 
Down  (Bristol)  Orphan  Homes' 
sake;  and  I  firmly  believe  He  will." 

We  would  repeat  this  fact,  no  one 
has  ever  been  personally  applied  to 
for  a  donation.  No  advertising  is  done; 
there  are  no  agents,  no  collectors;  no 
speakers  go  out  to  visit  among  the 
churches  telling  of  the  work.  The 
workers  depend  upon  God,  who  has 
promised  to  hear  prayer,  and  who  has 
never  failed. 

The  record  shows  that  from  the 
year  1836,  when  a  beginning  was  made 
by  Mr.  Muller,  up  to  this  present  year, 
the  amount  of  money  which  God  has 
sent  in,  in  answer  to  prayer,  is  $12,- 
136,350. 

During  the  past  year,  with  Britain 
at  war,  $121,050  has  been  re- 
ceived. The  past  has  seen  years 
of  severe  depression  in  England, 
the  same  as  in  other  lands,  but  year 
by  year  the  orphans  have  had  suffi- 
cient; and  it  is  worthy  of  note  that  in 
the  last  terrible  depression  there  was 
continually  a  large  balance  of  money 
in  hand.  It  seemed  as  though  God 
would  have  His  people  understand 
that  their  source  of  supply  in  Him- 
self  is    unaffected    by   conditions    of 
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world  finance.  "Blessed  is  the  man 
that  trusteth  in  the  Lord,  and  whose 
hope  the  Lord  is.  For  he  shall  be  as  a 
tree  planted  by  the  waters,  and  that 
spreadeth  out  her  roots  by  the  river 
.  .  .  shall  not  be  careful  in  the  year 
of  drought,  neither  shall  cease  from 
yielding  fruit"  (Jer.  17:7,8). 

Faith  is  often  tried  and  tried  sore- 
ly, but  God  never,  never  fails;  and  the 
workers  in  the  Homes  would  be  happy 
to  declare  that  it  is  good  to  trust  in 
God. 

What  about  Muller's  Orphan  Homes 
in  wartime?  The  city  of  Bristol  has 
been  subjected  to  heavy  air  raids  by 
the  wicked  foe.  But  through  it  all  God 
has  cared.  The  workers  report  that 
when  night  raids  and  alerts  became 
more  frequent,  they  took  to  spreading 
mattresses  in  selected  rooms  and  pas- 
sages on  the  ground  floor,  and  almost 
all  the  children  quickly  and  soundly 
fell  asleep  again  when  brought  down- 
stairs. Tne  conduct  of  the  children 
was  exemplary;  no  panic  occurred, 
and  doubtless  the  quiet,  trustful  de- 
meanor of  those  who  were  in  charge 
of  them,  greatly  contributed  to  this 
happy  confidence.  When  Bristol  ex- 
perienced its  second  severe  bombing 
by  wave  after  wave  of  German  air- 
craft, early  in  the  raid,  one  aeroplane 
passed  high  over  the  orphanage, 
dropping  its  "stick"  of  bombs.  God 
interposed  and  delivered,  for  the  first 
of  the  "stick"  in  its  downward  flight, 
struck  the  hedge  at  the  far  boundary 
of  the  playing  field.  The  second  fell 
safely  on  the  garden  wall  away  in  the 
front  of  the  house,  and  the  third  and 
fourth  fell  farther  away,  where  un- 
fortunately damage  was  done  to  pri- 
vate dwellings.  Although  nearly  all  of 
the  400  windows  in  the  building  were 
shattered,  yet  not  a  child  nor  a  worker 
was  injured  in  any  way,  not  even 
scratched  by  flying  glass.  The  author- 
ities sent  blankets  to  be  nailed  up  to 
cover  the  window  spaces,  as  the 
weather  was  cold  and  the  wind  blus- 
tery. Yes,  God  does  care.  It  is  also  an 
interesting  fact  that  beside  gifts  of 
money  many  articles  of  food,  clothing 
and  furniture  are  received.  In  the  last 
year  one  friend  alone  has  sent  in  no 
less  than  7.000  loaves  of  bread. 

What  is  the  secret  of  this  marvelous 
work  which  goes  on  from  day  to  day, 
year  in  and  year  out  and  has  stood 
the  test  for  well  over  a  hundred 
years?  God  is  manifesting  Himself  to 
men  as  a  Real,  Living  One,  hearing, 
caring,  answering,  guiding,  supplying 
and  never  failing  those  who  dare  to 
trust  Him  fully.  Let  us  give  the  glory 
to  Him. 


STRENGTH 

Do  not  pray  for  easy  lives.  Pray  to 
be  stronger  men.  Do  not  pray  for 
tasks  equal  to  your  powers.  Pray  for 
powers  equal  to  your  tasks.  Then  the 
doing  of  your  work  shall  be  no  mir- 
acle. But  you  shall  be  a  miracle.  Every 
day  you  shall  wonder  at  yourself,  at 
the  richness  of  life  which  has  come 
to  you  by  the  grace  of  God. — Phillips 
Brooks. 


EFFECTIVE  PRAYING 

Lionel  B.  Fletcher 
We  sometimes  wonder  why  people 
pray  at  all,  when  they  really  do  not 
believe  God  will  literally  answer,  but 
He  will!  He  does!  Think  of  the  great 
men  of  prayer — Muller  with  his  or- 
phanages; Brainerd  with  his  Red 
Indians;  Moody  establishing  his  Bible 
School  Institutes  and  Schools;  Hud- 
son Taylor  and  the  China  Inland 
Mission;  and  other  great  men  and 
missions:  all  proving  what  God  does 
when  people  pray.  Yet  we  doubt!  We 
are  amazed!  We  cannot  believe!  With 
God  all  things  are  possible.  His  hands 
expecting  big  things  from  Him.  We 
must  be  in  line  with  His  will  and 
ready  to  go  out  and  do,  dare  and  die 
in  His  service. — Gospel  Herald. 


Returning  To  Give  Thanks 

A  minister  in  England  saw  a  boy 
come  into  the  church  one  weekday, 
kneel  and  pray.  The  child  stayed  so 
long  on  his  knees  that  the  clergyman 
wondered  about  him.  As  the  boy  arose, 
the  minister  asked:  "Do  you  often 
come  here  to  pray?" 

"Four  times  in  the  last  five  days," 
was  the  answer. 

"Have  you  someone  fighting  at 
Dunkerque?" 

"Yes,  my  Daddy.  But  he  got  home 
today,  so  I  came  in  to  thank  God,"  was 
the  simple  reply. 

Sometimes  we  are  like  the  nine 
lepers  who  were  healed.  We  forget  to 
thank  God.  We  forget  that  prayer  is 
not  all  petition,  not  all  pleading  for 
help.  A  very  vital  part  of  prayer  is  the 
returning,  as  did  the  one  leper  who 
was  healed,  or  as  this  young  English 
lad  did,  to  give  thanks  to  God.  Per- 
haps we  would  more  often  have  re- 
sults for  which  to  give  thanks,  if  we 
more  often  gave  thanks  for  the  re- 
sults that  we  do  get. — Selected. 


They  are  tolling  the  dirge  of  the  Old 

Year, 
They   are   digging   the   grave   of   the 

past; 
Say,    what    has    it    brought    thee    of 

blessing 
And  what  has  it  left  that  will  last? 

Has    it    brought    thee    to    Jesus    thy 
Savior, 

And  saved  from  thy  sins  and  thy  fears? 

Then  well  may'st  thou   bless  its  re- 
membrance, 

And  call  it  the  best  of  thy  years. 

Has  it  brought   thee  the   fullness  of 
Jesus 

And  used  thee  on  errands  of  love? 

Then   well   may'st   thou   weep   at   its 
parting, 

And  bless  it  all  others  above. 

They  are  ringing  the  dawn  of  the  New 
Year, 

And  joyfully  hailing  its  birth: 

Oh,  what  does  it  hide  in  its  bosom 

For  thee  and  the  millions  of  earth? 

Let    faith    bring    its   answering   mes- 
sage, 

As  bright  as  the  promise  divine; 

And  hope  shed  its  light  on  the  vision 

Till  bright  with  His  coming  it  shine. 

Then  let  love  gird  her  loins  to  fulfil  it 

As  forth  to  the  harvest  she  hies; 

And  may  heaven  make  real  the  vision 

Ere  another  New  Year  shall  arise. 

— Selected. 
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FATHER'S  AND  MOTHER'S  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

forget  it  and  crowd  my  time  with  so 
many  duties  until  I  never  could  find 
time. 

I  am  so  thankful  that  I  know  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  He  is  such  a  won- 
derful Savior  and  one  who  is  so  merci- 
ful and  forgiving  for  all  our  short- 
comings. 

I  have  three  lovely  little  daughters 
and  I  do  pray  that  they  will  grow  up 
to  be  Christian  women  of  whom  I'll  be 
proud. 

My  oldest  little  girl  is  named 
Rachel,  and  naturally  she  wanted  to 
read  the  story  of  "Rachel"  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  it  has  really 
blessed  her  soul.  She  is  just  °s  anxious 
about  the  next  issue  as  I      i. 

May  God  richly  bless  .  i. — Mrs. 
Mary  Ruth  Maner,  Rt.  5,  Marietta,  Ga. 

I  am  sure  many  are  expecting  to 
join  the  Home  Circle,  but  just  keep 
neglecting  it.  Come  on,  let  us  have  a 
thousand  in  the  next  month.  Several 
letters  have  come  in,  but  there  is  not 
space  for  all. 


RECOMMENDED  BOOKS  AND 
MAGAZINES 

"Are  You  Training  Your  Child  To 
Be  Happy"  is  a  wonderful  booklet  to 
study  in  your  circle  or  home.  This 
booklet  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Children's  Bureau,  United  States  De- 
partment of  Labor,  Washington,  D.  C. 
It  is  free. 

The  "OUGHT  TO  KNOW"  books  will 
help  your  home. 

What  a  Young  Wife  ought  To  Know, 
What  a  Young  Husband  Ought  To 
Know,  What  a  Young  Boy  Ought  To 
Know  and  What  a  Young  Girl  Ought 
To  Know.  Price  of  each,  $1.00.  Order 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Don't  forget  to  subscribe  for  the 
"Mother's  Golden  Now"  from  David  C. 
Cook  Publishing  Co.,  Elgin,  111.  Price 
25c  per  year.  This  comes  quarterly. 
Also  for  "The  Baby's  Mother,"  address 
the  Standard  Publishing  Company, 
Cincinnati,  Ohio.  Price  50c  per  year, 
quarterly. 

Please  do  not  send  money  to  me, 
but  send  directly  to  the  publishers  for 
your  magazines. — Ed. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

Do  you  make  a  point  of  doing  these 
small,  thoughtful  things?  If  you  do, 
you're  a  rare  person — and  a  popular 
one.  Nobody  on  earth  is  so  dull  or  un- 
attractive that,  if  he  sprinkles  his  day 
with  such  acts,  he  will  not  have  many 
friends.  For  three  months  try  giving 
ten  minutes  a  day  to  little  kindnesses, 
and  see  if  your  life  doesn't  become 
richer  in  friends.  Here  are  a  few  sug- 
gestions of  things  to  do: 

1.  Make  a  list  of  all  the  people  you 
know  whom  you  haven't  seen  or  heard 
from  lately,  and  each  day  phone  or 
drop  a  card  to  one  of  them,  saying 
that  you've  been  thinking  of  him  (or 
her)  and  wondered  how  he  was  get- 
ting on. 

2.  In     almost     every     conversation 


something  pleasant  is  said  about 
someone.  Make  mental  notes  of  these 
pleasant  remarks,  and  pass  them  on 
to  the  right  people  as  soon  as  possible. 

3.  When  others  tell  you  of  a  special 
problem,  trouble  or  hope  of  theirs,  re- 
member to  ask  them  about  it  in  a  few 
days.  If  you  don't  see  them  soon, 
phone  and  inquire. 

4.  Make  a  list  of  small  favors  which 
will  take  only  a  minute  or  two  and 
which  you  know  will  be  appreciated. 
Perform  at  least  one  for  somebody 
each  day.  If  you  keep  your  eyes  and 
wits  about  you,  you'll  be  surprised  at 
the  number  of  opportunities  you'll 
have. 

5.  No  matter  how  busy  you  are, 
when  you  see  an  acquaintance,  show 
by  your  manner,  expression  and  a  few 
cordial  words  that  seeing  her  is  a 
bright  spot  in  your  day. 

Add  to  this  list  the  special  little 
favors  and  pleasantries  which  your 
particular  locality  and  work  give  you 
opportunities  to  perform. 

Remember  that  others  are  as  anx- 
ious for  more  friends  as  you  are.  De- 
vote ten  minutes  a  day  to  friendliness 
and  you  need  never  be  lonely  again. 
Of  all  the  good  things  of  life,  friend- 
ship is  the  easiest  to  win  and  the 
most  worth  while. 

/  do  not  ask  for  fame  or  fortune, 
Nor  do  I  seek  to  high  ascend; 

I  would  walk  among  the  lowly, 
Worthy  to  be  called  "a  friend." 


OUR  COVER  PAGE 

The  two  young  people  whom  you 
see  on  our  cover  page  are  Herbert 
Benton  and  Mildred  Bright,  of  Cleve- 
land, Tenn. 


Notice  Concerning  Service  Men's 
Addresses 

It  is  against  Army  Post  Office  rules 
to  give  full  addresses  of  men  overseas. 
If  you  want  to  write  to  any  of  the 
boys  overseas,  it  will  be  necessary  to 
write  the  Lighted  Pathway  office  for 
full  address.  Please  send  self-ad- 
dressed postal  card  for  reply. — Ed. 


Notice  to  Gideons 

When  it  is  necessary  to  make  a 
change  in  your  order  or  a  change  of 
name  and  address  of  Gideon,  please 
let  us  have  this  information  on  or  be- 
fore the  10th  of  each  month.  If  it  is 
received  later,  the  change  will  likely 
not  be  made  until  the  following 
month. — Editor. 


Stop !   Look !   Listen 

We  are  anxious  to  close  out  our  sup- 
ply of  Lighted  Pathway  yearbooks  so 
as  to  make  room  in  the  Publishing 
House.  You  should  lay  in  a  supply  for 
your  Y.P.E.  We  are  reducing  the  price 
to  75c.  Your  children  in  the  home 
should  have  one  each  year. 

Send  order  to.  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


November  Honor  Roll 

Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.< 
Mattie  Roberson,  Valdese,  N.  C. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Michigan. 
Marie  Calvert,  Tucapau,  S.  C. 
Mae  Couch,  Fort  Mill,  S.  C. 
Mrs.  Lee  Mullins,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 


Sold  for  Dec. 

Alabama  ...2,005 

Arizona 345 

Arkansas    487 

California    933 

Canada  195 

Colorado 37 

Connecticut 7 

Delaware    195 

Florida 3,460 

Foreign     408 

Georgia     5,637 

Idaho 91 

Illinois    ....2,245 

Indiana    524 

Iowa  355 

Kansas _ _..   261 

Kentucky  2,044 

Louisiana     522 

Maine    492 

Massachusetts    56 

Maryland 1 ,163 

Michigan    .1,452 

Minnesota 56 

Mississippi  -. 818 

Missouri 1,652 

Montana    179 

Nebraska    36 

New  Jersey    237 

New  Hampshire  3 

New  Mexico  132 

New  York 116 

Nevada   2 

North   Carolina ....6,140 

North  Dakota 217 

Ohio 2,753 

Oklahoma    443 

Oregon    175 

Pennsylvania 972 

Rhode  Island  3 

South  Carolina  9,602 

South  Dakota 124 

Tennessee    3,302 

Texas    _ 7,926 

Utah    10 

Virginia    1 ,855 

Washington    487 

Washington,  D.  C.  __    149 

West  Virginia  1,727 

Wisconsin  76 

Wyoming    72 


62,178 


Toti 

8,4( 

7e 

2,11 

2,73 

77 

1C 

3 

55 

12,48 

1,37 

21,14 

31 

8,64 

1,83 

64 

92 

7,10 

2,03 

94 

18 

4,88 

4,91 

20 

3,44 

5,86 

74 

13 

82 

58 
48 

23,66 

87 

8,29 

1,71 

74 

3,83 

36,51 

54: 

12,481 

12,645 

31 

7,42! 

1,78: 

41£ 

6,98r 
16S 
32( 

213.63S 


November    Prize   Winner 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  FUND 

Amount  sent  from  each  State  to  the 
fund  for  sending  Lighted  Pathways 
to  men  in  service. 

South  Carolina  $65.79 

Kentucky    ._ _  48.00 

Missouri    37.50 

Florida  __ _  29.00 

Illinois   _  19.80 

North  Carolina  16.10 

Georgia ._ 13.85 

Ohio    ..: 11.50 

Virginia  8.46 

Texas   8.00 

California  6.60 

Pennsylvania  _ 6.50 

Maine     6.00 

Washington   5.25 

Tennessee  5.00 

Alabama   5.00 

Delaware  . 3.00 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Wyoming     _  3.00 

West  Virginia _ 2.50 

Maryland    _ 2.40 

Washington,  D.  C 2.10 

Michigan  _ -  2.00 

Mississippi    _ 2.00 

Indiana   1.00 

Louisiana    1.00 

Nevada    1.00 

New  Mexico -  1.00 

North  Dakota  1.00 

Oklahoma     _ 1.00 

Iowa   70 


$316.05 


HIS  WAYS  ARE  THE  BEST  WAYS 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

down  to  the  children's  ward  Sunday, 
Miss  Downs?  I'd  like  to  talk  to  the 
children  about  Christ  and  perhaps  I 
could  sing  for  them  a  little." 

Forgotten  was  the  fact  that  her 
legs  would  never  be  used  again  as  long 
as  she  lived.  Jane  was  doing  her  Mas- 
ter's work  and  she  was  happy. 

Every  Sunday  as  long  as  Jane  re- 
mained in  tne  hospital,  Miss  Downs 
wneeled  her  in  her  Dig  chair  down  to 
tne  cnildren's  ward.  Many  a  little  soul 
was  won  to  Cnrist  tnrough  Jane's 
teachings.  She  taught  them  to  sing 
cnoruses  and  to  pray.  Sne  told  them 
about  their  dark-skinned  brothers  in 
Africa  and  together  tney  prayed  for 
them.  Tnrougn  Jane's  iniluence  work- 
ers were  sent  to  the  tenement  districts. 
Whenever  it  was  possible  Jane  went 
herself  and  sitting  there  in  her  wheel 
chair  with  the  dirty  little  children  of 
the  slums  gathered  about  her  she 
would  tell  them  of  Jesus.  Discouraged 
mothers,  worn  with  toil,  timidly  drew 
near  to  hear  the  gospel  their  children 
had  been  telling  them  about. 

Miss  Downs,  the  white  capped  nurse 
from  the  hospital,  had  taken  a  deep 
interest  in  Jane  while  she  was  caring 
for  her.  Never  before  in  her  life  had 
she  seen  anyone  accept  such  a  bitter 
fate  so  cheerfully  and  sweetly  as  had 
Jane. 

During  her  time  off  duty  she  had 
taken  to  reading  portions  of  the  Bi- 
ble she  had  heard  Jane  mention. 
Often  she  would  call  on  Jane  with  the 
pretense  of  wishing  to  see  about  her 
health.  In  reality  she  just  wanted  to 
be  near  this  child  of  God  and  hear 
more  about  Him. 

Although  Jane  said  nothing  to  the 
nurse,  she  guessed  of  the  conflict  go- 
ing on  in  Mary  Down's  soul  and  made 
her  a  special  subject  of  prayer.  One 
Wednesday  evening  the  doorbell  at 
Jane  Pendleton's  home  rang  sharply. 
Jane's  brother,  Bob,  opened  the  door. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  Miss  Downs.  Jane  will 
be  glad  to  see  you."  He  ushered  the 
nurse  into  Jane's  room. 

"Here,  Sis,  I've  brought  you  a  visitor. 
Don't  talk  too  much,  now."  So  saying, 
Bob  withdrew  to  his  studies. 

Before  Jane  could  speak,  Mary 
Downs  was  on  her  knees  beside  the 
big  wheel  chair. 

"Oh,  Jane,"  she  sobbed,  "I  had  to 
come  tonight.  Will  you  pray  with  me? 
1  hardly  knew  what  to  do  but  I  knew 
you  could  help  me." 

"Of  course,  I'll  be  glad  to  pray  with 
y°u,  Mary,"  answered  Jane,  with  re- 
joicing over  answered  prayer  in  her 


heart.  She  raised  her  voice  in  suppli- 
cation for  this  lost  soul.  For  an  hour 
they  prayed.  Words  of  praise  issued 
from  Mary  Down's  lips  as  she  prayed 
her  way  through  to  victory. 

Later  as  the  two  girls  sat  quietly 
talking,  Mary  Downs  told  Jane  her 
story. 

"You  see,  Jane,  ever  since  the  day 
you  heard  the  doctor's  verdict  and 
took  it  so  cheerfully,  I've  been  touched 
by  your  life.  I've  watched  you  and 
listened  to  you.  I  know  how  you  longed 
to  go  to  Africa  and  then  couldn't. 
You've  done  your  mission  here  nobly 
and  do  you  suppose  that — that: — I 
might  be  able  to  fill  your  place  as  a 
medical  missionary  over  there?  I've 
felt  that  over  there  is  where  Christ 
would  have  me  and  oh — Jane,  what 
do  you  think?" 

Jane's  face  was  shining  as  the  tears 
coursed  down  her  cheeks. 

"What  do  I  think?"  she  sobbed.  "Oh, 
Mary,  I  don't  think — I  know  God  has 
answered  my  deepest  prayer.  I've 
prayed  since  the  day  I  found  I  couldn't 
go  for  someone  to  fill  my  place.  Now 
the  Lord  has  heard  and  has  sent  a 
special  answer,  a  nurse  is  needed  so 
badly  over  there.  Praise  His  name!" 

The  following  morning,  Jane  sat 
musing  over  the  events  of  the  past  few 
years  since  her  life  had  been  so 
changed. 

"You  know,"  she  whispered  softly  to 
herself,  "I'm  glad  for  that  accident. 
It  taught  me  how  to  sacrifice,  it  gave 
me  a  new  vision,  it  made  me  more 
humble,  but  best  of  all,  through 
Christ's  help  it  raised  up  a  new  mis- 
sionary for  His  cause  right  here  in  my 
own  native  America.  I've  learned  to 
know  'His  ways  are  the  best  ways'  and 
that  He  has  a  mission  for  each  of  us 
if  we  live  close  enough  to  Him  to  know 
His  will." 


NOTICE 

Please  clear  up  your  account.  If 
accounts  are  allowed  to  run  more 
than  two  months  without  payment, 
further  credit  for  papers  will  not 
be  granted. — The  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 

RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
preacher  mean? 

"And  among  the  many  stories  in 
which  Genesis  abounds,"  the  rector 
continued,  "none  holds  greater  fasci- 
nation than  this  one  of  the  offering 
up  of  Isaac  by  his  patriarchal  father, 
Abraham. 

"It  is  a  weird  tale  and,  upon  the  face 
of  it,  an  altogether  revolting  one,  em- 
bodying as  it  does  a  father's  attempt- 
ed gruesome  murder  of  his  son.  To 
understand  it  aright,  however,  we 
must  keep  the  story  in  its  original  set- 
ting, interpreting  it  in  the  light  of 
Abraham's  previous  life  and  experi- 
ence, for  the  incident  demonstrates  a 
survival,  in  Abraham's  mind,  of  the 
ancient  Chaldaean  superstition  of  a 
God  of  vengeance  who  must  be  ap- 
peased by  the  offering  of  human  sac- 
rifice. 

"Just  at  the  critical  moment  God 
mercifully  restrained  Abraham  from 
this  awful  contemplated  deed;  at  the 
same  time  He  graciously  afforded  him 
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outlet  for  his  truly  commendable 
though  mistaken  zeal  by  providing  an 
animal  for  him  to  sacrifice  in  place 
of  a  precious  human  life." 

"Oh,  how  dreadful!"  thought  Rachel 
shudderingly.  "Why,  the  man  doesn't 
understand!  The  story  is  so  wonder- 
ful. It  speaks  of  Christ  and  Calvary. 
It  is  all  a  prophetic  picture  of  His 
death  for  us  upon  the  Cross.  Why, 
Abraham  is  a  type  of  God  the  Father 
Who  'so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave 
His  only  begotten  Son  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish  but 
have  everlasting  life' — and  Isaac  rep- 
resents that  Son  obedient  unto 
death!" 

Exhausted  though  she  was  in  body, 
Rachel's  mind  was  stabbed  wide 
awake  with  pain.  She  could  scarcely 
contain  herself  as  the  Reverend  Clar- 
ence Cuthbert  Clancy,  in  like  mod- 
ernistic vein,  continued  for  half  an 
hour  his  eloquent  address.  Her  very 
blood  ran  cold  as  deliberately,  com- 
placently, the  scholarly  rector  of  St. 
X's  tore  God's  Holy  Word  to  shreds, 
insulting  Rachel's  honor  for  the  an- 
cient Hebrew  sacrifical  rites,  and 
holding  up  to  ridicule  her  joyous  new- 
found faith  in  the  Lord  Christ  Jesus 
as  the  true  fulfilment  of  the  paschal 
lamb.  She  knew  nothing  of  theology, 
but  she  knew  her  Bible  and  she  knew 
her  Lord;  and  she  recognized  this  man 
for  what  he  was — a  false  prophet — a 
wolf  in  sheep's  clothing. 

But  what  was  he  doing  here  in  a 
Christian  church?  It  was  a  Christian 
church,  of  course — it  must  be  with  all 
this  wonderful  Christian  music  and 
those  Christian  prayers.  But  why  did 
it  allow  a  man  like  that  within  its 
pulpit?  So  keen  was  Rachel's  Jewish 
inscinct  for  the  things  of  God,  so  de- 
voted was  her  Christian  zeal  for  His 
inerrant  Word,  that  her  spirit  was 
grieved  inexpressibly  as  the  sermon 
kept  advancing  to  its  brilliant  finish: 

"The  cross  of  Jesus  has  passed 
through  interpretation  and  re-inter- 
pretation in  a  thousand  thought- 
forms  representing  a  thousand  varied 
complexes.  But  the  concept  of  the 
sacrificial  lamb  belongs  only  to  the 
Hebrew  ritual  of  the  Passover  and  to 
the  Old  Testament  economy.  In  our 
Christian  symbolism  it  has  no  place. 

"No,  my  friends,  may  I  never  be 
guilty  of  such  gross  selfishness  as  to 
desire  that  another  soul  shall  die  for 
mine.  No!  a  thousand  times,  no!  If  I 
sin,  I  will  atone  for  my  own  sin.  If  the 
race  sins,  it  will  emerge  through  evo- 
lutionary processes  to  higher  and  ever 
higher  planes  of  living  until  at  last 
the  summit  of  perfection  is  attained. 

"Briefly  then,  in  conclusion,  my  be- 
loved, what  to  us  is  the  value  of  this 
strange  tale?  What  practical  bearing 
does  it  have  upon  our  twentieth-cen- 
tury life?  For  any  portion  of  the  Bi- 
ble is,  of  course,  of  worth  to  us  only 
as  it  can  be  interpreted  in  terms  of 
present-day  experience.  All  other  parts 
of  it  must  go  into  the  discard.  What 
application,  then,  can  we  make  to  our- 
selves of  the  story  of  Abraham  and 
Isaac? 

"Essentially  this:  it  gives  to  us  a 
larger  concept  of  our  God.  The  God 
we  worship  today  is  the  God  of  love, 
not  the  God  of  vengeful  cruelty.  The 
spineless  Isaac  bound  with  cords  upon 
the   altar  might  well   represent   that 
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type  of  mind  which  still  remains 
shackled  and  fettered  by  chains  of 
medieval  narrowness  of  dogma;  while 
the  picture  of  God  releasing  the  vic- 
tim typifies  that  glorious  spirit  of 
freedom  embodied  in  the  youth  of  our 
present  generation  as  the  result  of 
modern  enlightened  scholarship. 

"Let  us  accept  then  this  challenge 
to  a  larger  and  more  noble  faith  in 
our  Almighty  God.  And,  inspired  by 
the  example  of  Jesus,  let  us  realize 
more  adequately  in  our  own  experi- 
ence His  spirit  of  self-forgetful  love 
and  of  devoted  sacrificial  service 
toward  all  His  fellow  men.  And  now, 
my  beloved  brethren,  may  grace, 
mercy  and  peace  be  unto  you  from 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son  and  God 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Amen." 

Rachel's  very  soul  was  sick.  Oh,  the 
cruel,  cruel  disappointment!  She  had 
come  longing  for  bread  and  this  man 
had  given  her  a  stone. 

She  felt  choked — as  if  she  could  not 
draw  another  breath.  She  crouched 
back  in  her  corner  behind  the  pillar 
while  the  choir  sang  the  recessional 
and  marched  slowly  out,  followed  by 
the  curate  and  the  rector. 

The  curate  passed  quite  close  to 
Rachel  and  as  he  did  so  he  looked 
upon  her  with  kind  eyes.  Hope  kindled 
anew  in  her  heart.  Oh,  this  man  was 
different  surely,  and  he  would  help 
her!  She  must  wait  and  speak  with 
him. 

While  the  last  prayer  was  chanted 
in  the  vestry,  Rachel  gathered  up  Lit- 
tle Abie,  still  asleep,  and  the  coats  and 
satchel,  and  as  the  final  "Amen"  was 
sung  in  far-off  shadowy  tones,  she 
slipped  out  before  the  congregation 
rose  from  their  knees. 

She  crept  across  the  vestibule  and 
there  sank  almost  prostrate  upon  a 
bench  behind  the  center  door.  The 
worshippers  departing  through  it — 
aristocratic  men  with  chrysanthe- 
mums in  their  Prince  Albert  button- 
holes, and  high  silk  hats  and  English 
walking  sticks;  women  in  rich  satins 
and  elegant  furs  and  laces;  beautiful- 
ly attired  children — all  brushed  past 
her  and  her  baby.  A  few  directed  to- 
ward her  a  cold,  disinterested  stare. 
The  majority  never  looked  at  her. 

At  the  end  of  the  procession  came 
Mrs.  Stuyvesant-Wilberforce,  the  most 
lavishly  gowned  of  all.  She  was  laugh- 
ing and  chatting  volubly  with  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Clancy,  who,  divested  of 
his  ecclesiastical  garments,  walked 
with  very  evident  self-satisfaction  be- 
side her.  As  they  paused  for  a  moment 
before  the  outer  doorway,  within  a 
foot  of  Rachel,  the  young  curate  came 
from  within  the  vestry  and  ap- 
proached her.  His  eyes  were  still  kind, 
and  as  he  looked  at  the  baby  they 
became  tenderly  compassionate. 

He  spoke  to  Rachel  gently,  asking 
her  if  he  might  be  of  service.  Broken- 
ly she  was  trying  to  reply,  when  just 
at  that  moment  Mrs.  Stuyvesant- 
Wilberforce  passed  out  the  door,  and 
the  rector  joined  them.  He  looked 
frowningly  upon  Rachel  and  the  baby, 
then  turned  to  his  curate  question- 
ingly. 

"A  lady,  Sir,  that  I  believe  is  in  need 
of  help,"  the  curate  whispered  to  him 
in  an  aside. 

"Very  well,  Arnold,  I  will  attend  to 


her,"  replied  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Clancy  coldly.  "You  may  go.  Report  at 
my  study,  please,  at  ten  tomorrow." 
The  hope  in  Rachel's  eyes  became  de- 
spair. She  gazed  after  the  curate's  re- 
treating figure  in  an  agony  of  disap- 
pointment. 

"Well,  my  friend,"  the  rector  turned 
upon  Rachel  sharply,  "so  this  was  the 
baby,  was  it,  who  disturbed  my  serv- 
ice? Kindly  do  not  bring  it  here  again. 
Leave  it  home  the  next  time  with  its 
father." 

Rachel  shrank  from  him  with  in- 
stinctive aversion;  but  she  was  too  ex- 
hausted in  body,  too  sick  in  mind  and 
heart  to  attempt  a  rebuff.  Instead  she 
faltered  miserably: 

"Oh,  Sir,  but  he  hasn't  any  father 
now — or  any  home!  We  are — you  see — 
I  am — " 

"Well?"  the  rector  questioned 
harshly. 

"You  see — we  are  Hebrews." 

"Yes,  I  see  you  are,"  he  replied  dryly. 

"But  now  I  am  a  Christian — a  He- 
brew-Christian." 

"Well?"  The  Reverend  Mr.  Clancy 
pulled  out  his  watch  impatiently.  He 
had  told  Mrs.  Stuyvesant-Wilberforce 
that  in  just  five  minutes  he  would  be 
ready.  "Well?"  he  repeated,  "what 
about  it?" 

"I — you  see — I  am  now  a  believer — 
a  Christian,  I  believe  in  the  Lord 
Christ  Jesus  and  I  have  confessed  Him 
as  my  own  Messiah,  and  they — they 
have — "  Rachel's  voice  trailed  off 
mournfully. 

Really  this  was  most  extraordinary! 
Quite  too  annoying  altogether!  The 
Reverend  Mr.  Clancy  was  becoming 
decidedly  embarrassed. 

" — and  my  husband's  mother,"  con- 
tinued poor  Rachel  miserably,  "put  us 
out,  and  we  have  walked  all  day  and 
I  could  get  no  food  and  my  baby  is  so 
sick  and — and — "  Rachel's  brave  spirit 
broke  at  last  in  a  flood  of  wild  hys- 
teria. 

The  rector  was  distinctly  angry.  A 
beggar  was  it?  And  a  Jew?  Really, 
this  was  quite  too  impossible!  And  to- 
day of  all  days — just  when  he  had  at 
last  succeeded  in  getting  what  he  had 
been  working  for  for  months — an  in- 
vitation to  Mrs.  Stuyvesant-Wilber- 
force's  home  for  tea.  And  to  keep  her 
waiting  now  for  this!  Mrs.  Stuyves- 
ant-Wilberforce of  all  people!  She  was 
the  most  important  member  of  St. 
X's — its  very  foundation  stone  in  fact. 
One  must  treat  her  with  considera- 
tion. A  salary  of  twenty  thousand  isn't 
picked  up  every  day,  you  know. 

"Oh-h,  please,  Sir,  tell  me  what  to 
do!  I  don't  know  where  to  go — or  what 
to  do!"  wailed  Rachel  wretchedly. 

There!  Mrs.  Stuyvesant-Wilber- 
force's  chauffeur  was  honking  for  him. 
Through  the  door  he  could  see  the 
handsome  limousine,  filled  with  gay 
and  laughing  men  and  women  lean- 
ing back  luxuriously.  Mrs.  Stuyvesant- 
Wilberforce  was  passing  cigarettes. 

"Oh-h,"  moaned  Rachel. 

The  footman  was  slowly  mounting 
the  steps.  This  was  awful,  really! 
Where  was  the  verger,  anyway?  .  .  . 
The  horn  kept  honking  .  .  .  The  foot- 
man was  standing  just  outside  the 
door.  .  .  .  The  Reverend  Mr.  Clancy 
must  go  at  once.  He  must  never  be 
seen  in  such  a  position  as  this. 

Quickly  he  snatched  a  card  from  his 


pocket,  wrote  upon  it  and  thrust  it  in 
to  Rachel's  hands. 

"Here,  my  good  woman,  go  to  thi 
address,  and  they  will  help  you."  H 
hurried  rapidly  through  the  doorway 
down  the  steps  and  into  the  waitin 
motor,  and  was  driven  off  amid 
chorus  of  merry  laughter. 

Raohel  and  her  baby  were  alone  h 
the  great  empty  church!  There  was 
moment  of  panic.    Then  from  a  din 
corner  the   verger  approached   then- 
He  looked  at  them  wonderingly. 

"Sorry,  Lady,  but  I  have  to  lock  th 
doors.  I'll  have  to  ask  you  to  be  go 
ing." 

Dazed  and  mute,  Rachel  passed  ou 
through  the  portal  of  St.  X's  an< 
stood  helplessly  at  the  top  of  th 
broad  stone  steps  as  the  verger  lockei 
the  door  behind  her.  As  he  did  so  sh 
glanced  miserably  at  the  card  th 
Reverend  Clarence  Cuthbert  Clancj 
D.D.,  LL.D.,  F.R.G.S.,  had  given  hei 
It  read: 

Jewish  woman  and  baby  in  need 

respectfully  referred  to 

RABBI  MORDECAI  MOSES 

No.  X  East  First  Street 

C.  C.  Clancy,  Rector,  St.  X's  Parish 

The  last  hope  died  in  Rachel' 
heart.  A  cry  of  despair  broke  fron 
her  lips.  She  was  alone  with  her  littl 
baby  in  New  York — hungry  and  sic! 
and  penniless  and  friendless!  Yes,  evei 
Christ  had  failed  her!  For  His  sak< 
she  had  given  all — her  home,  her  hus 
band,  her  friends,  her  Jewish  people- 
everything.  And  this  was  Christianity 

A  sense  of  terror  seized  her.  She  wa 
forsaken!  Forsaken  of  man!  Forsakei 
of  God!  There  was  nothing  left  to  di 
— but  just  one  thing.  She  leaned  diz 
zily  against  a  marble  column  an< 
thought  it  through. 

Little  Abie  was  awake  now  anc 
crying  piteously.  Rachel  soothed  hin 
with  utmost  tenderness:  "Mother', 
precious  darling!  Mother's  own  littli 
Baby  Boy!  There,  there,  Little  Abie 
only  a  few  moments  more!  Very  sooi 
now,  darling,  and  you'll  never  have  t< 
cry  again!" 

The  lights  were  now  blazing  on  th( 
Avenue.  It  was  crowded  with  rushing 
motors.  A  thunderstorm  was  just  be- 
ginning. Pedestrians  were  scurryini 
for  shelter.  The  thought  of  plunginf 
through  the  traffic  was  terrifying— 
however,  that  would  take  but  a  mo- 
ment. Then  only  four  or  five  block: 
more — Rachel's  strength  would  las' 
that  far — and  then — then — just  one 
more  final  agony — and  at  last,  th( 
black  and  peaceful  River  would  fkro 
over  all  their  sorrows. 

Rachel  left  the  coats  and  satchel— 
they  would  not  need  them  now.  Grasp- 
ing Little  Abie  as  firmly  as  she  coulc 
in  her  weak  and  trembling  arms,  she 
started  to  descend  the  steps.  On  the 
last  one  her  ankle  turned.  She  gave  a 
sharp,  quick  cry — then  fell,  a  crum- 
pled, unconscious  heap,  just  inside  the 
iron  coping  at  the  bottom.  There — hei 
baby  on  her  breast — unheeded  by  the 
stream  of  rushing  humanity,  with  its 
unseeing  eyes  and  its  unheeding 
hearts,  she  lay — a  daughter  of  Abra~ 
ham— a  child  of  God  by  faith  in  Hi£ 
Son  Jesus  Christ — before  the  portal* 
of  the  church  which  bore  His  name. 
(To  be  continued) 
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1944 Year  of  Destiny! 

Will  the  war  end  in  1944?  Will  Hit- 
ler be  swept  into  history's  scrap-heap? 
Will  the  Japanese  militarists  meet 
their  doom?  Or  will  the  war  go  on, 
involving  more  peoples,  bringing 
greater  destruction,  requiring  larger 
sacrifices? 

Who  can  tell? 

One  thing,  however,  we  all  know — 
1944  will  be  a  year  of  destiny! 

Great  issues  will  arise;  issues  on 
which  will  hang  human  welfare  for 
long  years  to  come.  They  will  be  is- 
sues which  cannot  be  dodged  or 
pushed  aside.  The  nations  must  act, 
and  the  United  States — under  the 
compulsion  of  its  great  power — must 
be  foremost  among  the  nations. 

Can  the  moral  power  of  the  Chris- 
tian church  be  brought  to  bear  on 
the  problems  which  will  confront  men 
and  nations  in  1944 — this  year  of  des- 
tiny? Will  there  be  Christian  motives, 
Christian  understanding,  Christian 
wisdom  ready  at  hand  when  the  great 
decisions  are  being  made  next  year? 

Said  Winston  Churchill  in  his 
speech  delivered  in  London:  "I  regard 
this  hour  as  at  once  more  hopeful  and 
more  stern  than  any  through  which 
we  have  passed.  It  is  a  reasonable  as- 
surance that  unless  we  make  some 
grave  mistake  in  strategy  the  year 
1944  will  see  the  climax  of  the  Euro- 
pean war." 

When  that  climax  comes,  will  there 
be  an  informed,  powerful,  determined 
and  Christian  public  opinion  ready  to 
deal  with  it?  The  answer  largely  de- 
pends on  what  Christians  read,  think 
and  publicly  proclaim  in  this  coming 
year  of  destiny. — Christian  Century. 

Youth  of  America 

This  country,  says  J.  Edgar  Hoover, 
is  in  deadly  peril  ...  for  a  creeping  rot 
of  moral  disintegration  is  eating  into 
our  nation.  He  states  that  in  the  last 
year  17  per  cent  more  boys  under 
twenty-one  were  arrested  for  assault 
than  the  year  before;  26  per  cent  more 
for  disorderly  conduct;  30  per  cent 
more  for  drunkenness;  10  per  cent 
more  for  rape.  And  that  despite  the 
fact  that  many  of  this  age  group  had 
already  gone  to  war  or  were  produc- 
tively employed.  For  girls  the  figures 
are  even  more  startling:  39  per  cent 
more  for  drunkenness;  64  per  cent 
more  for  prostitution;  69  per  cent 
more  for  disorderly  conduct;  124  per 
cent  more  for  vagrancy.  And  these 
were  only  the  ones  who  were  arrested 
the  advanced  cases.— The  Alliance 
Weekly. 

How  To  Prevent  a  Race  Riot 

During  and  after  the  First  World 
war,  there  were  nine  race  riots  in 
jne   United   States.     Already   in    1943 

iJtl*  have  been  eiSnt-  These  facts, 
Inhered  by  the  American  Civil  Lib- 
1  F"es  Union,  indicate  how  venous  is 
tne  threat  to  domestic  order  from  race 
pension,  which  is  certain  to  become 
aggravated  as  the  conflict  draws  -> 
*  cxose  and  the  national  economy  be- 
gins to  contract.  The  A.C.L.U.  and  the 


author,  Winifred  Raushenbush,  have 
therefore  rendered  genuine  service  to 
democracy  in  the  publication  of  their 
new  pamphlet,  "How  To  Prevent  a 
Race  Riot  in  Your  Home  Town." — 
Church  editorial. 

Italy,  as  far  as  the  Japs  are  con- 
cerned, is  already  out  of  the  picture, 
and  in  Shanghai  and  other  north  and 
central  China  cities,  Italians  are  un- 
der house  arrest  and  Italian  marines 
have  been  disarmed  and  put  under 
guard. 

In  the  eyes  of  Japan,  Germany  and 
Italy  have  lost  face  for  the  Axis — 
especially  Italy.  The  Japs  say  they 
are  the  only  Axis  partners  who  have 
"done  anything."  Thus,  Japan  is 
treating  the  Nazis  and  Fascists  with 
disdain.  This  only  adds  fuel  to  the 
steadily  growing  "anti-foreign"  prop- 
aganda campaign  among  the  Chinese 
and  populations  of  other  Jap-occu- 
pied areas  in  East  Asia. 

The  angle  used  now  is:  "You  see 
how  weak  the  white  man  is — even  our 
so-called  Axis  partners  are  falling  be- 
fore the  United  States  and  Britain 
and  we,  the  powerful  men-gods,  sons 
of  the  Rising  Sun,  have  defeated  the 
United  States  and  Britain  already. 
This  must  be  evidence  that  Japan  is 
the  supreme  nation  on  the  earth  to- 
day." 

This  propaganda  finds  some  listen- 
ers among  the  Chinese  in  the  larger 
coastal  cities  and  among  certain  Malay 
and  Burmese  anti-British  sections  of 
the  public. 

Canada  entered  this  war  with 
eleven  or  twelve  small  vessels  in  its 
Navy.  Today  she  has  more  than  500 
fighting  ships  of  every  size  and  type. 
The  government  hopes  to  hold  its  sea 
force  to  "capital  strength"  after  this 
war,  together  with  its  air  force  and  a 
larger  standing  army. 

Five  years  ago  American  observers 
were  prophesying  that  Ottawa  would 
soon  be  the  "capital  of  the  British 
Empire."  This  week,  Ottawa  gave 
strong  evidence  of  becoming  the  cap- 
ital of  a  diplomatically  important 
world-power,  standing  on  her  own 
feet. — Selected. 

A  senatorial  committee  has  found 
an  approximate  figure  for  the  land 
held  by  the  Government — 384,000,000 
acres.  That's  a  lot  of  dirt.  Roughly,  it's 
twenty  per  cent  of  the  entire  area  of 
the  United  States,  and  equal  to  the 
combined  area  of  twenty-one  eastern 
states. — The  Pathfinder. 

Denver's  Beef  Day 

Enough  livestock  was  running 
around  the  Denver  Stockyards  No- 
vember 15  to  fill  a  train  seven  miles 
long.  From  the  standpoint  of  carloads 
received,  it  was  the  second  biggest  day 
since  the  market  opened  as  a  small 
feed  yard  on  the  banks  of  the  South 
Platte  River  in  1880.  The  November 
15  receipts  of  822  carloads  broke  a 
nineteen-year  record.  The  largest  day 
in  the  yard's  history  was  November 
17,  1924,  when  over  900  carloads  were 
received. — Clipping. 


A  ton  of  wood  waste,  by  a  new  hy- 
drolysis process,  will  produce  fifty- 
five  gallons  of  100%  alcohol,  0.12  gal- 
lons of  fusel  oil,  100  pounds  dry  yeast, 
twenty  pounds  of  furfural  and  600 
pounds  of  lignin. 

Negro  Renounces  idea  of  Race 
Blight 

President  Patterson  of  Tuskegee  In- 
stitute had  been  invited  by  the  local 
planning  committee  to  be  on  the  pro- 
gram of  the  Christian  Mission  on 
World  Order.  Being  unable  to  come,  he 
sent  his  assistant,  Charles  Bynum, 
who  made  it  plain  that  the  hour  had 
arrived  when  the  rights  of  the  Negro 
must  be  considered.  He  said  the  col- 
ored race  no  longer  considers  itself 
inferior  and  now  is  demanding  its 
rights. — Birmingham  Reporter. 

When  Charles  Evans  Hughes  was 
Chief  Justice,  he  was  invited  to  speak 
at  a  very  important  meeting.  He  re- 
plied that  he  could  not  do  so  because 
of  a  previous  engagement.  When 
asked  what  the  unbreakable  engage- 
ment was,  he  replied,  "My  reading." 

What  of  our  reading  life  as  minis- 
ters? Do  we  have  a  considered  plan 
involving  strict  time  reservations,  as 
well  as  methods  and  wisdom  in  choice 
of  books?  The  depth,  richness,  and 
length  of  our  ministry  will  lie  de- 
termined by  our  answers  to  these 
questions. 

When  his  preachers  said  to  John 
Wesley,  "I  can't  find  time  to  read," 
he  replied,  "Then  you  should  seek 
other  work  than  preaching." — Bishop 
Baker. 

Twice  as  Fatal  as  War 

The  very  mention  of  the  word  "war" 
strikes  terror  to  hearts.  It  speaks  of 
death  and  the  destruction  of  property, 
as  well  as  maimed  bodies  and  minds. 
It  means  disrupted  family  life,  and 
the  creation  of  new  crises  to  be  faced 
by  those  most  directly  affected.  We 
are  sighing  and  praying  for  an  end  to 
this  war.  But  while  we  are  talking 
about  our  casualties  there  is  some- 
thing which  we  are  forgetting. 

Trie  fact  is  that  our  auto  deaths  are 
twice  as  great  as  the  deaths  which 
American  forces  are  suffering  on  the 
battlefield.  The  National  Safety  Coun- 
cil, in  a  recent  release,  declared: 
"Motor  vehicle  accidents  are  still  a 
greater  menace  to  human  life  than 
war."  The  Council's  report  continued: 
"Since  Pearl  Harbor,  the  survey  shows, 
21,940  Americans  have  been  killed  in 
battle  and  65,170  others,  not  including 
prisoners,  have  been  wounded  or  are 
missing,  while  46,000  have  been  killed 
in  motor  accidents  and  1,600,000  others 
have  been  injured." 

"This  should  shame  every  loyal 
American,"  said  Ned  H.  Dearborn,  an 
official  of  the  Council,  who  declared: 
"The  fact  that  we  are  needlessly  kill- 
ing off  twice  as  many  people  in  traf- 
fic alone  as  are  dying  on  the  battle- 
field in  defense  of  their  country  con- 
stitutes an  indictment  of  home-front 
Americans." — Wesleyan  Methodist. 
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What  Wilt  Thou  Have 
Me  Do? 


* 


By  T.  O.  CHISHOLM 


* 


Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  that  I  should  do? 

What  is  my  task? 
This  question,  leaping  from  my  heart, 

I  kneel  to  ask. 
What  place  of  duty  can  I  fill? 

Where  can  I  go 
To  lighten,  in  Thy  holy  name, 

Another's  woe? 

So  many  hearts  are  torn  today, 

So  many  weep; 
So  many  souls  are  passing  now 

Through  waters  deep; 
So  many  bear  their  loads  alone, 

Without  Thy  grace; 
So  many  have  not  found  in  Thee 

A  resting  place. 

'Mid  screams  of  shells  and  roar  of  guns 

Men  bleed  and  die; 
Gaunt  hunger  stalks  through  many  lands, 

Where  children  cry; 
Whole  nations  groan  beneath  the  lash 

Of  conqueror's  sway; 
Were  ever  miseries  so  rife 

As  in  this  day? 

In  such  a  world,  with  needs  so  vast, 

What  can  I  do? 
Fill  Thou  my  heart  with  love  like  Thine, 

With  pity,  too. 
Here  are  my  hands,  my  feet,  my  all ; 

Lead  Thou  the  way, 
Where  I  may  do  Thy  works  again, 

"While  it  is  day." 
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For  Home 
And  Country 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

"He  that  findeth  his  life  shall  lose  it:  and  he  that  loseth 
his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it,"  Matt.  10:39. 

I  am  so  happy  this  morning  for  the  privilege  of  talking 
to  you,  and  as  I  do  I  can  see,  in  my  imagination,  young 
people  in  every  walk  of  life,  from 
the  poorest  to  the  richest  in  this 
world's  goods.  I  can  see  the  boy  and 
the  girl  with  the  one  talent  and 
the  one  with  ten.  It  is  to  these 
classes  that  we  want  to  talk  this 
month.  I  wish  I  might  use  page 
after  page  to  pour  out  my  heart  to 
you  just  the  way  I  feel,  but  there  is 
so  little  paper  these  days  to  send 
the  gospel  message  to  a  sinsick 
world. 

I  presume  that,  according  to  the 
circulation  we  have,  we  should  have 
at  least  150,000  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Will  every  read- 
er who  knows  how  to  pray  please 
pray  that  God  will  touch  the  hearts  of  those  who  are  in 
authority  and  help  them  to  cut  the  whiskey  and  tobacco 
ads,  the  nude  pictures  and  many  other  unnecessary  things 
that  we  find  in  the  press  today, 
and  give  the  gospel  a  chance  to 
go  forth  and  prepare  our  young 
people  both  to  live  and  to  die? 
The  boys  who  come  back 
from  this  awful  conflict  art 
going  to  need  to  know  how  to 
live  to  make  a  better  world,  and 
those  who  die  will  need  to  be 
ready  to  meet  God. 

We  are  going  to  talk  to  the 
first  class  today,  the  ones  who 
are  going  to  live  through  this 
war  and  after  it  is  over.  We 
especially  want  to  talk  to  the 
high  school  age,  many  of 
whom  are  drifting  along,  with 
the  thought,  Oh  well,  just  so  I 
pass  in  my  subjects,  just  so  I 
get  by,  that  is  all  I  need.  I  have 
my  eye  on  Johnie  Brown  or 
Mary  Jones,  as  the  case  may 
be.  We  expect  to  be  married 
soon  and  what  does  it  matter? 
The  girl  especially  thinks,  All 
I'll  have  to  do  is  keep  house 
and  rear  a  little  family.  Why 
do  I  need  to  prepare  myself  for 
this?  But  this  subject  belongs 
over  on  our  Happy  Home  Circle  page  and  we  will  deal  with 
that  another  time.  It  is  a  big  subject. 

The  first  thought  I  want  to  bring  to  you  is  that  of 
choice.  "Choose  ye  this  day  whom  you  will  serve."  Some 
of  you  are  standing  at  the  crossroads.  God  is  calling  and 
the  world  is  calling.  Many  voices  are  clamoring  for  admit- 
tance. Riches,  popularity,  fame  are  calling  with  loud 
voices,  "Come  this  way,"  but  there  is  a  still,  sweet,  gentle 
voice  calling,  "Come  with  me  and  I  will  make  you  a  bless- 
ing to  the  world."    Listen!    Can  you  hear  it? 

There  were  two  sons  in  the  Taylor  family  in  England. 
The  older  one  said  that  he  must  make  a  name  for  the 
family  and  he  turned  his  face  toward  Parliament  and 
honor.  But  Hudson  Taylor,  the  younger,  decided  to  give 
his  life  to  the  service  of  Christ,  and  so  turned  his  face 
toward  China.  Hudson  Taylor,  the  missionary,  died  be- 
loved and  known  on  every  continent.  "But,"  says  one, 
"when  I  looked  in  the  encyclopedia  to  see  what  the  other 
son  had  done,  I  found  these  words.  'The  brother  of  Hudson 
Taylor.'  "  Again  in  modern  history  has  been  lived  out  in 
our  modern  life  the  story  of  the  talents.  Build  a  life  upon 
the  foundation  of  self,  and  it  is  lost;  but  build  it  in  the 
service  of  men  and  to  the  glory  of  God  and  the  name  by 
which  that  life  is  identified  shall  abide. 

An  artist  was  painting  a  picture  which  he  hoped  to  ex- 
hibit at  the  Royal  Academy  of  England.  He  came  from  a 
gifted  family  and  was  making  a  name  for  himself.    His 


G1RANT    THAT    1    GO    SOMEWHERE 

A  YOUNG   PERSON'S   PRAYER 
P.  R.  Hayvoard 

Lord,   !  want  to  go  somewhere  in   life. 

Wilt  Thou  grant  me  the  courage  to  move  out  and  on 
from   where   I    am   to  where   I    ought   to   be? 

Save  me  from  being  contented  with  what  I  am  and 
with   what   I   have  done. 

Guide  me  into  some  new  and  undiscovered  country 
of  character. 

Set  my  feet,  O  God,  upon  the  path  of  knowledge  now 
unknown  to  me. 

Enable  me  to  set  out  upon  the  way  to  personal  powers, 
of  hand  and  heart  and  mind,  that  I  do  not  now  posses;. 

Start  me — not  tomorrow,  but  now,  I  pray  Thee — 
towards  a  ful!er  understanding  of  the  Way  of  Life  that 
I  find  in  Jesus  Christ. 

Stir  me  out  of  the  easy  chair  of  Today  for  the  long 
and  joyous  road  into  Tomorrow. 

So  grant  that   I   go  somewhere.    Amen. 

—Try. 


picture  was  called  "Homeless"  and  it  showed  a  womai 
struggling  through  the  storm  of  snow  and  sleet  with  i 
child  in  her  arms  which  she  was  shielding  as  best  sh 
could.  It  was  a  striking'  and  pathetic  picture,  and  th 
painter  was  putting  his  whole  soul  into  it. 

But  as  he  painted,  the  thought  came  to  him  that  th< 
picture  was  not  worth  putting  one's  whole  soul  into.  "Wh; 
don't  I  go  to  rescue  the  homeless,"  he  asked  himself,  "in 
stead  of  painting  pathetic  pictures  of  them?"  The  questioi 
stung  him.  He  turned  again  to  his  painting,  but  the  ide; 
would  not  leave  him.  He  finished  the  picture,  packed  uj 
his  easel  and  brushes,  and  went  out  to  help  the  Londot 
poor.  In  the  end  he  became  a  missionary  and  was  sen 
to  Agunda,  in  Africa,  where  he  became  the  Bishop  of  tha 
far-away  province — the  well-known  Bishop  Tucker. 

He  did  not  abandon  art  entirely.  He  painted  am 
sketched  whenever  he  could.  But  a  picture  to  him  was  onh 
a  picture.  Human  life  and  its  needs  were  the  real  thing: 
to  which  he  could  fully  consecrate  himself.  To  win  a  sou 
to  God  was  worth  more  than  to  hang  a  dozen  canvasses  a. 
the  Royal  Academy.  He  found  the  true,  the  satisfying  wa\ 
to  live. 

It  is  so  much  easier  just  to  paint  a  picture  of  a  thing 
than  to  do  it.  Any  girl  can  dream  about  being  great  anc 
heroic.  Nobility  of  character  is  no  trouble  to  think  about 

A  girl  can  hang  her  day  drearm 
on  the  walls  of  her  heart  with- 
out the  slightest  effort.  Bui 
they  are  only  pictures  after  all 
"Oh,  how  I  loved  my  darling 
mother!"  said  a  girl,  weeping 
over  her  mother's  sudden 
death.  Her  sad,  young  face  was 
a  picture  of  sorrow.  Yet  all  whc 
knew  the  household  knew  that 
the  mourner  had  never  lifted 
her  finger  to  help  her  mother 
do  the  work,  and  had  contin- 
ually disobeyed  her  wishes  in 
the  most  careless  way.  Her  pic- 
ture of  sorrow  was  only  a  pic- 
ture. There  was  no  reality  in  it. 
Pictures  are  lovely  things. 
When  they  are  added  to  the 
realities  of  life  they  are  well 
worth  while.  But  they  cannot 
take  the  place  of  realities.  It 
has  been  wittily  said  that  it  is 
a  fine  thing  to  build  castles  in 
Spain  if  the  builder  puts  foun- 
dations under  them.  To  paint 
the  homeless  and  then  go  out 
and  rescue  them  is  heroic  busi- 
ness. Youth  should  have  day 
dreams — and  then  go  out  and  make  them  real. 

Not  long  ago  I  was  talking  to  a  young  business  man 
about  studying  God's  Word  and  living  for  God.  He  said, 
"I  can't  find  the  time,  my  business  calls  for  all  of  my  time." 
He  said,  "You  are  called  to  give  your  time  and  talents  to 
that  kind  of  work,  but  I  am  in  business  and  do  not  have 
time  for  other  things."  God  has  been  good  to  this  young 
man.  He  has  everything  to  make  him  happy:  a  nice  home 
that  he  can  go  to  when  his  work  is  done;  plenty  to  eat; 
nice  clothes  to  wear,  and  yet  he  has  no  time  to  talk  to  God 
or  to  let  God  speak  to  him  through  His  precious  Word.  And 
yet  this  young  man  is  morally  good.  There  are  thousands 
of  business  men  today  who  are  enjoying  all  the  temporal 
blessing's  that  God  can  bestow  upon  them  and  they  are 
giving  neither  money  nor  service  to  Him. 

I  know  of  one  man  who  is  successful  in  business  and 
who  spends  much  time  in  the  Lord's  business  and  gives 
ninety-seven  per  cent  of  his  income  to  God  instead  of 
the  tenth.  The  more  he  gives,  the  more  he  succeeds. 

Young  man  or  woman,  God  has  a  plan  for  your  life.  If 
you  find  His  plan  and  follow  it  you  will  make  a  success  in 
life  whether  you  enter  the  full-time  service  for  Him  or 
whether  He  calls  you  to  a  business  career.  God  has  many 
k.mds  of  work  and  He  must  have  people  who  will  obey  the 
call.  But  He  never  calls  a  man  to  secular  work  that  there 
is  not  a  place  for  His  service  also.  The  first  commandment 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue j 
True  Shepherds  of  Israel 

"Go  .  .  .  to  the  lost  sheep  of  the 
house  of  Israel,"  Matthew  10:6. 

"Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto 
one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brethren, 
ye  have  done  it  unto  me,"  Matthew 
25:40. 

Dawn  of  that  same  Sunday  morn- 
ing had  found  Violet  Hamilton  upon 
her  knees  in  prayer,  on  the  roof  of  the 
little  Jewish  Mission  on  Delancey 
Street  in  the  heart  of  New  York's  vast 
Ghetto. 

She  had  scarcely  slept  all  night,  so 
intense  had  been  the  unseasonable 
heat.  In  her  small,  one-windowed 
room  on  the  top  floor  of  the  Mission 
not  a  breath  of  air  had  stirred.  With 
the  first  streaks  of  daylight,  therefore, 
she  had  donned  a  soft  negligee  and 
had  climbed  the  ladder  through  the 
skylight  to  the  roof.  Here  it  was 
slightly  better.  It  was  bearable  at 
least. 

The  gray  of  the  eastern  sky  was 
just  beginning  to  brighten  with  sun- 
rise tints  of  rose  and  gold  above  the 
East  River.  One  or  two  pale  stars  re- 
mained, and  the  thinnest  crescent  of 
a  moon. 

There  was  a  miniature  garden  on 
the  roof,  still  blossoming  with  late 
summer  flowers;  a  wicker  armchair 
stood  beside  it  on  a  Japanese  grass 
rug.  For  a  few  moments  Miss  Hamil- 
ton reclined  in  it,  gazing  upon  the 
scene  before  her  as  she  hummed 
softly  a  morning  hymn  of  praise. 

In  every  direction  rose  the  Ghetto 
tenements.  As  Miss  Hamilton  looked 
over  the  sea  of  roofs  and  realized  that 
thousands  of  sons  and  daughters  of 
Abraham  were  housed  wretchedly  be- 
neath them,  a  wave  of  pity  and  of 
longing  surged  over  her.  Her  heart 
was  heavy  with  sorrow  for  them. 
God's  own  Chosen  People!  To  whom 
He  had  so  graciously  appointed  her, 
a  Gentile,  His  ambassador! 

She  felt  suddenly  a  sense  of  utter 
futility.  Vast  flocks  of  lost  sheep  of 
the  House  of  Israel,  they  were  await- 
ing shepherding — and  who  was  she, 
violet  Hamilton,  helpless  and  weak, 
among  so  many? 

But  the  miracle  of  the  feeding  of 
cne  five  thousand  was  quickly  flashed 
upon  her  memory,  and  its  lesson  went 
straight  home.  She  would  bring  her 
f  fu  loaves  and  fishes— her  love 
ror  the  Master  and  her  devoted  zeal 
J5;  His  service— and  He  would  multi- 
nf.uhem  by  His  power  to  the  feeding 
01  this  Jewish  throng, 
snn  thus  with  all  humility,  in  the 
55    f£S  of  that  early  Sabbath  morn- 

s.  the   missionary   knelt   upon   the 
6S10n  housetop  in  prayer  for  Israel. 


ijong  ana  earnestly  sne  macte  inter- 
cession for  the  Jews  world-wide — for 
the  Jews  of  Palestine  and  Russia  and 
the  British  Isles — for  the  vast  hordes 
of  Jews  throughout  Central  Europe, 
and  all  over  the  United  States  and 
Canada — and  for  the  Jews  in  every 
other  land.  And  then  her  prayers  fo- 
cused upon  Israel  in  New  York  City. 

She  prayed  God's  blessing  upon  their 
little  Mission  and  its  venerable  and 
saintly  Hebrew  head,  and  upon  all 
who  labored  with  him,  both  the  rec- 
ognized workers  and  those  countless 
friends  who,  by  their  faithful  minis- 
try of  prayer  and  love  and  gift,  were 
holding  up  the  missionaries'  hands. 

And  then  she  prayed  for  the  pre- 
cious Jewish  souls  God  had  entrusted 
to  their  care — first  for  the  vast  multi- 
tudes of  Jews  who  were  personally  un- 
known; and  then  for  those  special 
ones  wnom  they  included  in  the  loving 
circle  of  their  Mission  family. 

She  prayed  for  all  who  had  come 
out  boldly  in  confession  of  Christ  as 
their  personal  Saviour,  and  were  in 
consequence  suffering  bitter  persecu- 
tion. She  prayed  next  for  the  many 
secret  believers  who,  although  they 
had  truly  received  Him  into  their 
hearts,  yet  lacked  the  courage  to  pro- 
claim His  name  before  men.  And  then 
she  prayed  for  the  scores  of  Jews 
among  whom  she  had  worked  so  pa- 
tiently for  years,  but  who  as  yet  were 
still  in  the  darkness  of  Judaism. 

And  then  finally,  with  intensest 
longing,  Violet  Hamilton  poured  out 
her  heart  to  God  in  supplication  for 
the  one  Hebrew  above  all  others  for 
whose  salvation  she  had  day  and 
night  been  burdened — the  beautiful 
little  Roumanian  Jewess,  Rachel  Ka- 
linsky.  Where  was  she  now?  the  mis- 
sionary wondered.  And  had  she  yet 
found  and  confessed  the  Lord  Christ 
Jesus  as  her  own  Messiah? 

She  had  never  seen  her  again  since 
that  terrible  day  in  her  pretty  little 
flat.  Oh,  why  had  she  ever  gone  there? 
Why  had  she  taken  such  a  dreadful 
risk?  She  had  suffered  agonies  of  re- 
morse because  of  it. 

But  she  must  have  more  faith!  God 
had  assuredly  led  her  there  and 
obediently  she  had  given  Rachel  His 
Word  which  He  Himself  had  promised 
would  not  return  unto  Him  void. 

Since  that  fateful  December  after- 
noon all  trace  of  Rachel  had  been 
completely  lost.  Miss  Hamilton  had 
felt  it  wiser  not  to  return  to  the  flat 
for  several  weeks.  And  when  she  did 
go  finally  one  morning — with  the  ut- 
most caution — and  knocked  upon  the 
door,  it  was  opened  by  a  stranger.  No, 
Mrs.  Klin-sky  not  live  there.  She  live 
there.  She  Mrs.  Zabrowsky.  No,  she 
not  know  Mrs.  Klin-sky.  She  not  know 
where  she  gone.  This  her  house  now. 
Yes,  it  looked  like  her  house.  The 
dirty,  untidy,  altogether  unlovely  flat 
resembled  its  new  mistress;  and  was 
as  far  removed  from  Rachel's  beauti- 
ful little  Eden  as  light  from  darkness. 

And  none  of  the  neighbors  knew 
where  the  little  bride  in  the  top  flat 
had  gone.  She  had  driven  off  in  a  taxi 
with  two  big  women  and  her  husband 
the  day  before  the  Christian  New 
Year.  And  when  she  went  she  was 
crying.  That  was  all  the  gossiping 
women  knew. 

All  subsequent  search  through  East 


oeconct  street  ana  tne  aajoining 
thoroughfare  had  been  fruitless.  Ra- 
chel Kalinsky  had  passed  out  of 
Violet  Hamilton's  life.  But  not  out  of 
her  prayers.  Faithfully,  day  and  night 
they  had  followed  her.  And  the  mis- 
sionary had  the  assurance  in  her 
heart  that  one  day  God  would  bring 
Rachel  Kalinsky  to  Himself. 

Never  had  her  burden  of  interces- 
sion for  Rachel'  been  so  intense  as  on 
this  Sunday  morning.  With  what  was 
a  very  agony  of  longing,  the  mission- 
ary pleaded  for  her  at  the  Throne  of 
Grace. 

The  sun  was  two  hours  high  before 
Miss  Hamilton  descended  to  her  room 
and  bathed  and  dressed.  She  prepared 
and  ate  her  simple  breakfast;  and 
then,  as  resident  missionary,  her  task 
it  was  to  prepare  the  little  Mission 
Hall  for  the  services  of  the  afternoon 
and  evening.  She  arranged  the  chairs 
and  hymn  books;  and  then  distributed 
in  vases  around  the  room  the  flowers 
sent  in  by  devoted  friends  of  the  Mis- 
sion from  their  suburban  gardens,  in 
thoughtful  remembrance  of  the  little 
children  of  the  flowerless  Ghetto 
tenements. 

And  then  came  the  appointment 
eagerly  awaited  throughout  the  week 
— Sunday  morning  service  in  Miss 
Hamilton's  own  church  uptown — the 
stately  old  Fifth  Avenue  Presbyterian, 
sacred  to  the  memory  of  the  godly  Dr. 
Jowett  and  other  notable  divines.  On 
this  October  morning  a  visiting 
clergyman  from  Australia  was  offici- 
ating. 

Following  the  reverent,  beautiful 
service,  Miss  Hamilton,  in  company 
with  a  fellow-missionary,  had  dinner 
in  a  little  kosher  restaurant  near  the 
Mission.  It  was  a  humble  repast  that 
day,  for  Mission  funds  were  low  just 
now.  Friends  of  the  Jewish  work  had 
been  away  on  their  summer  holi- 
days and  had  not  as  yet  resumed  their 
missionary  interests. 

And  after  dinner,  Delancey  Street 
again  and  the  Sunday  afternoon  Bible 
Hour  for  the  Jewish  children.  This 
was  under  Miss  Hamilton's  direction, 
and  no  hour  of  the  entire  week  did 
she  hold  more  precious,  as  she  gath- 
ered around  her  for  the  singing  of 
Christian  hymns  and  for  instruction 
in  the  Word  of  God,  thirty  to  forty 
little  sons  and  daughters  of  Abraham 
(Continued  on  page  17; 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Well,  a  month  has  gone  by  and  I 
wonder  how  you  are  getting  along 
with  your  new  resolutions.  Did  you  ask 
mother  and  daddy  to  tell  you  what  a 
resolution  is?  Below  is  a  poem  that 
we  want  you  to  study  closely  and  we 
want  you  to  resolve  every  morning  to 
get  up  with  a  smile  and  make  friends 
with  the  cat  and  dog,  your  brothers 
and  sisters  and,  of  course,  daddy  and 
mother,  for  they  need  your  smiles  to 
help  them  over  the  hard  places. 
Mother  works  hard  to  care  for  you  and 
daddy  must  make  the  money  to  pay 
for  your  food  and  clothes.  Now  don't 
you  think  they  need  your  smile?  How 
about  every  morning  putting  your 
arms  around  them  and  telling  them 
you  love  them  for  all  they  are  doing 
for  you.  We  hope  your  home  isn't  like 
the  one  pictured  on  page  eight.  Be 
sure  to  read  it  or  have  motner  and 
daddy  read  it  to  you.  The  story,  "You 
Can  Smile,"  tells  how  to  live  so  that 
you  can  smile.  The  last  story  tells 
what  you  will  do  if  you  have  Jesus  in 
your  heart. 

On  this  page  we  have  a  letter  from 
a  little  crippled  sister  of  yours.  Why 
not  write  to  her? 


MY  CONCLUSION 

Mrs.  Carrie  E.  McCulloch 

One  morn  I  felt  I'd  like  to  fuss, 

I  quarreled  with  Sue,  and  whined  at 

Gus, 
I  spanked  the  pup  and  teased  the  cat, 
I  slammed  the  door,  and  threw  my 

hat, 
I  pinched  the  baby,  made  her  cry 
And  wouldn't  tell  the  reason  why; 
And  when  I  chanced  to  look  around 
The  folks  all  wore  a  cranky  frown. 

This  morn  I  simply  sang  a  song 
As  from  my  room  I  came  along; 
The  puppy  barked  and  ran  to  me; 
The  pussy  jumped  upon  my  knee; 
And  Sue  gave  me  a  lovely  toy 
As  if  she  liked  to  see  this  boy. 
The  happiness,  oh,  don't  you  see, 
Of  everyone  depends  on  me? 


YOU  CAN  SMILE 

Pearlie  Fowler 

"Out  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart 
the  mouth  speaketh,"  Matt.  12:34. 

A  little  girl  was  asked  by  a  visitor 
at  her  home  why  she  could  smile  so, 
and  this  was  her  answer:  "Sir,  there 
are  three  reasons  why  I  can  smile.  One 
is  because  Jesus  is  in  my  heart.  The 
second  is  because  there  is  joy  in  my 
heart.  The  third  is  because  the  joy 
that  I  have  in  my  heart  just  must 


come  out." 

Yes,  she  spoke  a  lot  in  that  one  ex- 
planation. You  could  more  easily  un- 
derstand the  truth  of  this  testimony 
for  her  Savior  if  you  could  see  the 
child.  She  was  but  a  mite  and  very 
frail  as  well  as  a  great  sufferer,  yet 
through  it  all  the  smile  would  come 
upon  that  pinched  face  and  cheered 
the  hearts  of  the  members  of  the 
family.  Jesus  had  really  given  this  lit- 
tle one  a  smile  and  so  He  will  to  any- 
one who  comes  to  Him  in  simple  faith 
and  believes  that  He  is  the  Author  and 
Giver  of  eternal  life. 

She  liked  to  sing  and  to  put  actions 
to  her  songs.  One  of  her  favorites  was: 

"You  can  smile  when  you  can't  say  a 

word, 
You  can  smile  when  you  cannot  be 

heard, 
You  can  smile  when  it's  cloudy  or  fair, 
You  can  smile  any  time,  anywhere." 
— Gospel  Herald. 


quest.  Please  pray  that  my  daddy 
be  saved.  May  God  bless  your  \, 
is  my  prayer. — Joan  Gaines,  Rt 
Carnesville,  Ga. 

Joan,  why  don't  you  join  our  Ha 
Home  Circle? — Ed. 


Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

I  like  the  Lighted  Pathway  because 
each  time  I  read  it  I  think  about  good 
things.  I  enjoy  the  poem  page,  the 
stories,  children's  page,  Father's  and 
Mother's  page  and  every  page.  I  espe- 
cially enjoy  the  story  Rachel.  I 
haven't  missed  a  copy  since  it  started. 

I  am  nine  years  old  and  my  hobby 
is  reading  and  collecting  poems.  I 
have  my  scrapbook  almost  full  of 
poems  from  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way by  myself  since  I  first  started  to 
school;  before  then  my  mother  would 
read  it  to  me. 

I  enjoyed  the  paper  telling  about 
the  Bible  Training  School.  It  makes 
me  want  to  go  when  I  get  big. 

When  the  Lighted  Pathway  comes 
to  our  mail  box  each  month,  I  get  it 
and  steal  away  to  a  quiet  place  to 
read. — Rachel  Louise  Maner,  Rt.  5, 
Marietta,  Ga. 

NOTE:  Thank  you,  Rachel,  for  this 
nice  letter.  You  are  now  a  member  of 
the  Happy  Home  Circle  and  I'm  proud 
of  you.  I  hope  to  publish  one  or  two 
letters  on  this  page  each  time.  I'm 
glad  you  like  to  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  enjoy  it  so  much.  I  have  been 
wonderfully  blessed  by  reading  it.  I 
have  been  a  cripple  since  I  was  six 
years  old.  I  am  a  member  of  the 
church  but  I  don't  get  to  attend  serv- 
ice very  often.  But  I'm  glad  I  have  a 
friend  like  Jesus.  He  has  been  so  good 
to  me.  He  just  means  everything  to 
me.  I  want  you  and  all  the  saints  to 
pray  for  me.  I  also  have  a  special  re- 


BEING  FRIENDS 

"Oh,  Miss  Edgerton!"  Tommy 
in  such  a  hurry  to  tell  the  news  1 
he  ran  half  a  block  to  catch  up  v 
the  teacher  as  she  entered  the  scl 
yard  and  then  was  so  out  of  bre 
he  could  not  do  anything  but  spu 
for  a  minute. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  ]\ 
Edgerton,  and  she  waited  until  Tc 
my  calmed  down. 

"Denny  Collins  broke  his  leg!"  ci 
Tommy.  "He  got  knocked  down  b, 
car  yesterday,  and  they  put  his  leg 
a  cast,  and  he  has  to  stay  on  a  coi 
maybe  three  weeks!" 

"Oh,  poor  Denny!"  exclaimed  IV 
Edgerton,  while  the  other  child: 
added  what  they  had  heard  to  To 
my's  story. 

"He'll  have  to  stay  all  by  hims 
'cause  his  mother's  away  until  f 
o'clock,"  put  in  Annabel. 

"He  won't  have  a  chance  to  get  t 
prize,  will  he,  Miss  Edgerton?"  ask 
Peter  Lowe. 

"No,  I'm  afraid  not,"  Miss  Edgert 
answered.  "It's  too  bad,  for  Denny  1". 
worked  very  hard.  He  and  you,  Pet 
and  Lucy  have  stood  the  highest 
far." 

Peter  looked  at  Lucy  and  Lu 
looked  at  Peter.  They  said  nothing 
each  other.  Both  wanted  that  pri 
as  much  as  Denny  did.  It  was  a  mag 
zine  for  boys  and  girls,  to  be  given 
the  one  who  should  make  the  highe 
grade  for  the  term  in  arithmet: 
Peter  and  Lucy  were  about  even  the 
and  Denny  was  just  a  bit  ahead  i 
them.  But  if  Denny  had  to  miss  thr< 
weeks — 

"I  know  I  could  get  it!"  said  Pet< 
to  himself;  and,  "I  know  that  I  cou 
get  it!"  said  Lucy  to  herself.  Bi 
neither  of  them  said  anything  to  tr 
other.  Peter  couldn't  keep  from  thinl 
ing,  however,  about  how  dreadful 
would  be  to  have  to  stay  on  a  couc 
or  a  chair  for  three  weeks,  mostly  b 
yourself,  and  miss  the  prize,  too.  An 
Lucy  remembered  how  her  arm  ha 
hurt  the  time  she  fell  out  of  the  ham 
mock  and  broke  it.  "And  I'd  just  hat 
not  to  have  a  chance  to  win!" 

"Peter,"  said  Miss  Edgerton  in  th 
afternoon,  "will  you  gather  up  ai 
Denny's  books  and  things?  I'm  goini 
to  ask  you  to  take  them  to  him.  May 
be  he  can  study  at  home." 

"Yes,   ma'am,"   said   Peter,   "I'll   b 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


FATHER'S  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Home,  Sweet  Home 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

On  this  page  we  are  publishing  a 
letter  which  was  sent  in  for  publica- 
tion a  few  days  ago.  The  big  tears 
rolled  down  my  cheeks  as  I  read  it. 
This  is  not  a  rare  thing  to  happen  in 
our  beautiful  America.  We  hope  this 
paper  shall  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
mothers  and  fathers  all  over  the  coun- 
try who  are  guilty  of  neglecting  the 
souls  of  their  children.  It  means  much 
to  start  in  time  and  then  keep  it  up 
through  life  so  that  our  children  can 
say, .My  mother  and  daddy  did  their 
best  for  me.  If  I  am  lost,  they  are  not 
to  blame. 


A  DISAPPOINTED  SOLDIER 

His  Letter  to  a  Radio  Minister  About 

Home  Conditions 
Dear  Preacher: 

I  was  at  home  a  few  days  ago  on  a 
furlough  and  happened  to  hear  you 
preach  on  the  radio,  and  I  feel  that  I 
should  write  you  about  what  is  on 
my  heart,  for  I  think  that  I  will  be 
going  to  the  battlefields  within  a  few 
days  and  I  want  to  have  everything 
right  between  me  and  God  before  I  go. 
Preacher,  I  have  never  seen  you  and 
do  not  know  you  personally,  but  I  wish 
you  would  write  me  and  tell  me  ex- 
actly what  to  do  to  be  saved  and  ready 
to  meet  the  Lord  if  this  should  be  my 
time  to  go.  Also,  if  you  wish  to  read 
this  letter  over  the  air  you  may  do 
so,  for  it  may  help  some  mother  or 
father  to  wake  up  to  what  is  going  on. 
Perhaps  it  may  reach  my  own  mother 
and  help  her  to  see  what  she  should 
do. 

Now,  here  is  the  story.  When  I  went 
home  the  other  week,  I  went  with  a 
feeling  of  joy,  and  yet  there  was  a 
burden  on  my  heart.  I  knew  that  per- 
haps it  would  be  my  last  furlough 
home,  and  that  maybe  I  would  never 
see  my  folks  again,  for  I  know  that 
not  all  of  us  are  coming  back,  and  as 
yet  I  am  not  ready  to  die.  So  as  I 
went  home,  I  went  hoping  that 
Mother  and  Dad  would  help  me  to  get 
right  with  the  Lord.  I  knew  that  they 
had  never  been  very  religious,  but 
they  belonged  to  the  church  and 
claimed  to  be  Christians.  They  never 
had  family  prayers  and  did  not  seem 
to  care  much  about  the  real  spiritual 
work  of  the  church.  But  I  had  the  idea 
that  that  would  all  be  changed  now. 
Somehow,  Preacher,  I  felt  that  sure- 
ly this  war,  with  all  that  it  is  bringing, 
would  make  Mother  and  Dad  really 
live  for  the  Lord. 

So  I  went  home  hoping  that  they 
would  talk  to  me  about  being  a 
Christian,  and  that  they  would  try  to 


help  me  to  get  saved  and  ready  to 
meet  the  Lord.  I  went  home  thinking 
that  surely  my  Mother  was  interested 
in  the  spiritual  condition  of  her  son. 
I  have  always  thought  that  my 
Mother  was  the  finest  woman  in  the 
world  and  have  been  very  proud  of 
her.  So  I  told  myself  that  Mother  was 
praying  for  me  and  that  she- was  in- 
terested in  seeing  her  boy  saved, 
wnether  anyone  else  was  or  not. 

But  things  at  home  were  not  what 
I  had  expected  to  find  them.  I  think 
I  came  back  to  camp  the  most  dis- 
couraged boy  that  there  has  ever  been, 
for  when  I  got  home  everything 
seemed  to  be  just  about  as  usual. 
About  the  only  difference  that  I  could 
see  was  that  they  fussed  a  lot  about 
having  to  put  up  with  rationing  and 
because  they  could  not  buy  just  any- 
thing they  wanted  to  have.  As  far  as 
their  religious  life  is  concerned,  I 
think  they  must  be  farther  from  God 
than  they  have  ever  been.  Preacher, 
they  seem  to  be  asleep  to  what  this 
war  is  doing,  and  instead  of  waking  up 
and  getting  right  with  God,  they  seem 
to  be  getting  deeper  in  sin.  The 
mother  that  I  thought  would  pray 
with  me  and  help  me  to  be  saved, 
never  once  mentioned  religion  to  me. 
She  has  even  quit  going  to  Church 
with  the  excuse  that  they  do  not  have 
enough  gas  to  drive  to  Church.  I 
noticed  that  they  could  take  a  drive 
and  go  visiting  in  the  afternoons  on 
Sunday.  Anyway,  the  Church  is  not 
very  far  and  anyone  who  was  really 
interested  could  walk. 

Dad  is  all  wrapped  up  in  his  job.  Of 
course,  it  is  a  defense  job  but  he  does 
not  seem  to  care  much  about  the  de- 
fense end  of  it.  All  he  could  talk  about 
was  the  big  salary  he  was  getting,  and 
the  fact  that  their  local  union  was 
pressing  for  more  money.  One  day 
when  I  said  something  about  it  being 
the  biggest  salary  he  had  ever  gotten, 
he  said,  "Oh  well,  I  just  might  as  well 
get  my  part  out  of  this  war."  Preacher, 
I  believe  that  he  is  actually  glad  that 
the  war  is  going  on.  He  did  not  seem 
a  bit  interested  in  the  fact  that  the 
longer  the  war  goes  on  the  more  peo- 
ple will  lose  their  lives.  All  he  seemed 
to  care  about  was  his  pay. 

So  I  spent  my  entire  furlough  at 
home.  Time  and  again  I  would  bring 
up  the  subject  of  religion,  hoping  that 
Mother  or  Dad  would  talk  to  me  about 
my  soul.  Oh,  how  I  wanted  Mother  to 
pray  for  me  and  how  I  wanted  Dad  to 
talk  to  me.  Of  course,  I  had  never 
heard  Mother  pray,  and  Dad  had 
never  said  a  word  to  me  in  all  my 
life  about  my  soul,  but  I  thought  that 
surely  this  war  would  make  people 
turn  to  God.  But  the  full  time  of  my 
furlough  passed  and  they  had  not  said 
one  word. 

Then  came  the  day  when  I  had  to 
leave.  Preacher,  I  could  not  stand  it 
any  longer.  I  know  you  may  think  I 
am  a  fool,  but  I  broke  down  and  cried 
like  a  baby.  I  just  could  not  help  it.  It 
was  not  because  I  was  having  to  leave. 
I  did  not  mind  that  so  bad.  I  knew 
that  I  might  never  see  them  again.  I 
just  had  to  cry  to  think  that  my  own 
mother  and  dad  were  not  in  the  least 
interested  in  my  salvation. 


Jrreacner,  i  came  back  to  camp  de- 
termined by  the  help  of  God  to  get 
saved.  But  I  also  came  back  wonder- 
ing what  would  happen  to  Mother 
and  Dad  if  God  should  call  them  into 
the  judgment.  I  am  not  very  proud  of 
Mother  now.  I  see  that  she  is  more 
interested  in  her  clubs  and  visits  and 
clothes  than  she  is  in  the  salvation 
of  her  own  son.  And  one  day  when  I 
smelled  cigarette  smoke  on  her  breath, 
I  knew  that  Mother  was  just  as  badly 
in  need  of  someone  praying  for  her 
as  I  am. 

Now,  I  know  that  Dad  isn't  interest- 
ed in  his  son's  salvation.  Oh,  he  got  a 
kick  out  of  taking  me  around  and 
showing  the  men  of  the  community 
what  a  fine  looking  boy  he  had,  and 
all  of  that.  But,  Preacher,  Dad  does 
not  care  about  my  salvation.  He  is  too 
much  interested  in  making  a  dollar. 
I  even  caught  him  drinking  one  day 
in  a  beer  joint. 

I  know  this  is  a  long  letter  and  will 
take  some  of  your  precious  time,  but  I 
write  it  in  the  hope  that  you  may  be 
able  to  say  or  do  something  that  will 
wake  the  godless  fathers  and  mothers 
of  America  up  to  see  that  they  have 
boys  and  girls  who  need  to  be  saved 
and  that  they  should  help  them.  Tell 
the  mothers  wherever  you  can,  that 
for  God's  sake  and  for  the  sake  of 
their  boys,  they  should  get  right  with 
God  and  quit  this  foolish,  sinful  way 
in  which  they  are  going,  and  get  down 
to  business  in  praying  for  the  boys 
and  girls  of  this  nation.  Tell  the 
fathers  that  they  should  quit  their 
drinking  and  gambling  and  get  in- 
terested in  their  children  and  in  God's 
work  MORE  than  they  are  interested 
in  making  money.  Tell  the  young  girls 
(and  I  have  some  sisters)  to  quit  their 
smoking  and  dancing  and  petting, 
and  to  be  clean  Christians  so  that 
they  will  be  fit  to  marry  a  decent  man 
some  day  and  raise  a  family. 

Preacher,  keep  telling  them  the 
truth,  over  and  over  and  over  again, 
and  please  pray  for  my  lost  mother 
and  father  and  sisters,  and  write  me 
just  what  I  must  do  to  be  saved,  FOR 
I  WANT  TO  BE  A  REAL  CHRISTIAN 
AND  READY  TO  MEET  JESUS  EVEN 
IF  I  HAVE  TO  DIE  ON  THE  BATTLE- 
FIELD.— Signed  by  a  soldier. 

— David  P.  Denton,  Radio 
Minister. 


Books   and   Magazines   for   Parents 

Remember,  we  are  advocating  for 
study  "Mother's  Golden  Now,"  by 
David  C.  Cook,  Elgin,  111.  Price  25c. 
"The  Baby's  Mother,"  by  Standard 
Publishing  Company,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 
Price  50c  per  year. 

The  book,  "Child  Training  and  So- 
cial Evangelism,"  price  35c,  I  think 
would  be  a  blessing  to  you.  Order  from 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Parents  Magazine  can  be  bought  at 
your  bookstand  anywhere.  It  will 
prove  a  blessing  to  your  circle. 

Do  not  order  these  books  and  maga- 
zines from  me,  but  direct  from  the 
company.  We  would  appreciate  your 
mentioning  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
When  you  send  your  subscription  say, 
"I  saw  your  ad  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way." 


February,  1944 
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By  Elisabeth  Stansfield 


Out  of  Kentucky  have  come  two 
fighting  dreamers  who  have  touched 
the  life  of  Illinois  as  perhaps  have  no 
two  other  men  in  its  history.  They 
are  Peter  Cartwright,  the  circuit 
preacher,  and  Abranam  Lincoln,  the 
circuit  lawyer. 

In  1790  when  Cartwright  was  five 
years  old,  his  family  joined  the  thou- 
sands of  emigrants  moving  from  Vir- 
ginia to  Kentucky  on  pack  horses,  to 
escape  the  nostile  Indians  who  filled 
tne  almost  unbroken  wilderness  be- 
tween tne  two  states. 

Seven  years  later  at  Cane  Ridge, 
Kentucky,  a  meeting  was  called  Dy 
some  Presbyterian  ministers,  "at 
wnich  meeting  the  mignty  power  of 
God  was  displayed  in  a  very  extra- 
orcunary  manner."  Tne  meeting,  neld 
nignt  and  aay,  was  protracted  for 
weeKs.  Tnousands  came  in  from  far 
ana  near,  traveling  on  foot,  on  norse- 
baok,  in  carriages  and  wagons.  Minis- 
ters 01  dinerent  denominations  erect- 
ed stanas  in  tne  wooas  and  it  was  no 
unusual  tnmg  to  near  trom  one  to 
seven  preacners  at  tne  same  time, 
proclaiming  tne  gospel  and  exnorting 
tne  listeners,  numuermg  irom  twelve 
to  twenty-live  tnousand  peopie,  to  re- 
pentance. 

At  another  meeting  of  the  same 
kind  one  year  later,  .feter  Cartwrignt 
was  converted  wnen  sxxoeen  vears  oiu. 

'mat  Lincoln's  mauernal  ancestors 
were  lammar  witn  tnese  camp  meet- 
ings and  atoenoea  tnem  is  not  umiKe- 
ly,  ior  trie  iiernaon  Diograpny  recorus: 
'  iiie  Hanks  gins  were  great  at  camp 
meetings, "  ana  "Tne  HanKses  were  tne 
iineso  snouters  and  singers  in  tne 
country."  Bat  the  story  01  the  Eliz- 
aoeuitown,  t^entuciiy,  camp  meeting 
m  i«l)o,  Wiiere  iNancy  HanKs  and 
Tnomas  Lmooin  were  saiu  to  have 
been  tne  cniei  ceieorants,  is  still  tra- 
uioional. 

uut  ox  these  Kentucky  fastnesses, 
apuomieu  to  tne  oangamon  circuit  in 
ro-1,  came  re^ec  cariAvngnt — ngntnig 
Mctnoaiso,  ja^KSon  uemoorat,  a  ven- 
taole  dOnn  tne  isapwSo  crying  in  tne 
wiivieiness.  Bitter  opponenu  or  slavery, 
naang  wmSKy  ano  gamming,  Scouting 
at  lasiiionaule  aress  ana  jewehy, 
wnicn  ne  caned  "tne  superfluity  of 
naugntmess, "  ne  maue  nis  nonest  plea 
ior  "a  piain,  ola-rasnioned  prea^ner 
without  spaced  salary,"  and  ior  a 
cnurcn  witnout  'lnsurumenoal  music." 

Springiield,  whicn  was  tnen  tne  new 
seat  ox  government,  ne  describes  as 
having  '  a  tew  smoky,  hastily  built 
caoins,  and  one  or  two  very  little 
snanties,  called  'stores,'  and  with  tne 
exception  of  a  few  articles  of  neavy 
ware,  I  could  have  carried  at  a  few 
loaus  all  tney  nad  ior  sale  on  my 
back." 

At  this  time,  a  boy  of  fifteen  who 
had  crossed  tne  Ohio  River  from  Ken- 
tucky to  Indiana  witn  nis  parents  on  a 
rait  eight  years  before,  had  learned  to 
spell  from  "tne  old  Dyke  or  Dilworth," 
tne  same  spelling  book  that  Peter 
Cartwright  nad  used;  he  was  read- 
ing, as  Cartwright  was  reading,  the 
King    Version    of    the    Bible,    a    copy 


which  had  belonged  to  his  grand- 
father, Abraham  Lincoln,  who  had 
been  killed  in  Kentucky  by  an  Indian 
in  1786;  he  had  followed,  as  no  doubt 
Cartwright,  a  true  Wesleyan,  must 
have  done,  that  story  of  the  Bedford 
tinker,  "The  Pilgrim's  Progress,"  which 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  has  called, 
"the  Divina  Commedia  of  Protestant- 
ism." 

In  1830  the  celebrated  camp  meet- 
ing was  held  in  Sangamon  County. 
That  year,  Thomas  Lincoln,  the  divine 
fire  of  the  pioneer  in  his  eyes,  was 
looking  beyond  Indiana  to  Illinois. 
From  the  red  clay  of  Indiana  to  the 
black  mud  of  Illinois,  they  made  the 
arduous  journey  with  an  ox  team, 
fording  creeks  and  rivers,  and  settling 
near  Decatur. 

In  1837,  Cartwright  was  again  trav- 
eling the  Sangamon  Circuit,  and  Lin- 
coln, in  his  twenty-eighth  year,  rode 
in  to  Springfield  from  New  Salem  on 
a  borrowed  horse,  with  no  earthly  pos- 
sessions save  a  pair  of  saddlebags  con- 
taining a  few  books  and  some  clothes, 
and  seven  dollars  in  his  pocket. 
Springfield,  a  town  of  fifteen  hun- 
dred inhabitants,  was  now  the  capi- 
tal city.  Lincoln,  as  a  member  of  tne 
legislature,  had  been  largely  respon- 
sible for  the  removal  of  the  capital 
from  Vandalia. 

Peter  Cartwright,  equipped  only 
with  his  pocket  Bible,  the  hymn  book, 
and  discipline,  rode  his  colorful  way 
on  his  appointed  circuit,  rescuing  sin- 
ners. 

And,  on  the  old  Eighth  Judicial  Cir- 
cuit, Abraham  Lincoln,  equipped  with 
a  knowledge  of  Chitty  on  pleading, 
and  a  far  deeper  knowledge  of  men 
that  no  books  could  ever  give  him, 
made  his  way  over  the  muddy  roads, 
traveled  no  doubt  by  Cartwright  be- 
fore him,  his  heart  filled  with  that 
unconquerable  hatred  of  slavery 
which  "ran  the  iron  into  him"  as  a 
youth  of  nineteen  in  New  Orleans. 

Each,  on  his  circuit,  was  preaching 
in  his  own  way  the  gospel  of  man's 
right  to  freedom  from  the  bondage 
of  sin  and  slavery. 

In  1846,  the  paths  of  these  two  met 
in  the  political  arena  of  Illinois  where 
Cartwright  had  once  defeated  Lincoln 
for  the  legislature,  by  a  small  majori- 


ty, in  a  Jacksonian  stronghold.  Cart- 
wright, the  Democratic  candidate  for 
Congress,  was  running  against  Lin- 
coln, the  Whig.  Political  mud,  not  un- 
like tne  black,  sticky  mud  oi  the  old 
circuit,  was  flung  by  Cartwright's 
men. 

Cartwright  remembered  the  cam- 
paign witn  no  little  cnagrin  in  later 
years.  He  made  no  reference  to  it  in 
nis  autobiography  publisned  in  1856, 
and  througnout  its  more  than  five 
hundred  pages  there  is  no  mention  of 
Lincoln's  name.  When  questioned 
years  after  regarding  tne  omission,  he 
stated  that  Lincoln  at  that  time  had 
not  yet  attained  national  prominence, 
but  tnat  his  principal  reason  for  omit- 
ting all  reference  to  the  campaign  was 
tnat  ne  considered  his  political  ven- 
tures as  tne  most  unsatisfactory  pe- 
riod of  his  eventful  life.  "That  1846 
campaign,"  he  added,  "cured  me  of  all 
political  hankerings  for  office,  and 
I  hope  the  good  Lord  will  forever  save 
me  from  getting  any  more  political 
bees  in  my  bonnet." 

It  was  during  this  campaign  that 
Lincoln,  having  spoken  one  afternoon 
in  the  same  town  wnere  Cartwright 
was  holding  a  meeting,  attended  tnat 
night,  in  spite  of  the  warnings  of  his 
friends,  a  service  where  Cartwright 
preached  one  of  his  characteristic 
sermons.  At  its  close  he  said,  "All  who 
desire  to  lead  a  new  life,  to  give  their 
hearts  to  God,  and  go  to  heaven,  will 
stand."  Most  of  the  listeners  arose. 
And  Cartwright  continued,  "All  who 
do  not  wish  to  go  to  hell  will  stand." 
The  rest  of  the  listeners  arose —  ex- 
cept Lincoln.  And  Cartwright,  having 
observed  Lincoln's  presence,  said  that 
he  was  surprised  to  see  Lincoln  sitting 
there  unmoved  either  by  the  desire 
to  go  to  heaven  or  the  wish  to  escape 
hell.  "May  I  inquire  of  you,  Mr.  Lin- 
coln, where  you  are  going?"  Slowly 
Lincoln  arose  and  said: 

"I  came  here  as  a  respectful  listen- 
er. I  did  not  know  that  I  was  to  be 
singled  out  by  Brother  Cartwright.  I 
believe  in  treating  religious  matters 
with  due  solemnity.  I  admit  that  the 
questions  propounded  by  Brother 
Cartwright  are  of  great  importance.  I 
did  not  feel  called  upon  to  answer  as 
the  rest  did.  Brother  Cartwright  asks 
me  directly  wnere  I  am  going.  I  desire 
to  rely  with  equal  directness.  I  am  go- 
ing to  Congress." 

And  Lincoln  went  to  Congress  with 
a  majority  of  over  fifteen  hundred 
votes. 

Tnirteen  years  later,  the  paths  of 
Cartwright  and  Lincoln  met  again  in 
a  tragic  manner,  Lincoln  to  defend 
the  grandson  of  the  old  preacher  on  a 
charge  of  murder.  Lincoln's  plea  to 
the  jury  resulted  in  the  acquittal  of 
Cartwright's  grandson. 

During  the  winter  of  1862  Cart- 
wright, in  his  seventy-seventh  year, 
was  lecturing  in  the  principal  cities 
in  the  East.  At  a  dinner  given  in  his 
honor  by  James  H.  Harper,  senior 
member  of  Harper  &  Brothers,  pub- 
lishers, in  New  York  City,  he  was 
amazed  and  indignant  at  the  criti- 
cisms of  President  Lincoln  by  the  en- 
tire company  whose  "consciences  were 
choked  with  cotton  and  cankered  with 
gold."  All  the  hot  blood  of  the  old 
circuit  rider  rose  in  protest,  and  the 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Some  Things  About  Wa 


By  Edward  T.  Martin  in  Kind  Words 


George  Washington  was  great, 
physically  as  well  as  mentally.  Only 
one  of  the  twenty-eight  presidents  of 
our  country  has  been  taller  than  he 
and  none  heavier  in  weight.  Lincoln, 
who  stood  in  his  stocking  feet  six  feet 
four  inches  against  Washington's  six 
feet  two  and  a  half,  was  the  taller,  but 
Washington  being  of  a  heavier  build, 
must  have  weighed  more.  He  was  not 
only  great  in  body,  but  in  mind  also. 

Sixty  or  seventy  years  ago  many 
more  anecdotes  were  told  the  children 
about  him  than  are  heard  today,  be- 
cause persons  were  living  in  1850  who 
saw  and  even  shook  hands  with  the 
General  when  he  was  president. 

The  first  stories  we  heard  were  of 
his  boyhood  days,  how  no  tree  was  too 
tall  for  him  to  climb,  no  horse  too 
wild  for  him  to  ride. 

Then  there  was  the  Natural  Bridge 
incident — how  Washington  cut  steps 
in  the  walls  supporting  the  bridge  and 
carved  his  name  in  the  soft  limestone 
with  a  common  pocket  knife  high 
above  all  others  and  that  for  many 
years  the  boys  of  Virginia  tried  in 
vain  to  surpass  his  achievement; 
then  came  a  boy  who  succeeded  but 
lost  his  nerve  at  the  end  and  almost 
his  life. 

His  name  stood  there  and  probably 
is  there  yet,  a  rude  scrawl,  above  that 
of  the  immortal  George,  illegible  from 
the  ground  except  through  a  pair  of 
strong  glasses.  "It's  there,"  a  boy  told 
me  among  others  of  his  schoolmates 
on  his  return  from  the  bridge.  "It's 
there,  for  I  saw  it  myself  and  the  story 
is  true." 

The  story  is  that  several  boys  were 
gathered  at  the  foot  of  the  wall  daring 
one  another  to  see  who  could  go  the 
highest.  Finally  a  quick  boy  who  had 
said  but  little  spoke:  "It  isn't  such  a 
great  thing.  I  believe  I  could  go  high- 
er myself  than  Washington  did  if  I 
had  a  mind  to." 

The  others  jeered  at  him  and 
bluffed  him  into  making  the  attempt, 
but  a  little  later,  fearing  their  taunts 
would  cost  him  his  life,  were  doing 
their  best  to  save  him.  Step  by  step 
he  gained.  Now  he  was  half  way,  now 
abreast  the  name  George  Washington, 
now  above  it.  The  blade  of  his  knife 
was  badly  worn,  still  enough  re- 
mained so  he  could  carve  his  own 
name  several  feet  above  that  of 
Washington.  This  done,  he  looked 
down  in  triumph  at  his  friends  and 
that  look  was  nearly  his  undoing.  The 
earth  seemed  so  far  below  he  lost 
courage,  became  dizzy  and  almost  fell. 
"Look  up!  Look  up!"  some  men  who 
had  gathered  on  the  bridge  shouted. 
'Don't  look  down.  Look  up!"  That  was 
good  advice  under  any  circumstances 
and  the  boy  heeded  it.  When  his  feet 
could  not  find  the  notches  by  which 
£e  climbed,  he  saw  the  only  thing  to 
"e  done  was  to  cut  more  notches  and 
go  higher  until  he  reached  the  top 
when  he  knew  the  men  would  help 
n'm  to  the  bridge.  He  was  making 
pod  headway  until  the  knife  dropped 
pom  his  tired  hand  and  went  clatter- 
ing to  the  rocks  below.  He  turned  his 


head  to  see,  but  the  same  voice  called, 
"Don't  look  down!  Look  up!  A  man 
has  gone  for  a  long  rope  and  if  you 
will  only  hold  fast  we  will  save  you." 

Everything  was  growing  black  be- 
fore him.  It  seemed  his  hold  must 
loosen;  -that  he  must  fall.  He  closed 
his  eyes  and  waited  for  the  end.  A 
shout  aroused  him.  He  looked  up  this 
time  and  saw  hanging  over  his  head 
a  noosed  rope.  He  slipped  the  noose 
under  his  arms  and  fainted.  When  he 
came  to  he  was  lying  on  the  bridge, 
one  man  pouring  water  in  his  face, 
others  fanning  him  with  their  hats. 

The  moral  to  this  story,  for  in  those 
days  there  was  a  moral  to  every  story, 
was,  "It  is  not  safe  to  imitate  a  great 
man  in  everything." 

Perhaps,  "Always  look  for  help  from 
above,"  would  be  a  better  one. 

Another  thing  they  told  us  of  Wash- 
ington was  the  part  he  took  in  saving 
the  remnant  of  Braddock's  army  from 
being  destroyed  by  the  French  and 
Indians. 

Although  only  a  young  man,  he  was 
in   command   of  a   body   of   Virginia 


WASHINGTON'S  SAYJNGS 

Be  courteous  to  all,  but  intimate 
with  few. 

Speak  not  evil  of  the  absent,  for  it 
is  unjust. 

There  is  no  experience  equal  to  that 
which  is  bought. 

The  best  and  only  safe  way  to  hon- 
or, glory  and  true  dignity  is  justice. 

It  is  much  easier  at  all  time  to  pre- 
vent an  evil  than  to  rectify  mistakes. 

Undertake  not  what  you  cannot 
perform,  but  be  careful  to  keep  your 
promise. 

Nothing  but  harmony,  honesty,  in- 
dustry and  frugality  are  necessary  to 
make  us  a  great  nation. 

The  welfare  of  our  country  is  the 
great  object  to  which  our  cares  and 
efforts  ought  to  be  directed. 


February,  1944 


Colonials,  all  experienced  Indian 
fighters,  when  the  English  regulars 
marched  into  the  wilderness  like  they 
were  going  to  a  picnic,  with  bands 
playing  and  drums  beating.  Washing- 
ton begged  the  General  to  use  more 
caution,  to  have  his  men  make  less 
noise,  to  send  out  scouts  ahead  and  on 
both  flanks,  lest  the  army  fall  into  an 
ambuscade  which  the  Indians  were 
sure  to  set  for  'it,  then  when  the  red- 
coats walked  into  the  trap  he  urged 
Braddock  to  command  them  to  seek 
shelter  and  fight  the  savages  after 
their  own  fashion  from  behind  rocks 
and  trees. 

The  English  method  was  to  hold  the 
musket  at  the  hip  and  fire  by  platoons 
in  the  general  direction  of  the  enemy 
instead  of  from  the  shoulder  with 
careful  aim.  The  one  being  largely  a 
matter  of  luck,  the  other  entirely  of 
skill,  but  when  Washington  made  the 
suggestion  he  was  jeered  at  and 
snubbed,  also  informed  that  what  was 
a  good  enough  way  on  the  battlefields 
of  Europe  should  be  sufficient  to  pre- 
vail against  a  lot  of  painted  savages 
and  their  French  allies. 

It  wasn't,  though,  and  soon  the 
English  army  was  routed  and  its  Gen- 
eral dead;  then  Washington,  with  his 
Virginia  riflemen  and  those  of  the 
regulars  who  were  left,  fought  Indian 
fashion  and  saved  many  that  other- 
wise would  have  fallen. 

Washington,  on  his  great  war  horse, 
was  a  conspicuous  figure,  the  target 
for  many  a  bullet,  one  Indian  warrior 
telling  after  peace  came  how  he  shot 
six  or  seven  times  at  the  Virginia  of- 
ficer without  hitting  him,  although 
the  distance  was  short  and  the  brave 
a  good  shot,  as  far  as  Indians  go. 

A  like  thing  happened  at  the  battle 
of  Monmouth  in  Jersey  during  the 
war  for  Independence.  The  American 
troops  broke  and  were  on  the  point  of 
being  routed  when  Washington 
spurred  the  great  white  horse  toward 
the  retreating  Continentals  and  the 
advancing  English,  calling  on  his  men 
to  rally. 

The  air  was  full  of  bullets.  An  offi- 
cer telling  of  it,  said:  "I  was  afraid 
to  look.  It  appeared  certain  the  Gen- 
eral could  not  escape,  and  with  him 
dead,  what  would  become  of  the  cause 
for  Independence?"  But  Washington 
did  not  fall.  His  troops  rallied  and 
held  the  enemy  in  check,  he  being 
persuaded  to  take  a  less  exposed  po- 
sition. 

These  incidents  show,  "There  is  a 
Divinity  that  shapes  our  ends."  That 
the  Great  Creator  had  important  work 
for  the  American  to  do  and  turned 
aside  the  bullets  of  red-skins  and  red- 
coats alike  that  they  harmed  him  not. 

The  secret  of  a  successful  life  lies 
in  the  words  of  Washington  contained 
in  his  farewell  address  to  Congress. 

"Two  things  lead  to  prosperity;  reli- 
gion and  morality.  Observe  good  faith 
and  justice,  cultivate  peace  and  har- 
mony with  all." 

His  farewell  words  lie  deep  in  the 
hearts  of  the  American  people.  He  also 
said,  "All  that  I  am  I  owe  to  my 
mother."  This  mother  trained  her  son 
in  the  way  he  should  go  and  inspired 
him  by  her  example  to  make  the  way 
of  goodness  the  path  to  glory. — 
Selected. 
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THE  FSRST  DRINK 

Two  boys  stopped  in  front  of  a  sa- 
loon, and  an  old  man  standing  near 
listened  to  what  they  said. 

"Let's  go  in  and  take  a  drink,"  said 
one  of  them. 

"I — I  don't  think  we'd  better,"  said 
his  companion.  "My  father's  terribly 
opposed  to  saloons.  I  don't  know  what 
he'd  say  if  he  knew  I'd  been  in  one 
and  drank  liquor  there." 

"Just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  you 
know,"  urged  his  friend.  "Of  course, 
we'll  quit  with  one  drink.  There  could 
not  be  any  harm  in  that." 

"My  boys,"  said  the  old  man,  com- 
ing up  to  them,  "you  don't  know  what 
you  are  talking  about.  If  you  go  in 
there  and  take  one  drink  you  are  not 
sure  of  stopping  there.  The  chances 
are  that  you  won't,  for  I  tell  you — and 
I  know  what  I'm  talking  about  by  a 
bitter  experience — there's  a  fascina- 
tion about  liquor  that  it  takes  a  strong 
will  to  resist  after  the  first  taste  of  it. 
Take  the  first  drink,  and  the  way  of 
the  drunkard  is  open  before  you.  Only 
those  who  leave  liquor  alone  are  safe. 
I  know,  for  I've  been  a  drunkard  a 
good  many  years.  I  expect  to  be  one 
till  I  die.  I  began  by  taking  a  drink 
just  as  you  propose  to — but  I  didn't 
stop  there,  you  see.  Take  the  advice 
of  a  poor  old  wreck,  and  that  is,  never 
take  the  first  drink." 

"You're  right,"  said  the  boy  who 
had  proposed  to  visit  the  saloon.  "I 
thank  you  for  your  good  advice,  sir. 
I  say,  Tom,  let's  promise  each  other 
never  to  take  the  first  drink." 

"All  right,"  said  Tom,  and  the  boys 
clasped  hands  on  their  pledge. 

"That's  a  good  temperance  society 
to  belong  to,"  said  the  old  man.  "I 
wish  I'd  joined  one  like  it  when  I  was 
a  boy." — Eben  E.  Rexford,  in  Youth's 
Temperance  Evangel. 


"THE  TRASL  OF  THE  SERPENT" 

It  was  a  little  farmhouse  nestled 
down  among  the  hills.  It  would  have 
been  a  pretty  place  if  there  had  not 
been  a  look  about  it  of  neglect  and 
decay.  The  hills  were  bright  with  sun- 
shine or  charming  with  wierdly  shift- 
ing shadows.  Oh  yes,  but  for  "the 
trail  of  the  serpent,"  it  might  have 
been  a  pretty  and  happy  home. 

A  little  girl,  not  more  than  seven 
years  old,  stood  on  the  doorstep.  She 
wore  a  tattered  calico  dress  and  old 
boots  that  might  have  been  her  moth- 
er's. Her  eyes  were  blue,  and  a  mass  of 
golden  brown  hair  lay  uncombed  over 
her  shoulders.  You  would  have  called 
her  pretty,  only  her  face  was  so  thin 
and  sad.  She  held  a  few  wet  sticks  in 
her  arms,  and  gazed  with  tear- 
dimmed  eyes  down  the  rough  road 
that  led  over  the  hills  to  the  village. 

"The  doctor  is  coming,"  she  said, 
after  a  while.  "I  can  see  his  gig  and 
the  gray  horse."  Then  she  opened  the 
door  and  went  into  the  house. 

The  doctor  drove  up,  tied  his  horse 
to  a  tree,  and  went  in.  The  child  that 
we  saw  at  the  door  was  putting  the 
wet  sticks  into  an  old,  cracked  stove 
that  puffed  and  smoked,  but  gave  no 
heat.  In  one  corner  of  the  room  was  a 
low  bed  with  ragged  covers,  on  which 


a  pale  woman  lay  with  half-shut  eyes, 
a  little  baby  on  her  breast. 

The  doctor  went  straight  to  the  bed, 
and,  taking  one  of  the  sick  woman's 
hands  in  his,  placed  his  fingers  on  her 
wrist. 

He  had  been  there  before  and  had 
left  his  patient  a  few  days  ago,  as  he 
hoped,  in  a  fair  way  of  recovery.  Turn- 
ing to  the  child,  he  said  sharply, 
"Elsie,  where  is  your  father?" 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said,  "he  has 
not  been  home  in  three  days." 

"Who  takes  care  of  your  mother 
and  the  baby?" 

"I  do  the  best  I  can,  sir," — a  great 
sob  almost  choked  her — "but  since 
Mamma  does  not  speak  I  do  not  know 
what  to  do." 

"What  do  you  give  her  to  eat?" 

"She  told  me  to  make  some  gruel; 
and  she  ate  some,  and  I  ate  some,  too; 
but  the  flour  is  all  gone,  and  we  have 
had  nothing  today." 

"Is  it  possible,"  he  cried,  "you  are 
starving!" 

"Yes,  sir," — the  tears  began  to  flow 
— "the  baby  cried  this  morning,  but 
she  has  been  still  since,  and  Mamma 
has  not  spoken.  I  think  they  are 
asleep,  but  I  am  very  cold  and  hun- 
gry." 

"No  fire  and  no  fuel!"  said  the  doc- 
tor, examining  the  smoking  stove. 

He  went  back  to  the  bed  and  took 
the  baby  up.  "Dead,"  he  said,  as  he 
laid  it  back.  Then  he  took  a  cup  and 
a  little  water,  and,  pouring  something 
from  a  vial  which  he  took  from  his 
pocket,  he  put  it  to  the  woman's  lips. 
"Too  late!"  he  said,  "she  can't  swal- 
low." 

Just  then  a  woman  with  a  shawl 
over  her  head  opened  the  door.  She 
had  come  from  a  farmhouse  half  a 
mile  away. 

"I  felt  uneasy,"  she  said,  coming 
forward,  "and  thought  I  would  run 
over  and  see  how  Mrs.  Wells  is  get- 
ting along." 

"Look!"  cried  the  doctor,  "here's  a 
sight  which  you  have  never  seen  be- 
fore. And  the  brute  whom  this  woman 
called  husband,  and  the  father  of 
these  children  is  doubtless  drunk  at 
the  saloon  over  there."  He  threw  out 
his  hand  with  a  gesture  towards  the 
village; 

Mrs.  Allen  cast  a  look  on  the  bed 
and  comprehended  the  situation. 
"Merciful  God!"  she  cried,  "must  such 
things  be?  Is  it  possible  these  saloon- 
keepers will  take  the  bread  from  a 
starving  mother  and  children?  But, 
doctor,  who  licenses  these  men?  They 
say  they  are  doing  a  lawful  business — 
that  their  license  fees  help  to  support 
the  government,  to  increase  the  school 
fund,  to  make  our  roads,  and  build  our 
bridges." 

The  doctor's  face  grew  crimson. 
"Here's  work  for  you,"  he  cried.  "This 
child  must  be  fed  or  she  will  go  with 
her  mother."  He  took  little  Elsie  from 
the  floor  where  she  had  thrown  her- 
self in  a  passion  of  tears. 

Mrs.  Allen  saw  that  she  had  started 
a  subject  on  which  the  doctor  did  not 
wish  to  converse,  and  wisely  said  no 
more,  but  set  herself  to  search  the 
closet    for    something    eatable.    "The 


Lord  have  mercy!"  she  cried,  "there 
is  nothing,  not  a  crumb  here!  I  must 
go  home  and  get  things." 

"Yes,  yes!"  cried  the  doctor,  "jump 
into  my  gig.  Old  Gray  is  steady,  but 
don't  be  afraid  to  let  him  go  quick.  I 
will  stay  with  the  dying  woman.  She 
will  not  last  till  you  get  back." 

I  need  not  continue  the  story.  Im- 
agination will  supply  what  follows — 
a  pauper  funeral,  a  besotted,  half- 
crazed  mourner,  who  is  sober  enough 
to  realize  in  some  degree  the  awful 
ruin  which  he  has  brought  on  him- 
self and  all  that  were  dear  to  him.  He 
feels  an  impulse  to  struggle  with  his 
fate,  to  break  his  chains  and  escape, 
but  despair  paralyzes  him.  He  knows 
he  will  be  tempted,  and  he  cannot  re- 
sist temptation,  so  he  must  drift  on, 
on,  on  to  perdition.  The  helpless  little 
one  that  clings  to  his  hand  in  her 
heart-broken  misery  and  destitution 
cannot  save  him.  While  the  door  of 
that  saloon  stands  open,  he  will  go 
in,  leaving  her  to  perish  as  her  mother 
has  perished. 

This  is  no  fancy  sketch,  no  exagger- 
ated picture.  It  is  indeed  but  a  faint 
glimpse  of  the  horrors  of  the  drunk- 
ard's home.  And  there  are  thousands 
in  our  land! 

But  who  is  responsible  for  this 
drunkard-making  business?  Not  the 
liquor  seller  alone.  He  who  helps  him 
to  a  license  shares  his  guilt. 


SHUT-SN  CORNER 
A  Lesson  in  Courage 

Charles  Newman  Hodge 

It  really  isn't  bad  to  be  an  invalid; 
The  Master  had  a  reason  when  He 
planned. 
So  with   a   smile   I   bear  my   lonely 
cross — 
Why    ponder    things    so    hard    to 
understand? 

And    one    must    always    keep    from 
thinking 
That    he,    perhaps,    is    in    some- 
body's way; 
And  always  try  to  wear  a  sunny  smile, 
Then  you'll  have  sunshine  in  your 
heart  when  skies  are  gray. 

A  lesson   I   would  like   to   have  you 
learn, 
Something  that  I  know  a  lot  about: 
If  you  can  take  the  knocks  and  keep 
your  courage, 
You  may  be  down,  my  friend,  but 
never  out! 

If  you  come  through  the  storm  and 
never  falter, 
You'll    find   that   life    can   still   be 
pretty  grand. 
It  really  isn't  bad  to  be  an  invalid; 
The  Master  had  a  reason  when  He 
planned. 

Names  and  Addresses 

We  are  giving  names  of  a  few  of  our 
shut-in  friends.  Will  you  not  write  to 
them  a  cheery  letter? 

Mrs.  Lois  Sharp,  P.  O.  Box  491, 
Marion,  Va. 

Mrs.  Vivian  Bankston,  Route  1,  Box 
102,  Independence,  La. 

Mrs.  M.  L.  Humsucker  102  North 
Maple  St.,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Lula  Davis,  Rt.  1,  Murraysville,  Ga. 
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A  TRIP   INTO  THE  TROPICAL 

WILDS  OF  SOUTHERN 

MEXICO 

By  J.  W.  Archer 

Now  wasn't  that  a  delicious  meal? 
Fried  chicken  (polio) ,  chicken  in 
mole,  fried  potatoes,  fish  caught  out 
of  the  near-by  river,  a  well-flavored 
soup,  rice,  beans,  and  pineapple  and 
bananas  for  dessert.  And  poor  as  they 
are,  we  had  it  served  in  courses.  Of 
course,  they  do  not  always  live  this 
well.  They  have  spent  a  week's  income 
to  get  this  meal  ready  for  us.  I  know 
that  often  these  several  little  orphan 
children  you  see  here,  whom  Ruben 
has  picked  up  to  care  for,  do  not  have 
enough  to  eat.  Ruben,  who  has  had 
but  one  child,  and  it  died  a  month 
after  the  death  of  his  wife,  has  reared 
to  young  manhood  five  or  six  boys 
like  these  little  fellows.  And  all  but 
one  of  them  are  now  preachers.  That 
speaks  well  for  the  life  and  influence 
he  has  lived  before  them. 

It  it  getting  dark,  but  one  hardly 
notices  it,  as  we  have  a  full  tropical 
moon  tonight.  See  the  folks  coming  in 
on  horse,  burrows,  ox  carts,  and  afoot. 
Some  of  them  are  from  ten  miles  back 
in  the  forests.  They  will  return  home 
tonight  after  service,  or  sleep  on  the 
hard  benches  of  the  church  and  leave 
early  in  the  morning.  It  will  be  easy 
traveling  tonight,  but  I  have  passed 
over  these  trails  after  midnight, 
when  it  was  so  dark  one  could  not  see 
his  own  horse,  just  seemed  to  be  bounc- 
ing along  in  the  air.  Many  people  have 
been  killed  and  robbed  on  these  trails. 
A  year  ago  the  two  brothers  of  one 
of  our  lady  pastors  were  killed.  Just 
a  couple  of  weeks  ago  they  ambushed 
and  killed  one  of  our  best  members 
here  as  he  reached  home  after 
church.  Then  they  came  over  here  to 
the  church  and  shot  off  over  twenty 
shots,  just  to  let  us  know  the  killing 
was  religious  persecution. 

They  are  ready  for  us  to  march  in 
now.  That  song  they  are  singing  as 
we  march  to  the  platform  is  their 
welcome  song.  It  would  be  unforgiv- 
able to  have  respected  visitors  enter 
the  churcn  and  them  not  sing  the 
welcome  song  for  us.  They  will,  no 
doubt,  sing  it  again  when  we  are 
formerly  introduced.  Look  at  that  sea 
of  dark,  upturned  faces.  No  doubt 
some  of  you  have  seen  the  same  in 
visions  when  God  called  you  to  the 
mission  field.  Often  such  visions  ac- 
tually come  true  in  a  later  experience 
like  this  one  on  the  mission  field. 

Now,  young  folks,  I  know  it  is  fun 
and  romantic  to  remain  out  here  in 
these  hammocks  with  the  full  tropic 
moon  shining  through  these  tall 
tropical  trees,  and  sing  hymns  with 
the  guitars,  but  morning  will  not  be 
too  long  in  arriving,  and  by  sunup  we 
must  be  hiking  through  the  forests 
en  route  to  the  branch  line  twelve 
miles  from  here.  We  could  wait  for 
the  train  from  above,  (the  one  train 
a  day  from  Mexico  City  to  Guatemala 
is  called,  "the  train  from  above"  and 
"the  train  from  below"),  but  by  walk- 
ing these  twelve  miles  in  the  morning 
we  can  catch  the  little  short  branch 
line  at  nine  in  the  morning  instead 


of  at  five  in  the  afternoon.  This  line 
will  take  us  to  Tuxtapec,  on  a  wide 
deep  river,  coming  down  from  the 
high  Sierra  mountains  in  the  state  of 
Oaxaca.  (You  pronounce  it  Wa-ha- 
ca.)  From  there  we  will  take  a  boat 
up  the  river  for  some  twelve  hours  un- 
til we  reach  our  works  in  the  vicinity 
of  Valle  National,  located  in  a  beauti- 
ful mountain  valley  of  the  high 
Sierras.  Three  beautiful  mountain 
rivers  race  swiftly  down  through  this 
valley.  So  swift  are  these  rivers  that 
once  in  swimming  the  fifty-odd  yards 
from  one  side  to  the  other,  I  landed 
on  the  other  side  a  good  block  below 
where  I  entered.  I  was  thankful  to 
touch  bottom  as  I  was  swiftly  ap- 
proaching some  very  rough  and  rocky 
rapids.  Why  did  I  swim  it?  Why — I 
guess  it  was  like  the  chicken  crossing 
the  road  to  get  to  the  other  side.  Oh, 
yes,  now  I  remember — there  was  a 
sandy  beach  on  the  other  side. 

All  right,  everybody  out!  We  will 
not  eat  breakfast  until  we  get  to  the 
station,  at  Papaloapan,  because  it 
takes  them  hours  to  get  breakfast  on 
these  antiquated  coke-burning  stoves. 
Tuxtapec  is  only  about  fifteen  miles 
from  here  straight  south  through  the 
forests,  but  we  will  hike  eastward  to 
the  rail  line  and  then  back  south- 
westward  along  the  far  side  of  the 
river.  For  between  here  and  Tuxtapec, 
on  a  direct  line,  lies  another  large, 
deep  river  which  one  cannot  cross  by 
boat  for  the  simple  reason  there  are 
no  boats,  and  one  cannot  swim  it 
(providing  you  can  swim)  because 
the  Lagartos  (alligators)  take  too 
great  an  interest  in  helping  you. 
Mexico  is  full  of  legends.  One  about 
the  River  Tanto  (Foolish  River)  is 
that  the  bottom  cannot  be  found;  that 
it  is  full  of  huge  fish  and  strange  un- 
known water  animals,  etc. 

Come  along  there,  don't  lag.  Ruben 
is  a  little  fellow,  but  he  keeps  up  a 


steady,  fast  walk.  Here  we  are  at  the 
train  river  bridge.  We  will  have  to 
cross  it  on  foot,  and  as  you  can  see,  it 
is  about  one-half  mile  long.  There 
will  be  no  passenger  trains;  only  one 
a  day  each  way,  but  there  are  many 
freight  trains.  So  if  one  comes  along, 
everyone  grab  a  bridge  support  and 
hang  on.  You  will  get  well  shaken  up, 
but  you  won't  fall  in  that  deep  river 
here  below — providing  you  hang  on. 
Then,  anyway,  the  water  is  clear  and 
there  are  no  alligators,  we  hope. 

Notice  how  this  village  is  built  up 
on  high  stilts  like  some  of  the  poor 
homes  of  the  South?  That's  because 
the  river  has  the  drinking  habit  and 
sometimes  staggers  over  its  banks. 
Haven't  you  noticed  that  whenever 
one  gets  over  the  banks  of  moral  and 
spiritual  restraint  he  always  causes  a 
lot  of  damage  and  heartaches? 

Well,  here  we  are,  and  this  one-car 
train  will  leave  in  twenty  minutes. 
Just  time  enough  for  a  quick  break- 
fast. A  half  hour  ride  up  the  river  by 
train  and  we  will  be  at  Tuxtapec. 

You  could  hardly  believe  that  a  few 
years  ago  these  forests  were  all  cleared 
and  planted  with  banana  trees.  But 
plant  disease  took  some,  and  the  ex- 
propriation of  all  possessions  of  for- 
eigners took  much  more,  for  German 
and  American  planters  shipped  thou- 
sands of  tons  of  bananas  from  here 
every  year.  But  now  the  foreign  in- 
vestment is  all  gone. 

And  here's  Tuxtapec!  Or  better  to 
say,  there  it  is  across  the  river.  See 
how  it  is  built  along  the  high  bank  of 
the  river.  The  business  houses  and 
hotels  are  along  the  main  street  fac- 
ing the  river.  Here  comes  the  river 
boat  to  take  us  across.  Everybody 
aboard!  Look  at  the  crowd  of  Chris- 
tian folk  there  on  the  bank  waiting 
and  waving  at  us.  I  tell  you  the  arrival 
of  visitors  in  these  parts  is  a  great 
event,  and  especially  when  they  are 
North  Americans.  Set  your  ribs  for 
plenty  of  strong  hugs. 

(To  be  continued) 


WINTER 

Rev.  Walter  F.  Lewis 


Clouds  and  wind,  drifts  of  snow 
Piling  high,  row  on  row; 
Winter  is  with  us,  days  of  cold 
We  mind  it  most,  if  we  are  old. 
But  when  we're  young,  it  gives  us 
To  be  up  and  doing  our  very  best. 


zest 


Trees  are  shining,  another  day — 
The  snow,  it  glistens  along  the  way; 
Bushes  in  garments  of  ermine  white, 
The    morning's    beauty,    from    snowy 

night — 
It  doesn't  just  happen;  it  isn't  odd, 
It's  the  great  plan,  the  Hand  of  God. 


February,  1944 
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Welcome,  February 

Lois  Smiling 

Shortest  month  of  all  the  year, 
We  are  glad  that  you  are  here! 

On  your  calendar  you  bring 
Days  that  vaguely  hint  of  spring; 
Groundhog  on  his  day  comes  out, 
Seeing  what  the  sun's  about; 
One  day  Cupid  gaily  shines, 
When  we  send  our  valentines; 
The  twelfth  we  honor  Abe  anew; 
Washington  claims  twenty-two; 
Days  for  sunshine,  days  for  snow, 
Warm  days,  cold  days,  days  that  blow; 

February,  welcome  here — 
Though   you're   short,   you're    full   of 
cheer! 

— Youth's  Comrade. 

Winter  Is  Beautiful 

By  Grace  Noll  Crowell 

Who  can  say  that  winter  is 

An  ugly  barren  thing, 
When  often  it  is  quite  as  bright 

And  beautiful  as  spring? 
The  frost  that  sparkles  on  the  grass 

When  all  the  earth  is  gray, 
Is  such  a  lovely  shining  thing, 

It  takes  the  breath  away. 

A  red  bird's  wings  among  bare  boughs 

Are  scarlet  as  a  flower, 
The  blue  jays  and  their  darting  ways 

Can  brighten  any  hour, 
And  if  we  look  close  at  the  moss 

Near  any  tree  we  pass, 
We  can  behold  strange  lovely  blooms, 

And  curious  spears  of  grass. 

One  Touch 

George  Eliot 

May  every  soul  that  touches  mine, 

Be  it  the  slightest  contact — 

Get  therefrom  some  good; 

Some  little  grace,  one  kindly  thought; 

One  aspiration  yet  unfelt; 

One  bit  of  courage 

For  the  darkening  sky; 

One  gleam  of  faith 

To  brave  the  thickening  ills  of  life; 

One  glimpse  of  brighter  skies 

Beyond  the  gathering  mists. 

— Gospel  Herald. 

L'ENVOI 

When  Earth's  last  picture  is  painted, 

and  the  tubes  are  twisted  and  dried, 
When   the   oldest  colors   have   faded, 

and  the  youngest  critic  has  died, 
We  shall  rest,  and,  faith,  we  shall  need 

it — lie  down  for  an  aeon  or  two, 
Till  the  Master  of  all  good  workmen 

shall  set  us  to  work  anew! 

All  those  who  were  good  shall  be 
happy:  they  shall  sit  in  a  golden 
chair; 

They  shall  splash  at  a  ten-league 
canvas  with  brushes  of  comets  hair; 

They  shall  find  real  saints  to  draw 
from — Magdalene,  Peter  and  Paul; 

They  shall  work  for  an  age  at  a  sit- 
ting and  never  be  tired  at  all. 

And  only  the  Master  shall  praise  us, 


and  only  the  Master  shall  blame; 
And  no  one  shall  work  for  money,  and 

no  one  shall  work  for  fame. 
But  each  for  the  joy  of  the  working, 

and  each,  in  his  separate  star, 
Shall  draw  the  thing  as  he  sees  it  for 
the  God  of  things  as  they  are." 

— Selected. 

It  Can 

Berton  Bradley 
There're  a  thousand  "Can't-be-done- 
ers" 
For  the  one  who  says  "It  can!" 
But  the  whole  amount  of  deeds  that 
count 
Is  done  by  the  latter  clan. 
For  the  "Can't-be-done-ers"  grumble, 

And  hamper,  oppose  and  doubt, 
While  the  daring  man  who  says  "It 
can!" 
Proceeds  to  work  it  out. 

There  isn't  a  new  invention 

Beneath  the  shining  sun, 
That  was  ever  wrought  by  the  deed  or 
thought 

Of  the  tribe  of  "Can't-be-done." 
For  the  "Can't-be-done-ers"  mutter 

While  the  "Can-be's,"  cool,  sublime, 
Make  their  "notions"  work  till  others 
smirk: 

"Oh,  we  knew  it  all  the  time." 

Oh,  the  "Can-be's"  clan  is  meager, 

Its  membership  is  small, 
And  it's  mighty  few  see  their  dreams 
come  true 
Or  hear  fame's  trumpet  call; 
But  it's  better  to  be  a  "Can-be," 
And  labor  and  dream  and — die, 
Than  one  who  runs  with  the  "Can't- 
be-done-ers" 
Who  haven't  the  pluck  to  try! 

— Ohio  Messenger. 

Thoughts  and  Words 

Your  thoughts  and  words  seem  little 

things; 
Do  not  forget  that  they  have  wings. 
With  wondrous  power  to  travel  far 
Arouud  the  earth  or  toward  a  star. 

Your    hidden    thought,   whose    secret 

nest 
Seems    snug    and    safe    within    your 

breast, 
Cannot  be  stayed — it  soars  away 
On  every  careless  word  you  say. 

A    thought    may    mar     the    whitest 

soul, 
A  word  spread  havoc,  grief  and  dole; 
A  thought  may  be  a  beam  of  light, 
A  word   may  make  the  whole  world 

bright. 

Think  noble  thoughts,  and  every  word 
Shall  be  a  blessing  where  'tis  heard; 
Think  worthy  thoughts,  for  they  are 

seeds 
That  blossom  into  shining  deeds. 

— Selected. 

THE  REAL  GUIDE 

You  may  bring  to  your  office  and  put 
in  a  frame 
A  motto  as  fine  as  its  paint, 
But   if   you're    a   crook   when    you're 
playing  the  game, 
That  motto  won't  make  you  a  saint. 


... -  .uu»Uu  oo.j'.s,     ornue, "   and  y 
carry  a  frown, 
"Do   It   Now,"   and   you   linger   a: 
wait; 
If  the   motto   says,   "Help,"   and  yi 
trample  men  down, 
If  the  motto  says,  "Love,"  and  y< 
hate; 

You  won't  get  away  with  the  motto 
you  stall, 
For  truth  will   come   forth  with 
bounce — 
It  isn't  the  motto  that  hangs  on  tr. 
wall, 
But  the  motto  you  live  that  count, 
— Author  Unknowi 


WALK  WITH  ME,  LORD! 

Paul  Ashland 

Walk  with  me,  Lord!  This  year  I  fac< 
today — 
This  new  uncharted  course  I  car.no 
see — 
Is  filled  with  dark  forebodings,  and  ] 
fear 
To   go   alone.   O   do   Thou   go  with 
me! 

Walk   with   me,  Lord!   My   faith  will 
surely  fail — 
My  feet  will  go  astray,  my  zeal  de- 
cline— 
Except  Thy  Spirit's  might  uphold  me 
strong. 
O  let  Thy  grace  to  stand  the  test  be 
mine! 
Walk  with  me,  Lord!  My  faith  is  fixed 
on  Thee. 
Through  storm  and  stress — in  trial's 
darkest  hour — 
I  will  be  true  and  hold  the  onward 
course. 
To    face    this  year   grant   me   Thy 
strength  and  power. 

Tomorrow 

Grenville  Kleiser 

"Tomorrow  I  shall  freely  give 
To  help  some  one  in  need; 

Tomorrow  I  shall  try  to  find 
A  hungry  heart  to  feed. 

"Tomorrow  I  shall  gladly  say 

A  word  of  kindly  cheer; 
Tomorrow  I  shall  do  a  deed 

To  free  some  one  from  fear. 

"Tomorrow  I  shall  sacrifice 
My  selfish  ways  and  views; 

Tomorrow  I  shall  prove  that  I 
A  nobler  way  can  choose. 

"Tomorrow  I  shall  something  do 
To  make  an  honored  name." 

Alas,  he  put  it  off  too  late — 
Tomorrow  never  came! 

One  Who  Cares 

When  tears  are  close  there  is  one  line 

I  say: 
"The   one    who   cares    is    not   so    far 

away." 

When  all  the  room  of  life  is  dark  to 

me, 
I  tell  myself,  "His  eyes  can  always  see." 

When  hope  seems  swept  away  and  sad 

I  roam, 
I    whisper:     "Peace — His    hand    will 

guide  me  Home." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


WHEN  GOD  SAYS 

Paul  Hutchens 


God's  "No,"  in  answer  to  prayer, 
means,  "Something  better."  That  is 
the  happy  secret  I  have  discovered 
after  being  denied  one  of  the  most 
earnest  desires  of  my  whole  life. 

"O  my  Father!"  I  cried  that  after- 
noon in  1929  at  Santa  Rosa,  California, 
"I  plead  with  Thee!  Hear  my  prayer 
now!    Now!" 

I  was  alone  in  my  parked  car  on  a 
quiet  country  road  several  miles  from 
town.  It  was  the  rainy  season  and  on 
either  side  of  the  road  the  ditches 
were  full.  Frogs  piped  their  lonely 
melodies,  songs  I  ordinarily  loved  to 
hear,  but  today  they  only  intensified 
my  despair  and  loneliness.  Rain  clouds 
hid  the  sun  which  was  already  low  in 
the  west. 

Today,    I    thought,    now,    this    mo- 
ment, God  would  heal  me.  He  must 
heal  me!  I  was  scheduled  to  conduct 
a    union    evangelistic    mission    in    a 
Colorado  town.  Nearly  one  thousand 
persons  had  been  born  into  the  king- 
dom of  God  under  my  ministry  the 
year  before.  As  many  more  might  be 
saved  in  each  succeeding  year  of  my 
life,   if   God   allowed   me  to 
continue    in    the    work    for 
which  He  had  trained  me — 
and  in  which  I  had  been  so 
happy. 

But  tuberculosis  is  no  re- 
specter of  persons.  I  was 
already  an  advanced  case. 
Only  God  could  come  to  the 
rescue.  He  must  intervene  or 
I  would  die,  I  thought.  Sure- 
ly He  needed  me  on  earth 
far  more  than  in  heaven; 
and  He  needed  me  now,  not 
after  I  had  "chased  the 
cure"  for  years. 

My  yearning  was  little 
short  of  agony  as  I  cried  out 
in  prayer,  my  hands  grip- 
ping the  steering  wheel  des- 
perately. "Now,  O  God!  Now! 
I  ask  Thee.  I  expect  Thee  to 
heal  me,  I  take  .  .  ."  Yes,  I 
tried  to  take  by  faith — or 
what  I  hoped  was  faith — 
health  from  God.  I  sobbed 
brokenly.  My  soul  reached 
up,  like  a  baby  bird  with 
open  mouth  toward  Him 
whom  I  loved,  waiting  for 
Him  to  drop  from  heaven 
the  answer  I  needed. 


'NO"  "This    moment!     Souls    are    dying 

without  Christ!  Please,  God!  For 
Jesus'  sake!" 

Had  He  not  said,  "If  we  ask  any- 
thing according  to  His  will,  He  hear- 
eth  us"?  Surely  it  was  His  will  for  me 
to  be  well! It  was  the  supreme  desire 
of  my  life.  If  He  did  not  answer  to- 
day, a  telegram  would  have  to  be 
sent,  canceling  my  engagement.  There 
was  also  the  problem  of  providing  for 
my  wife,  and  for  the  new  baby  which 
was  to  arrive  in  a  few  months. 

The  frogs  in  the  pond  on  either 
side  of  the  road  continued  their 
metallic  pipings,  gray  clouds  scudded 
low  across  the  sky,  with  not  one  ray 
of  sunshine  straying  through.  For  me 
there  was  no  music,  no  light  from  the 
silent,  murky  heavens. 

In  my  mind  there  was  ringing  the 
seemingly  cruel  answer,  "No,  no,  no!" 
I  am  sure  God  must  have  said  it 
gently,  but  at  that  time  it  seemed  as 
if  I  had  prayed  to  an  impersonal,  in- 
tangible Being  who  did  not  care — 
who  could  not  care — He  with  whom  I 
had  communed  and  whom  I  had 
known  and  loved  so  many  years. 

I  drove  back  to  the  city,  discouraged 
and    lonely,    defeated.    Days,    weeks, 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
Cod,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 


INTHEQRIPOFGflD 


— a 

months  passed,  during  which  time  I 
continued  in  an  attitude  of  expec- 
tancy, hoping,  praying,  trying  to  be- 
lieve, not  knowing  it  is  a  better, 
purer  faith  that  asks  and  trusts  the 
living  God  to  do  what  is  right,  than 
that  which  insists  upon  an  answer 
which  may  be  out  of  harmony  with 
His  will  and  purpose. 

It  is  not  unbelief  to  take  "No"  for 
an  answer;  to  say,  "Not  my  will,  but 
Thine,  be  done."  The  Savior  Himself 
prayed  those  words  when  He  agonized 
that  dark  night  in  Gethsemane's  Gar- 
den. Such  praying  on  our  part,  it 
seems  to  me,  is  faith  indeed.  Faith  in 
Kis  goodness,  in  His  daily  watch- 
care,  in  His  plan  for  our  lives,  in 
Himself. 

His  "No"  that  day  and  His  con- 
tinued "No"  through  the  years  has 
meant,  "I  have  something  better  for 
\ou,  My  child;  for  you  and  for 
others." 

In  1929  my  parish  was  local,  wher- 
ever I  chanced  to  be.  Today  it  is  the 
world.  .  .  .  More  than  200,000  copies 
of  my  stories  are  now  in  circulation 
throughout  the  world — stories  which 
would  never  have  been  written  had  the 
answer  to  my  prayer  been  "Yes."  For 
it  has  been  during  my  battle 
with  tuberculosis  that  I  have 
discovered  and  developed  the 
talent  for  writing.  Many  of 
my  published  books  have 
been  broadcast  serially  over 
one  of  America's  large  radio 
stations,  reaching  potential- 
ly millions.  Thousands  of 
letters  have  come  telling  of 
blessings  received,  of  Chris- 
tians being  strengthened,  of 
young  people  surrendering 
their  lives  to  Christ. 

My  own  life  is  rich  and 
full.  While  it  is  true,  my 
health  is  now  greatly  im- 
proved, it  has  been  at  the 
cost  of  ten  years  of  semi- 
invalidism,  suffering  a  total 
of  three  and  one-half  years 
in  bed  and  a  number  of  op- 
erations— one  of  them  a 
triple  major  operation  in- 
volving the  removal  of  a 
number  of  ribs  and  the  per- 
manent collapse  of  one  lung. 
The  fruit  of  that  cost  is  a 
mind  enriched  by  volumi- 
nous reading,  prayer  and 
fellowship  and  deeper  ap- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


THE  LORD  LEADS 


Often   darkness   fills   the   pathway   of   the   pilgrim's   onward   track. 
And   we    shrink    from   going    forward — trembling,    feel    like    going 

back; 
°ut   the   Lord,    who    plans    so   wisely,    leads   us   on    both   day   and 

night, 
'ill  at  last,  in  silent  wonder,  we  rejoice  in  Wisdom's  light. 

Though  the  tunnel  may  be  tedious  through  the  narrow,  darkened 

v      .V/Qy' 

jet  it  amply  serves  its  purpose — soon  it  brings  the  light  of  day; 

And  the  way  so  greatly  dreaded,  as  we  backward  take  a  glance, 

Shows  the  skill  of  careful  planning:  never  the  result  of  chance! 

February,  1944 


Is    your    present    path    a    tunnel,    does    the    darkness    bring    you 

fear? 
To  the  upright,  oh,  remember,  He  doth  cause  a  light  to  cheer. 
Press  on   bravely,  resting  calmly,  though   a   way  you  dimly  see. 
Till,  at  length,  so  safely  guided,  you  emerge  triumphantly. 

Trust  the   Engineer  Eternal,  surely  all   His  works  are  right, 
Though   we   cannot   always  trace   them,   faith  will   turn   at   last  to 

sight; 
Then  no  more  the  deepening  shadows  of  the  dark  and  dismal  way. 
There   for   ever    in    clear   sunlight,   we'll   enjoy   "the    perfect  day." 

— Selected. 
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BIBLE  LESSONS 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   PROGRAM 

I  wonder  how  you  enjoyed  your 
Lighted  Pathway  program  last  month. 
I  think  we  shall  have  one  each  month. 

First.  Let  someone  take  the  Editor's 
Message  and  use  the  scripture,  "He 
that  findeth  his  life  shall  lose  it:  and 
he  that  loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall 
find  it."  Matt.  10:39.  This  can  be  made 
a  very  helpful  message.  The  story  of 
Rachel  can  be  worked  into  this  mes- 
sage, for  truly  she  is  losing  her  life 
for  Christ's  sake.  Give  this  to  some- 
one who  has  made  a  complete  conse- 
cration, if  possible. 

Second.  Take  the  lives  of  the  two 
presidents,  Washington  and  Lincoln, 
and  give  interesting  facts  about  them. 
Go  to  your  city  library  and  spend 
some  time  searching  out  the  inspira- 
tional incidents  connected  with  their 
lives.  Tell  something  of  the  struggles 
of  Lincoln  and  his  perseverance.  This 
should  inspire  young  people  to  press 
on  in  spite  of  defeats  that  may  come 
in  their  lives. 

Third.  "When  God  Says  No,"  on 
Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried  page, 
will  help  us  to  understand  why  our 
prayers  are  not  always  answered.  Use 
as  your  scripture  text  1  John  5:14, 
"And  this  is  the  confidence  that  we 
have  in  him,  that,  if  we  ask  anything 
according  to  his  will,  he  heareth  us." 

A  number  of  good  poems  and  treas- 
ured gleanings  can  be  used  with  com- 
ment. 

Several  other  good  articles  can  be 
used.  Appoint  a  good,  wide-awake 
leader  for  this  program. 

OPPORTUNITIES  FOR  LIFE 
INVESTMENT 

By  Esther  Holland 
There  comes  to  the  heart  and  mind 
of  every  young  person  the  question, 
"What  am  I  in  the  world  for;  what  is 
my  talent;  or  what  place  can  I  fill?" 
Oftentimes  the  ambitions  or  desires 
are  formed  by  the  examples  of  other 
people,  and  then  when  their  success  is 
smaller  than  that  of  the  hero  of  their 
imaginations,  they  are  wholly  disap- 
pointed and  sometimes  disgusted  with 
trying.  But  there  are  reasons  why  the 
result  is  not  satisfying,  and  if  this 
reason  could  be  found  earlier  or  if  the 
proper  thought  and  consideration 
could  be  given  the  subject  before  the 
person  enters  upon  his  vocation,  there 
would  be  fewer  heartaches  and  dis- 
appointments in  life.  There  are  many 
ways  in  which  young  people  can  serve 
God,  although  some  seem  to  think 
they  are  not  serving  God  unless  they 
are  in  the  pulpit.  But  God  is  calling 
men  and  women  to  fill  places  here  and 
there  in  the  business  world  in  order 
to  help  those  who  are  so  worldly  in 
these  places  to  see  the  need  of  a  Sa- 
vior. Let  us  consider  a  few  thoughts 
along  this  line  for  a  few  minutes. 
INVESTMENT  IN  A  HOME 
God  has  given  to  each  of  us  a  trust 
in  the  life  we  breathe  and  expects  us 
to  spend  it  in  a  way  that  will  glorify 
Him.  In  Prov.  31:10-12,  27,  28  we  find 
the  qualifications  of  a  good  woman 
and  the  kind  it  takes  to  build  a  home. 
There  is  a  deep  longing  in  the  heart 
of  every  normal  girl  for  a  happy  home. 


a  place  where  she  can  reign  as  queen 
with  her  lover  king,  but  alas,  often- 
times after  the  marriage,  something 
happens  to  mar  the  visions  of  girl- 
hood and  the  result  is  heartaches  and 
sorrows.  But  if  we  follow  wholly  the 
scriptures  given  here,  the  life  that 
God  has  given  to  us  will  be  spent  for 
His  glory  and  happiness  and  fruitful- 
ness  in  the  home  will  crown  the  life  or 
lives  of  the  household.  One  girl 
wanted  to  go  to  college;  her  mother 
said  she  didn't  see  any  need  of  it  for 
her  daughter  had  no  plans  in  life 
other  than  to  get  married,  and  one 
didn't  need  a  college  education  to  be 
a  house  wife.  What  a  mistake,  and 
how  badly  she  erred!  The  old  adage, 
"The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  rules 
the  world,"  is  just  as  true  today  as  in 
clden  days. 

Christian  mothers  can  help  their 
children  to  choose  the  proper  vocation 
in  life  and  help  them  to  prepare 
themselves  to  fill  that  vocation  and  it 
behooves  the  younger  generation  to- 
day to  strive  to  that  end. 

WHAT  THE  WORLD  NEEDS 
There  are  numerous  fields  of  work 
'calling  for  Christian  workers,  espe- 
cially the  youth  of  today.  There  is  the 
mechanical  world,  engineering,  build- 
ing and  construction,  scientific,  trans- 
portation, manufacturing  business, 
rural  and  outdoor  life,  financial  work, 
merchandising,  commercial  work,  pro- 
fessional work,  art,  literary  work,  and 
educational  work.  There  might  be  a 
number  of  others  added  to  this  list, 
but  surely  the  wide-awake  boy  or  girl 
can  readily  see  that  the  need  is  ex- 
tremely great.  The  wise  young  person 
will  inform  himself  along  the  lines  of 
vocations  and  thereby  better  his 
chances  for  success.  The  evangelist 
seeks  to  know  the  needs  of  his  con- 
gregation as  he  preaches  from  night 
to  night;  the  musician  seeks  to  know 
the  needs  or  the  desires  of  his  audi- 
ence as  he  appears  before  them; 
the  missionary  endeavors  to  under- 
stand tne  greatest  problems  that  sur- 
round the  people  to  whom  he  is  min- 
istering in  order  to  meet  their  needs; 
the  merchant  searches  the  records  of 
his  sales  each  day  to  better  acquaint 
himself  with  the  merchandise  most 
popular  among  his  patrons;  and  the 
lawyer  seeks  to  please  his  client  in 
whatsoever  field  he  may  find  himself. 
Many  other  enumerations  could  be 
maae,  but  this  is  to  help  us  to  think 
for  ourselves,  and  try  to  understand 
that  God  has  a  VERY  REAL  place  in 
His  great  plan  for  us,  and  if  the  heart 
is  earnest,  He  will  aid  in  the  finding 
of  the  suitable  vocation.  May  our  lives 
be  opened  to  the  many  opportunities 
that  we  face  today!  May  God  help 
each  one  now  to  find  his  place  for 
service  for  the  Master  this  year. 

A  young  lady  was  marvelously 
healed  of  an  inward  cancer,  and  saved 
from  a  backslidden  condition  one 
night  in  December,  1934.  She  prayed 
that  God  would  let  her  win  souls  to 
the  Lord.  She  witnessed  for  Him  a  few 
times  in  various  churches  and  com- 
munities. But  soon  she  went  down 
with  another  internal  trouble  and  had 
to  go  to  the   hospital.   She  was  very 


poor  and  hence  was  placed  in  the 
ward.  At  first  she  was  quite  perplexed 
for  she  wanted  so  much  to  work  for 
the  Lord.  Then  she  began  to  improve. 
Soon  she  was  talking  to  each  person 
in  the  ward  about  salvation  and  the 
precious  Savior  who  died  to  bring  sal- 
vation to  everyone.  She  won  many 
souls  there  in  that  hospital  before 
they  went  out  into  eternity,  and  she 
could  never  have  reached  just  those 
had  she  not  been  a  patient  in  the 
same  hospital  ward  with  them.  God 
knows  just  how  to  make  us  to  bless 
Him  and  to  please  Him  in  everything. 
Let  us  seek  the  will  of  the  Lord  and 
His  leading  as  we  choose  these  voca- 
tions. 

TEACHING 

Acts  19:8-10.  Here  we  have  a  record 
of  Paul's  teaching  in  the  synagogue 
and  how  that  some  received  his  words 
and  others  refused.  But  he  realized 
the  need  of  teaching  and  was  well 
prepared,  so  he  gave  the  proper  in- 
structions even  though  many  did  not 
receive  it.  Also,  we  find  that  the  min- 
istry of  Jesus  was  threefold,  teaching, 
preaching  and  healing.  It  would  ap- 
pear that  teaching  is  most  important 
from  the  manner  in  which  it  is  pre- 
sented. If  we  look  at  the  teachers  in 
many  of  the  public  schools  of  our  land 
today,  we  suddenly  realize  that  we  do 
not  want  our  children  to  attend  such 
schools,  for  Christian  teachers  are 
few  and  far  between.  But  there  is  an- 
other kind  of  teaching  that  is  very 
needful  in  our  church,  and  that  is  the 
teaching  of  home-making,  the  teach- 
ing of  the  meaning  of  "grace"  for  the 
believer,  the  need  of  reverence  in  our 
churches,  and  the  need  of  respect  to 
those  in  authority.  Surely  the  child 
in  the  Sunday  School  class  will  re- 
member the  expressions  of  his  teacher 
wnen  many  other  things  will  be  easily 
forgotten.  Our  boys  and  girls  need  tc 
be  taught  the  impoliteness  and  rude- 
ness of  leaving  church  during  serv- 
ices, and  many  such  like  things.  Per- 
haps the  Sunday  School  teacher  would 
have  a  great  influence  along  that 
line.  But  there  are  other  lines  of 
teaching,  in  our  schools,  colleges,  in 
the  commercial  world,  as  well  as  in 
the  churches.  The  door  is  open  wide 
and  the  challenge  is  the  Christian 
girls  and  boys  of  our  land.  May  God 
help  us  to  rally  to  the  call. 

HOW  CAN   I  SHOW  MY  CROWD 
THAT  I  AM  A  CHRISTIAN 

Ruby  Thompson 

An  attractive  young  woman  once  re- 
lated a  conversation  she  had  had  witb 
a  young  man.  "He  told  me  that  my 
standards  were  too  high  and  that  if  ] 
wanted  to  increase  his  estimation  foi 
me,  I'd  have  to  lower  them  some- 
what." She  hesitated  a  moment,  ther 
continued,  "I  haven't  made  up  mj 
mind  yet,  but  I  guess  I  am  too  puri- 
tanical. I  see  that  the  girls  who  are 
having  the  best  times  are  flippant  ir 
conduct.  Maybe  if  I  should  lower  my 
standard,  I  would  have  a  better  time 
too."  The  truth  of  the  matter  is  that 
some  of  these  "flippant"  girls  maj 
seem  to  be  having  a  happy  time,  but 
very  often  they  are  really  heavj 
hearted.  Some  young  people  never  hac 
a  standard  to  lower.  Thus,  a  great  re- 
sponsibility rests  upon  those  who  up- 
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hold,  or  at  least  know  the  worth  of 
Christian  ideals. 

Once  in  a  while  we  hear  someone 
say,  -'I  am  living  a  Christian  life,  and 
I  am  just  as  good  as  church  people. 

Now  and  then  I'll  admit  that  I 

( ",  naming  a  direct  opposite  to 

Christian  principles.  He  may  add,  "I 
see  no  harm  in  what  I  am  doing,  but 
I  know  you  don't  approve."  Someone's 
approval  or  disapproval  means  little, 
but  let  us  use  Scripture  as  a  criterion 
for  our  actions.  "Happy  is  he  that 
condemneth  not  himself  in  that  thing 
which  he  alloweth."  Rom.  14:22. 
Young  people,  you'll  never  win  any- 
one else  to  a  higher  walk  of  life  by 
lowering  yourself. 

How  can  I  show  my  crowd  that  I  am 
a  Christian? 

1.  Be  sure  that  your  Christian  ex- 
perience is  sound. 

This  is  the  first  essential.  We  must 
be  assured  of  a  heartfelt  experience 
of  salvation  before  we  can  exert  any 
Christian  influence  upon  others.  Our 
motives  in  life  must  be  pure;  our  de- 
sires must  harmonize  with  the  will  of 
God  for  us.  We  cannot  expect  to  ef- 
fect these  changes  in  our  hearts  by 
our  own  strengtn;  not  one  of  us  can 
live  as  the  Bible  teaches  unless  the 
grace  of  Jesus  has  transformed  our 
hearts,  and  is  sustaining  our  spirits 
from  day  to  day.  A  true  experience 
will  deliver  one  from  the  inner  bond- 
age of  the  self  life,  and  will  implant 
within  the  heart  of  the  believer  a 
blessed  quietness — a  final  release  from 
inward  strife.  Oh,  be  sure  that  your 
Christian  experience  is  sound!  Living 
a  Christian  life  is  not  a  drudgery;  it 
is  the  natural  consequence  of  a  heart 
filled  with  love  and  gratitude  for  a 
Saviour  who  spoke  peace  to  a  trou- 
bled soul. 

2.  Resolve  to  live  for  others. 

To  each  of  us  is  given  a  life  to  live; 
some  day  we  will  appear  before  the 
great  Maker  and  Judge  to  give  ac- 
count of  the  manner  in  which  we 
have  spent  it.  Oh,  how  careful  ought 
we  to  be  then  how  we  use  our  life. 
"Ye  are  bought  with  a  price;  there- 
fore glorify  God  in  your  body,  and  in 
your  spirit,  which  are  God's."  1  Cor. 
6:20. 

Jesus  was  available  to  publicans 
and  sinners;  He  took  the  initiative  in 
establishing  contacts  with  them.  We, 
too,  must  learn  to  blend  our  lives  with 
others;  keep  the  self  life  under  sub- 
jection by  substituting  acts  of  kind- 
ness toward  others  at  every  oppor- 
tunity rather  than  lavishing  all  atten- 
tion and  affection  upon  self.  Spurgeon 
said,  "There  is  a  royal  road  to  hap- 
piness and  that  a  single  path.  Make 
somebody  else  happy."  There  is  no 
better  way  to  show  our  crowd  of 
friends  and  associates  that  we  are 
Christians  than  by  living  the  Christ- 
like life.  Service  from  the  heart  can- 
not be  surpassed;  neither  the  tongue 
oi  eloquence  nor  exquisite  words  of 
wisdom  without  the  spirit  of  Christ 
can  effectively  bless  hearts. 
.  "Ye  are  the  salt  of  the  earth."  Salt 
is  a  preserver  only  as  it  is  taken  out 
°f  the  sack  and  applied — as  it  pene- 
trates the  subject.  You  cannot  apply 
salt  to  the  biscuits  after  they  are  al- 
ready baked.  Salt  was  not  made  to 
stay  in  the  box;  neither  were  spiritual 
olessings  given  you  to  remain  within 
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you  alone.  Without  the  spiritual  con- 
tact, human  life  deteriorates  and  rots. 
Apply  Christianity  to  it!  Exemplify  it! 
Make  it  contagious!  Rub  it  into  life! 

THE  GLORY  OF  SALVATSON 

Mrs.  E.  E.  Jackson 
Scripture  Lesson:    Heb.   9:1-12 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

We  want  to  consider  the  glory  of 
salvation,  which  we  are  heirs  to,  if  we 
accept  Jesus  as  our  Saviour. 

This  wonderful  grace  by  which  we 
are  saved,  through  faith,  comes  by  the 
sacrificial  death  of  Jesus,  who  "was 
counted  worthy  of  more  glory  than 
Moses,  inasmuch  as  he  who  hath 
builded  the  house  hath  more  honour 
than  the  house.  And  Moses  verily  was 
faithful  in  all  his  house,  as  a  servant, 
for  a  testimony  of  those  things  which 
were  to  be  spoken  after;  But  Christ  as 
a  son  over  his  own  house;  whose  house 
are  we,  if  we  hold  fast  the  confidence 
and  the  rejoicing  of  the  hope  firm  un- 
to the  end,"  Heb.  3:3-6. 

God  gave  Moses  the  pattern  by 
which  to  make  a  tabernacle  in  which 
divine  ordinances  were  performed. 
The  priests  were  ordained  to  offer 
gifts  and  sacrifices  for  themselves  and 
the  people  in  this  tabernacle,  which 
was  made  by  Moses  after  the  exam- 
ple and  pattern  of  heavenly  things 
given  to  him  by  God. 

The  first  room  of  the  tabernacle 
was  the  sanctuary,  in  which  the 
priests  went  daily,  performing  the 
service  of  God.  But  the  second  room 
beyond  the  veil,  the  high  priest  only 
could  go  once  a  year,  which  was  a 
figure  for  the  time  then  .present. 

But  now  we  are  under  a  more  ex- 
cellent ministry — Jesus  our  high  priest 
is  set  on  the  right  hand  of  the  throne 
of  the  majesty  in  the  heavens.  He  has 
entered  by  His  blood  into  the  holy 
place,  having  obtained  eternal  re- 
demption for  us  by  a  new  and  living 
way.  He  is  there  ever  interceding  for 
us  to  God  our  heavenly  Father. 
WHY  GLORIOUS? 

Because  our  redemption  from  sin 
and  destruction  was  bought  by  the 
precious  blood  of  Christ,  as  a  lamb 
without  blemish  and  without  spot. 
Thus  being  born  again,  not  of  cor- 
ruptible seed,  but  incorruptible,  by  the 
word  of  God,  which  liveth  and  abideth 
iorever. 

This  is  the  salvation  of  .which  the 
prophets  enquired  and  searched  dili- 
gently and  prophesied  of  the  grace 
that  should  come  and  unto  whom  it 
was  revealed,  that  not  unto  them- 
selves, but  unto  us,  did  they  minister 
the  things,  which  are  now  reported 
unco  you.  by  them  that  have  preached 
the  gospel  unto  you,  with  the  Holy 
Ghost  sent  down  from  heaven;  which 
things  the  angels  desire  to  look  into. 

Read  1  Peter  1:10-25. 

OUR   INHERITANCE 

Our  inheritance  is  incorruptible  and 
undefiled,  which  fadeth  not  away,  re- 
served in  heaven  for  us  who  are  kept 
by  the  power  of  God  through  faith. 
Wherein  we  greatly  rejoice  though 
now  for  a  season  if  need  be,  we  are 
under  trials  of  temptations,  that  the 
trial  of  our  faith  be  much  more  preci- 
ous than  gold  that  perisheth.  We 
know  everything  works  out  for  good 


to  them  that  love  the  Lord. 
Glorious  things  for  us  are  spoken 
By  whose  words  cannot  be  broken. 
See  the  streams  of  living  water 
Springing  from  eternal  love. 
Who  can  faint  when  such  a  river 
Ever  flows  from  above? 
If  of  Zion's  city, 
I  through  grace  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world'  deride  or  pity, 
I  will  glory  in  His  name. 

WE    CAN   ENTER    THE   HOLIEST 

What  a  privilege  that  it  is  possible 
we  can  obtain  tne  wonderful  exper- 
ience spiritually,  typified  by  the  room 
oi  the  Mosaic  tabernacle,  called  the 
Holiest,  beyond  the  second  veil. 

Read  Heb.  10:19-25. 

"Having  therefore,  brethren,  bold- 
ness to  enter  this  experience  under 
grace,  we  see  we  can  become  priests 
unto  God  in  the  realm  of  salvation."  1 
Peter  2:5  reads:  "Ye  also  as  lively 
stones,  are  built  up  a  spiritual  house, 
an  holy  priesthood  to  offer  up  spir- 
itual sacrifices,  acceptable  to  God,  by 
Jesus  Christ." 

Jesus,  by  offering  Himself,  has  per- 
fected forever  them  that  are  sancti- 
fied. "Christ  is  not  entered  into  the 
holy  places  made  with  hands,  which 
are  the  figures  of  the  true;  but  into 
heaven  itself,  now  to  appear  in  the 
presence  of  God  for  us,"  Heb.  9:24. 

OUR  GLORIOUS  KING 
Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 
Wnich  in  my  Savior  shine, 
I'd    soar    and    touch    the    heavenly 

strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings, 
In  notes  almost  divine, 
In  note  almost  divine. 

I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 

My  ransom,  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine; 

I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 

In  which  all  perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine, 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
fund  for  sending  Lighted  Pathways  to 
men  in  service: 

North  Carolina  .$  74.00 

Kentucky    53.00 

Florida __ 50.03 

Missouri  47.60 

Michigan  . 24.00 

Georgia      _  22.50 

Illinois   21.70 

Pennsylvania  16.45 

Tennessee   . 10.95 

Washington    9.00 

Virginia    8.00 

Texas   8.00 

South  Carolina  7.23 

California   4.00 

Ohio    4.00 

South  Dakota  3.05 

Delaware _ 2.00 

Indiana 1.00 

Nevada    1.00 

Iowa _ 1.00 

Arizona    1.00 

Louisiana    _ 1.00 

North  Dakota  1.00 

Mississippi 1.00 


$373.51 


[Page  13] 


ji^j^i^^iui^iLJu    vj jl, Jtrt\riN~lrIN  Gt5 


He  Wanted  To  Help  Me,  But  5 
Would  Not  Let  Him 

E.  W.  P. 
I  heard  a  story  over  station  WHAS 
that  went  something  like  this,  "In 
one  of  the  penitentiaries  of  the 
United  States,  there  is  a  man  serving 
a  sentence  for  a  crime.  This  man  had 
a  good  mother  who  not  only  prayed 
for  him,  but  did  everything  she  could 
to  get  him  to  accept  Christ  as  his 
Savior.  Many  of  his  friends  had  gone 
to  see  him,  including  ministers  of  the 
Gospel,  pleading  with  him  to  turn 
from  his  evil  way;  but  his  heart  was 
hardened  against  all  the  pleadings  of 
his  friends.  At  last,  his  mother  went 
to  the  Governor  of  the  State,  asking 
him  if  he  could  not  pardon  her  son. 
So  the  Governor  dressed  up  in  a  min- 
isterial dress,  went  to  this  man's  cell 
and  spent  a  long  time  with  him, 
pleading  with  him  to  turn  from  his 
evil  way,  accept  Christ  as  his  Savior 
and  start  a  life  of  freedom  from  sin, 
even  though  not  free  from  the  law. 
Not  knowing  that  he  was  talking  to 
the  Governor  of  the  State,  he  did  as 
he  had  done  before.  He  turned  a  deaf 
ear  to  all  the  pleadings  of  the  Gov- 
ernor. Being  asked  by  the  warden  if  ' 
he  knew  who  he  had  been  talking  to, 
he  said,  "No."  When  he  was  told  that 
he  had  been  talking  to  the  Governor, 
he  simply  said,  "He  wanted  to  help 
me,  but  I  would  not  let  him." 

Dear  friend,  this  is  just  what  Jesus 
did  for  us.  Just  as  the  Governor 
dressed  up  in  another  garb,  left  his 
own  pleasant  home  surroundings  with 
his  wife  and  children  and  all  the  lux- 
uries of  life,  and  went  to  a  prison 
where  this  unfortunate  man  was  and 
offered  to  help  him,  so  Jesus  left  His 
home  in  Glory,  His  Father  and  all  the 
glories  of  heaven,  and  came  to  earth 
where  we  live  and  made  "himself  of 
no  reputation,  and  took  upon  him  the 
form  of  a  servant,  and  was  made  in 
the  likeness  of  men:  and  being  found 
in  fashion  as  a  man.  He  humbled 
himself,  and  became  obedient  unto 
death,  even  the  death  of  the  cross" 
(Phil.  2:7,  8),  bringing  to  us  deliver- 
ance from  sin.  "That  whosoever  be- 
lieveth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but 
have  eternal  life." 


Psalm  23  in  Action 

In  the  time  of  the  Covenanters  a 
group  of  children  was  ordered  to  be 
shot.  A  little  girl  of  eight  looked  up 
into  the  face  of  one  of  the  soldiers, 
and  said:  "Sodger  man,  will  ye  let  me 
take  my  wee  brither  by  the  hand  and 
die  that  way?"  "Bonny  Whigs  ye  are," 
cried  Westerha,  "to  die  without  a 
prayer."  "If  it  please  ye,  sir."  said  the 
little  girl,  "me  and  Alec  canna  pray, 
but  we  can  sing  "The  Lord's  my  shep- 
herd.' My  mother  learned  it  us  afore 
she  gaed  awa."  Then  all  the  bairns 
stood  up,  and  from  their  lips  rose 
the  quavering  strains.  "The  Lord's  my 
shepherd;  I'll  not  want."  As  they  sang, 
trooper  after  trooper  turned  away. 
Man  after  man  fell  out,  and  the  tears 
rained  down  their  cheeks.  At  last  even 


Westerha  turned  and  rode  away,  for 
the  victory  was  to  the  bairns  through 
the  singing  of  the  Twenty-third 
Psalm. — Christian  Union  Herald. 

Why  She  Kepi  the  Light  Bjrnir.g 

A  mother  kept  a  candle  burning  in 
the  window  every  night  for  ten  years. 
One  night,  very  late,  a  poor,  wretched 
woman  from  the  street  entered.  The 
aged  woman  said  to  her,  "Sit  down 
by  the  fire."  And  the  stranger  said  to 
her,  "Why  do  you  keep  that  light  in 
the  window?"  The  old  mother  replied, 
"That  is  to  light  my  wayward  daugh- 
ter when  she  returns.  I  have  kept  a 
light  in  that  window  since  she  went 
away  ten  years  ago.  Since  then  my 
hair  has  turned  white.  Folk  often 
blame  me  for  worrying  about  her,  but, 
you  see,  I  am  her  mother;  and  some- 
times, half  a  dozen  times  in  the  night, 
I  open  the  door  and  look  out  into  the 
darkness  and  cry.  'Lizzie!  Lizzie!'  But 
I  must  not  tell  you  any  more  about 
my  trouble,  for  I  guess  from  the  way 
you  are  weeping  that  you  have  trouble 
enough  of  your  own.  Why,  how  cold 
and  sick  you  seem!  Oh  my!  Can  it  be? 
Yes,  you're  Lizzie,  my  own  lost  child. 
Thank  God  that  you  are  home  again  i" 
What  a  time  of  repentance,  reconcili- 
ation and  rejoicing  there  was  in  that 
home  that  night! — Sel. 


Ready  for  Death 

One  dare  not  postpone  his  prepara- 
tions for  death  until  the  moment  of 
dying,  because  it  may  be  too  late. 
There  is  a  story  told  of  an  old  man 
who  lay  dying  on  a  dark  and  stormy 
night.  The  relative  watching  by  his 
siae  was  much  distressed,  because  on 
such  a  night  she  could  send  for 
neither  doctor  nor  minister,  and  she 
offered  to  read  to  him  a  chapter  from 
the  Bible.  But  the  old  man  was  in  such 
sore  pain  that  he  could  not  listen. 
"Nae,  lassie,"  he  said,  "the  storm's  up 
noo,  but  I  thatched  my  hoose  in  the 
calm  weather!" — W.  E.  Biederwolf,  in 
Awake,  O  America! 


The  Jockey's  Discovery 

A  retired  jockey,  whom  a  mission 
worker  was  eager  to  win  to  Christ, 
appeared  at  a  mission  service  on  Palm 
Sunday.  The  lesson  that  evening  was 
that  of  Jesus  entering  Jerusalem. 
After  the  service  the  jockey  com- 
mented on  the  story.  "What  a  jockey 
He  would  have  made!  I  know  what 
He  was  riding.  It  was  a  Syrian  colt. 
I  had  a  drove  of  those  beasts  to  break 
once.  Jesus  sat  on  one  that  nobody 
had  ever  ridden  before.  And  all  those 
youngsters  were  running  in  front  and 
waving  palms.  Yet  Jesus  was  holding 
him  as  meek  as  anything."  The 
jockey  paused  a  moment,  and  then 
said,  "I  say,  if  He  could  do  that  with 
a  bit  of  horseflesh,  I  reckon  He  could 
do  something  with  me." — The  Dawn. 

The  One  Th;'n3  Needful 

There  is  a  revealing  story  concern- 
ing a  young  artist  who,  when  the  mas- 
ter under  whom  he  had  studied  died, 


udnic  hu  me  aoor  or  tne  studio  ; 
begged  the  gift  of  the  master's  bri 
The  request  was  granted.  With  h 
heart  the  young  man  went  away, 
later  returned  saying  that  he  co 
not  paint  any  better  than  with 
own.  Then  she  who  had  given  r 
the  brush  replied,  "It  is  not  the  m 
ter's  brush  you  need  but  the  maste 
spirit." — Watchman-Examiner. 

Could  We  Have  Done  This? 

The  late  Dr.  Arthur  T.  Pierson  t< 
the  following  story  of  General  Rob< 
E.  Lee.  Hearing  General  Lee  speak 
the  highest  terms  to  President  Da 
about  a  certain  officer,  another  of 
cer,  greatly  astonished,  said  to  hh 
"General,  do  you  not  know  that  t 
man  of  whom  you  spoke  so  highly 
the  President  is  one  of  your  bitten 
enemies,  and  misses  no  opportunity 
malign  you?"  "Yes,"   replied  Gener 
Lee,    "but    the    President    asked    n 
opinion  of  him;  he  did  not  ask  for  r 
opinion  of  me." — G.  B.  F.  Hallock, 
Bible  Expositor. 

"Alcohol    Removes   Stains"   and 
Some    Other   Things 

An  exchange  says  alcohol  will  n 
move  stains  from  summer  clothe 
That  is  correct.  It  will  also  remove: 

The  winter  clothes,  the  sprir 
clothes,  the  fall  clothes,  not  only  froi 
the  back  of  the  man  who  drinks  i 
but  from  his  wife  and  children  as  wel 

Alcohol  will  remove  furniture  froi 
the  home,  rugs  from  the  floor,  foo 
from  the  table,  lining  from  the  stom 
ach,  liver  from  the  side,  hair  from  th 
head,  and  sight  from  the  eyes. 

Alcohol  will  remove:  A  good  reputa 
tion,  a  man's  business,  a  man 
friends,  a  happy  look  from  the  chil 
dren's  faces,  a  prosperous  man  to  : 
pauper's  grave,  a  man  from  respecta 
ble  society  to  the  penitentiary,  an< 
from  the  highway  to  heaven  to  thi 
road  to  hell. 

And  will  make  a  wildcat  out  of  ar 
otherwise  inoffensive  citizen. 

As  a  remover  of  things,  alcohol  ha: 
no  equal! — Adult  Quarterly. 

Scoffer  Becomes  Minister 

Mr.  Madan  was  educated  to  be  s 
lawyer.  Some  of  his  companions,  when 
gatnered  one  evening  at  a  coffee- 
house, asked  him  to  go  to  hear  John 
Wesley,  who  was  to  preach  in  the 
neighborhood.  Then  he  was  to  return 
and  imitate  the  preacher  for  their  en- 
tertainment. 

With  that  intention  he  went  to 
the  house  of  God.  Just  as  he  entered 
the  place,  Mr.  Wesley  was  giving  out 
his  text,  "Prepare  to  meet  thy  God," 
with  a  solemnity  of  accent  which  ex- 
cited his  attention  and  produced  a 
seriousness  which  increased  as  the 
good  man  proceeded  in  exhorting  his 
hearers  to  repentance.  Mr.  Madan  re- 
turned to  the  coffee-room,  and  was 
asked  by  his  companions  if  he  had 
"taken  off  the  old  Methodist."  He  re- 
plied, "No.  gentlemen,  but  he  has 
taken  me  off";  and  from  that  time  for- 
sook their  company,  associated  with 
true  Christians,  and  became  a  minis- 
ter of  the  gospel. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


pear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  the  people  back 
homa  who  are  praying  for  us.  Al- 
t'-iou°h  we  are  overseas  we  know  that 
Q0i  will  hear  and  answer  prayer. 

Ti-ipre  are  many  boys  in  the  army 
who  "belong  to  the  great  Christian 
arrr.v  We  are  more  than  proud  to 
obev  orders,  because  the  Bible  says  to 
0be"y  those  who  have  the  rule  over  you. 

There  are  two  young  men  in  my 
tent  who  are  serving  the  Lord  with 
all  their  heart.  All  three  of  us  had 
be°n  Christians  before,  but  went  back 
in  "sin,  but  being  over  here  and  see- 
ino-  what  we  do,  has  brought  us  all 
ba^k  to  God.  Prayer  is  the  only  thing 
that  will  bring  an  end  to  this  war  and 
bring  the  victory.  If  folks  would 
realize  that  it  is  sin  that  has  caused 
it  all.  they  would  come  to  the  Lord. 

We  like  to  get  letters  over  here,  and 
if  you  have  friends  in  the  service, 
write  them  a  letter,  it  will  help  them. 

I '  woulcT  like  to  hear  from  many 
Christians  in  the  U.  S.  even  if  I  could 
not  answer  them  all.  Keep  praying 
for  us._cpl.  Sala  C.  Hall,  A.S.N. 
14149492. 

Hawaiian  Islands 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  indeed  glad  to  receive  your 
letter  and  I  certainly  do  appreciace 
vour  encouraging  words.  It  certainly 
is  good  to  receive  letters  like  that  for 
I  have  no  friends  to  associate  with 
here  in  the  camp  who  are  of  the  same 
faith  as  I  am. 

We  do  have  many  dreary  days,  but 
I  thank  God  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  it  is  such  a  great  comfort  in 
these  times.  I  have  no  more  desire  for 
the  things  that  are  of  this  world.  I 
find  that  a  life  in  Christ  is  far  better 
than  anything  this  world  can  afford 
Tis  true  that  I  have  been  very  weak 
in  the  way,  but  I  still  know  that 
Christ  is  ever  with  me  and  it  is  sweet 
to  know  He  hears  and  answers  my 
prayers. 

Yes,  I  was  disappointed  because  our 
paper  had  to  be  cut  down,  but  trust 
it  won't  be  long  until  we  can  get  back 
the  sixteen  pages  we  lost. 

Pray  much  for  me.  I  am  trusting 
God  in  His  mercy  to  be  our  strength. 
—Very  sincerely  yours,  Pvt.  Willard 
Welch,  34104655. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way better  than  any  paper  I  have 
ever  read  yet.  I  really  get  a  blessing 
out  of  reading  it.  The  boys  here  in 
camp  enjoy  reading  it  also  and  they 
often  say.  "You  know,  there  is  some 
good,  interesting  reading  in  those 
books."  I  like  to  hear  them  say  that. 
Maybe  they  will  see  where  they  are 
standing  and  make  a  change  to  live 
for  God. 

Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  live 
a  closer  life  to  God  than  I  do.  Also 
Pray  for  my  two  brothers  in  the  army 
to  be  saved.  And  pray  for  my  wife 
and  baby  that  the  Lord  will  care  for 
them.— Pvt.  Clifton  L.  Selvage,  245th 
port  Co.,  Camp  Auza,  Arlington,  Calif. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way very  much.  I  was  reading  in  an 
old  issue  tonight  about  the  Bible 
Training  School  and  received  a  great 
blessing.  My  determination  is  to  at- 
tend that  school  after  the  war  is  over. 

I  haven't  received  any  religious  lit- 
erature since  being  in  the  navy  and 
I  would  enjoy  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  so  much. 

May  you  be  blessed  with  God's  great- 
est blessings  in  your  work. — Howell  P. 
Batchelor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  very  glad  to  inform  you  that 
the  Lighted  Pathway  is  coming  to  me 
regularly  now  and  I  appreciate  it  very 
much. 

Since  being  overseas,  I  have  been  de- 
nied the  privilege  of  attending  real 
old-time  Pentecostal  services. 

I  am  glad  to  report  victory  in  my 
soul  tnis  evening  and  I  have  a  greater 
determination  than  ever  to  go  all  the 
way  with  my  blessed  Savior  who  has 
meant  so  much  to  me. 

Continue  to  pray  for  us  in  the  serv- 
ice of  our  country. — Pvt.  Raymond  W. 
Sanders,  -34289569. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  every 
time  I  can  get  one.  I  always  enjoy  it 
and  it  helps  me  greatly.  I  love  the 
Lord  and  He  is  tne  one  who  guides 
and  helps  me  through  it  all. 

I  am  in  the  Seabees,  which  means 
navy  construction  attached  to  the 
marines.  I  am  glad  that  the  power  of 
God  can  be  felt  in  the  ranks,  on  the 
field,  in  the  barracks  and  on  the 
streets.  Many  times  the  boys  have 
rushed  over  to  see  what  was  wrong,  as 
I  was  down  by  my  bunk  praying,  but 
now  they  come  asking  me  to  pray  for 
them,  and  they  often  ask  me  to  read 
the  Bible  to  them.  I  have  had  the 
privilege  to  see  several  saved  in  my 
year's  service.  I  need  your  prayers 
Gnat  I  may  ever  be  humble  at  the 
foot  of  the  cross,  bearing  the  light 
to  guide  mothers'  boys  to  the  Lord. 

I  nave  been  in  Church  of  God  serv- 
ices in  California  several  times.  I 
have  received  much  spiritual  food 
there  in  the  good  church  and  from 
Brother  and  Sister  C.  A.  Gillette,  of 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  several  years  I  have  been  read- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathway.  Truly  it  is 
one  of  the  most  wonderful  and  inspir- 
ing papers  I  have  ever  read.  Having 
been  in  the  army  more  than  a  year,  I 
can  recommend  it  as  a  great  help  in 
times  of  trouble  or  loneliness,  for  the 
reading  of  it  always  encourages  me  to 
continue  the  good  fight  of  faith.  Al- 
ways with  happy  anticipation  I  look 
forward  to  receiving  the  next  issue. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  at  Barbourville,  Ky..  and  I  am 
surely  glad  to  be  a  member  of  God's 
Church.  I  really  enjoy  meeting  at  the 
house  of  God  with  His  people.  Some- 
times I  am  fortunate  enough  to  have 
the  privilege  of  attending  some  of  the 
holiness  churches  in  Honolulu,  among 


them  being  "The  Divine  Church  of 
God,"  and  "The  Honolulu  Rescue 
Mission."  Several  service  men  are 
present  at  nearly  all  of  these  churches 
for  every  service.  The  Lord  certainly 
blesses  us  over  here. 

Pray  for  us  that  the  Lord  will  be 
glorified  in  our  lives. — Pfc.  Paskle  M. 
Miller. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  have  been  sitting  here  reading 
some  of  the  good  letters  that  have 
been  written  by  some  of  our  boys  in 
the  different  training  camps,  I 
thought  I  would  write  a  few  lines  to 
let  you  know  how  I  enjoy  reading 
their  good  letters,  also  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  am  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God  in  Winnsboro,  S.  C; 
have  been  for  the  past  six  or  seven 
years.  I  also  was  a  Gideon  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  about  five  years. 
I  enjoy  reading  the  paper  very  much. 
I  think  it  is  tne  finest  paper  anyone 
can  find  anywhere  for  good  spiritual 
blessings,  outside  the  Bible. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  sent  to  me 
each  month  by  some  of  the  good 
friends  in  the  home  church.  I  appre- 
ciate it  very  much.  Some  of  the  boys 
read  the  paper  when  I  get  through 
with  it,  and  they,  too,  seem  to  enjoy 
it  very  much. 

I  also  receive  so  many  good  en- 
couraging letters  from  my  many 
friends  and  loved  ones  in  the  differ- 
ent churches  back  home.  It  really 
makes  me  feel  good  to  know  that  my 
friends  and  loved  ones  are  so  inter- 
ested in  my  spiritual  welfare,  as  well 
as  my  friendship.  I  praise  the  dear 
Lord  for  each  and  every  one  who  has 
given  me  such  good  encouragement 
since  I  have  been  away  from  home. 

I  feel  that  God  has  some  kind  of 
work  for  me  to  do  for  Him  in  the 
Army  Camp,  and  I  am  praying  that 
He  will  help  me  to  accomplish  the 
work  that  is  assigned  to  my  nands  by 
Him.  There  is  so  much  that  needs  to 
be  done  and  I  want  the  Lord's  will 
done  in  my  heart  and  life.  Please  help 
me  pray  tnat  I  may  be  able  to  do  the 
task  that  is  assigned  to  me. — A 
brother  in  Christ,  Pvt.  Thomas  C. 
Stillwell,  ASN  34339235,  Co.  E,  330th 
Inf.,  APO  83,  Camp  Breckinridge,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
way through  and  am  anxious  for  an- 
other one.  I  think  it  is  a  very  good 
paper.  I  am  a  soldier  in  the  army  air 
force  and  am  living  for  Christ.  I 
would  like  to  get  letters  from  Chris- 
tian people.  I  have  a  Christian  wife 
and  a  very  sweet  baby  eight  months 
old.  a  praying  father  and  mother. 

Please  pray  that  I  will  return  safe- 
ly to  my  nome. — Pvt.  Joseph  V.  Smith, 
33450790,  339th  Fighter  Bomb.  Group, 
503rd  Fighter  Bomb.  Sqd..  W.A.A.F., 
Walterboro,  S.  C. 

NOTICE:  It  is  against  Army  Post 
Office  rules  to  give  full  addresses  of 
men  overseas.  If  you  want  to  write  to 
any  of  the  boys  overseas,  it  will  be 
necessary  to  write  the  Lighted  Path- 
way office  for  full  address.  Please  send 
self-addressed  postal  card  for  reply. 
—Ed. 
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(Continued  from  page  2) 

says,  "Thou  shalt  have  no  other  god 
before  me."  God  meant  just  what  He 
said.  Do  you  have  a  god  of  business  or 
of  pleasure  that  stands  between  you 
and  your  duty  to  God?  If  you  do,  then 
you  are  building  on  a  sandy  founda- 
tion. 

Boys  in  the  service  of  our  country,  I 
could  not  close  without  saying  a  word 
to  you.  We  are  receiving  so  many  let- 
ters from  Christian  boys  who  are  tell- 
ing us  that  it  is  possible  to  live  for 
God  in  the  midst  of  this  great  con- 
flict. If  it  is  possible  there,  should  it 
not  be  to  those  who  are  comfortably 
housed  and  fed  at  home?  God  bless 
you,  boys,  and  help  you  to  come  home 
from  this  war  clean  and  pure  and 
ready  to  take  your  place  as  a  useful 
citizen  in  this  world  of  ours.  We  know 
not  what  is  before  us  but  God  will 
need  you  to  carry  on.  He  will  have 
battles  to  fight  and  by  your  being 
true  in  this  battle  that  is  now  raging, 
it  will  prepare  you  for  future  battles. 
If  this  message  reaches  a  young  man 
who  has  fallen  through  temptation, 
will  you  not  come  back  to  Him  as  you 
read  this  message?  Write  to  me  and 
tell  me  about  it.  Don't  you  think  it 
would  make  me  glad?  It  does  me  good 
to  have  you  write  good  letters  telling 
me  that  the  Lighted  Pathway  has 
been  a  blessing  to  you,  but  how  it 
would  make  me  rejoice  to  have  you 
say,  "I  got  saved  through  reading  its 
pages."  Thank  you,  boys,  for  all  the 
lovely  letters  you  have  written.  We 
are  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  publish  all 
of  them  each  time,  but  keep  watching, 
maybe  yours  will  be  next.  God  bless 
you  every  one. 

Next  month  we  hope  to  write  more 
about  God's  plan  for  your  life. 


A   NEW  YEAR'S  GREETING  TO 
"OUR  BOYS" 

Miss  Luella  Jenkins 
Route  2,  Culberson,  N.  C. 

Greetings,  out  there  somewhere,  to 
all  "Our  Boys"  in  uniform.  Many, 
many  happy  returns  to  each  of  you 
as,  once  again,  the  hands  of  the  old 
time  clock  point  to  a  new  year. 

Some  of  you  are  perhaps  wondering 
what  the  new  year  holds  in  store  for 
you;  some  of  you  are  making  majestic 
resolutions  (not  to  be  broken,  I  trust) . 
Some  of  you,  doubtless,  are  mentally 
taking  a  backward  look  over  the 
record  penned  for  1943.  Still  others  of 
you  are  looking  out  over  the  new 
year  and  visioning,  by  an  eye  of  faith, 
the  reality  of  all  your  hopes  and 
dreams  for  the  year  1944.  May  I,  just 
for  a  brief  moment,  call  your  minds 
from  these  visions  while  I,  in  a  small 
measure,  try  to  express  to  you  our 
gratitude  and  gratefulness  for  the 
hope  and  the  substantial  confidence 
with  which  you  have  afforded  us  to 
look  toward  the  future  at  this,  the 
beginning  of  a  new  year.  Yes,  a 
stronger  hope,  a  better  assurance  of 
a  brighter  future  than  was  ours  to 
claim  when  1943  was  a  new  year.  And 
all  due  to  the  never-failing  courage 
and  noble  sacrifices  of  "our  boys." 
How  can  we  honor  you  enough?  How 
can  we  ever  show  our  love  and  appre- 


ciation for  what  you  are  doing  for 
us?  Words  cannot  utter  praise  enough 
for  the  dauntless  courage  you  are 
showing  and  the  noble,  heroic  atti- 
tude you  are  taking  relative  to  the 
principles  for  which  you  are  holding 
on. 

Just  the  other  day  I  talked  with  a 
young  soldier — and  i  think  this  noble 
lad  was  typical  of  the  majority  of 
you  in  general.  My  very  soul  was 
stirred  by  some  of  the  statements  he 
made  as  we  talked.  'We  are  in  this 
war  to  win  it,"  he  said.  "Of  course 
when  it  is  over  we  won't  all  come  back, 
but  let  those  who  do  go  home  in  peace 
to  the  things  we've  all  fought  for."  He 
continued  by  saying,  "If  it  falls  my 
lot  to  give  my  life,  I'm  no  better  than 
many  others  who  will  die;  we  will  but 
have  given  ourselves  that  those  who 
are  left  can  enjoy  the  freedom  of 
everything  we've  strived  for — above 
all,  our  standards  of  Christianity." 
What  a  noble  attitude  to  assume 
toward  his  country,  his  fellow  man 
and  his  Christian  ideals. 

Soldier  friends,  I  was  reminded  of 
another  who  once  suffered  even  more 
than  the  pangs  of  war,  shed  His  blood, 
not  from  the  wounds  of  a  bullet  but 
from  the  piercing  of  cruel  nails  driven 
in  His  hands  and  feet,  died,  not  in 
honor  and  esteemed  as  a  hero,  but  un- 
der the  cries  of  mockery  and  shame — 
all  this,  that  WE  might  enjoy  life 
eternal,  that  we  might  inherit  a  home 
of  peace,  joy  and  comfort  in  that 
eternal  life  to  come.  That  Friend  was 
Jesus.  Soldier,  have  you  talked  with 
Him?  Have  you  accepted  Him  as  your 
Captain?  one  who  has  never  lost  a 
battle.  If  you  haven't,  wouldn't  you 
like  to  surrender  your  life  in  His  care 
this  glad  new  year  and  accept  Him  as 
the  captain  of  your  soul,  to  pilot  you 
through  the  storm  and  tide  of  this 
year?  Friend,  the  sailing  would  be 
more  peaceful,  the  raging  storm  of 
doubt  and  fear  calmer,  and  the 
landing  safe  and  sure. 

This  is  all,  friends.  I  leave  you  now 
to  go  back  to  your  former  thoughts. 
And  as  you  continue  to  make  resolu- 
tions and  vision  life  in  the  new  year, 
won't  you  make  Christ  the  central 
figure?  Accept  Him  now,  the  One 
Great  Hope  of  Redemption. 

God's  richest  blessings  upon  each 
and  all  of  you. 


TWO  FAMOUS  CIRCUIT  RIDERS 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

fire  of  the  early  evangelistic  days 
leaped  to  his  lips  as  he  said: 

"I  am  an  old  man;  the  sands  in 
the  hour-glass  of  my  life  have  nearly 
finished  their  flow.  What  I  can  say 
and  what  I  can  do  in  this  world,  if 
accomplished  at  all,  must  be  done 
promptly.  ...  If  I  had  known  I  would 
meet  such  a  nest  of  Tories  and  traitors 
here,  I  would  not  have  put  my  legs 
under  your  table. 

"As  the  crow  flies,  I  have  lived  with- 
in a  score  of  miles  of  Abraham  Lincoln 
for  a  third  of  a  century.  Until  shortly 
before  he  took  the  oath  of  office  as 
President  of  the  United  States,  we  had 
trained  in  different  political  camps, 
he  a  Whig  and  I  a  Democrat.  I  re- 
mained a  Democrat  until  the  firing  on 
Fort  Sumter.  Since  then  I  have  known 


no  party  save  that  of  my   undivi 
country    and     Abraham     Lincoln 
President.  .  .  .  Once  we  were  oppo; 
candidates   for  a  seat  in  Congres 
went  down  to  defeat.  But  it  was 
feat  by  a  gentleman  and  a  patriot 

"When  you  go  from  here  to  y 
homes,  I  want  you  to  bear  with 
the  assurance  of  his  neighbor  ; 
once  political  opponent  that  the  co 
try  will  be  safe  in  his  hands.  ...  V 
stand  ye  here,  idle  critics?  May  ( 
send  patriotic  light  into  your  sti] 
souls! 

"I  shall  give  you  a  toast." 

And,  reaching  for  a  glass  of  wa 
which  he  held  high  above  his  he 
he  repeated  the  words  of  Webster 
the  United  States  Senate  and  those 
Douglas  as  he  stood  for  the  last  ti 
before  an  Illinois  audience:  '  "Libe 
and  Union,  now  and  forever,  one  a 
inseparable.  There  are  now  but  t 
parties— Patriots  and  Traitors!'  " 

Once  more  the  paths  of  the  circ 
preacher  and  the  circuit  lawyer  r. 
met — this  time   to   merge  forever 
the  shining  road  to  freedom. 


BEING  FRIENDS 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

glad  to." 

When  he  had  strapped  them  all  1 
gether  neatly,  he  went  to  Miss  Edge 
ton's  desk.  "May  I  speak  to  Lucy 
minute?"  he  asked.  Miss  Edgert 
said,  "Yes."  Peter  went  back  to  1 
seat  after  whispering  with  Lucy,  loo 
ing  as  if  something  very  importa 
indeed  had  been  decided. 

After   school   Miss   Edgerton   foui 
Peter  and  Lucy  waiting  to  speak 
her,  plainly  eager  and  excited  abo 
something. 

"Miss  Edgerton,"  began  Peter,  "\ 
are  going  to  take  Denny's  books 
him  every  day  and  help  him,  yi 
know,  so  maybe — we  thought — " 

"If  we  can  explain  everything,  Mi 
Edgerton,  just  like  you  do,  and  1 
works  all  the  problems  himself  ar 
sends  them  in  to  you,  we  though 
maybe  he'd  have  a  chance  for  tl 
prize,  anyway,"  said  Lucy. 

Miss  Edgerton  looked  amazed.  "( 
course,  he  would,"  she  said,  "but  yc 
two — it  would  lessen  your  chance,  yc 
know.  No  one  else  is  near  you." 

"That's  all  right,"  Peter  declare 
hastily,  "we  want  him  to  have  a  fa 
chance,  and  if  he  wins  it,  why — " 

"We'll  be  glad,"  said  Lucy.  "W 
haven't  any  broken  legs,  you  see,  an 
Denny's  worked  so  hard  he  deserve 
the  prize." 

"Then  that's  fine,"  said  Miss  Edgei 
ton.  "That  is  really  a  kind  thing  t 
do." 

How  did  it  turn  out?  Well,  Dennj 
Peter,  and  Lucy  all  worked  as  hard  a 
they  could,  fair  and  square,  an 
Denny  did  win  the  prize.  They  ha 
become  such  good  friends  over  th 
lessons  that  the  magazine  was  passei 
from  one  to  the  other  each  montr. 
and  Miss  Edgerton  said:  "It  seems  t< 
me  that  you  all  won  the  prize. "- 
Selected. 


Read    letter    from    soldier    boy    oi 
page  5. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY   RATING 

Sold  for  January  Total 

Alabama  2.277  10,678 

Arizona  - -    178  943 

Arkansas 560  2,673 

California     ..  _ 858  3,588 

Canada 204  974 

Colorado  ..._.      24  130 

Connecticut     _.. 8  33 

Delaware    195  748 

Florida ...  -  3,851  16,338 

Foreign   —    ~ 281  1,660 

Georgia  5,870  27,018 

Idaho    ._ -      72  389 

Illinois     -  - 2,263  10,906 

Indiana     _... _   422  2,255 

Iowa    117  763 

Kansas -     289  1,213 

Kentucky   _ -...2,587  9,692 

Louisiana   .._ ~     574  2,611 

Maine    283  1,227 

Massachusetts    87  271 

Maryland   1,369  6,252 

Michigan    1,509  6,419 

Minnesota    70  272 

Mississippi   779  4,223 

Missouri    ...2,010  7,875 

Montana    186  929 

Nebraska 39  171 

New  Jersey    _ _    195  1,019 

New  Hampshire  3  12 

New   Mexico   219  807 

Nevada   4  6 

New  York  115  595 

North  Carolina   ...     6,656  30,319 

North  Dakota 269  1,141 

Ohio     _ 2,851  11,143 

Oklahoma    295  2,012 

Oregon    _ 176  922 

Pennsylvania 1,119  4,953 

Rhode  Island  3  12 

South  Carolina  .9,126  45,640 

South  Dakota  186  729 

Tennessee    3,546  16,026 

Texas  .....1,592  14,240 

Utah    10  40 

Virginia    ._ 1,814  9,239 

Washington    ..  .    636  2,417 

Washington,  D.  C.  _    149  561 

West  Virginia  1,735  8,722 

Wisconsin 71  233 

Wyoming    73  393 

57,805  271,437 

December  Prize  Winner 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

December  Honor  Roll 

Annie  Jones,  Desloge,  Mo. 
Mattie  Roberson,  Valdese,  N.  C. 
Edwin     M.     Mortenson,     Columbia, 
S.  C. 
Mae  Couch,  Fort  Mill,  S.  C. 
Leon  Ouzts,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Irma  Richards,  Riverside,  Ga. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   PUBLICITY   CLUB 

Don't  forget  to  send  in  the  addresses 
°f  your  libraries,  hospitals,  prisons, 
etc.  Also,  we  will  need  contributions 
for  this  work.  It  is  a  great  work.  There 
is  no  better  time  to  reach  souls  than 
wnen  in  trouble.  We  notice  literature 
ln  stations  and  waiting  rooms,  but 
Very  little  of  ours  is  found.  Why  not 
wake  up  and  give  the  gospel  to  those 
around  you? 


WHEN  GOD  SAYS  "NO" 
(Continued  from  page  11) 

preciation  of  God's  presence  in  times 
of  testing,  a  deeper  love  for  my  family 
and  a  world-wide  parish;  yes,  and  the 
continuous  satisfaction  of  knowing 
that  many  are  coming  to  Jesus  Christ, 
through  whom  alone  they  can  be 
saved. 

I  know  this:  That  the  highway  of 
triumph  is  often  the  low  way  of  tribu- 
lation. Handicaps  come  in  handy 
when  they  pass  the  censorship  of 
Romans  8:28. 

If  blind  Milton  could  write  Paradise 
Lost,  if  John  Bunyan  in  Bedford  jail 
could  write  Pilgrim's  Progress,  if  Lu- 
ther, imprisoned  in  Wartburg  castle, 
could  translate  the  entire  New  Testa- 
ment into  the  German  language,  if 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson,  tubercular, 
suffering  with  sciatica,  one  arm  in  a 
shng,  sentenced  to  absolute  silence 
and  darkness,  could  produce  The 
Child's  Garden  of  Verses,  if  Paul, 
confined  to  a  Roman  prison  and 
chained  to  a  guard  twenty-four  hours 
a  day,  could  still  proclaim  the  Gospel 
— if  these  men  under  such  mighty 
handicaps  could  and  did  dare  to  make 
progress  and  history,  why  should  not 
we? 

For  the  soul  there  need  be  no  prison 
walls,  no  binding  chains,  no  smiting 
blindness.  There  are  men  who  have 
learned  not  to  bemoan  their  troubles 
or  to  waste  them,  but  to  make  slaves 
of  them — men  who  have  learned  to 
use  every  stumbling  stone  as  material 
for  building  a  great  life. 

Some  one  has  said,  "A  pessimist  is 
one  who  sees  the  difficulty  in  the  op- 
portunity, while  an  optimist  sees  the 
opportunity  in  the  difficulty."  I  am 
sure  that  my  time  of  being  laid  aside 
was  not  a  mere  detour,  but  the  real 
highway  of  my  life.  At  any  rate  there 
are  more  flowers  along  the  roadsides 
of  detours  than  along  the  main  high- 
ways. And  travel  is  so  fast — too  fast — 
on  the  main  roads.  Let  us  go  on.  The 
goal  is  just  ahead,  and  let  us  gather 
the  flowers  of  patience,  growth, 
friendship,  faith  and  love  as  we  go, 
not  forgetting  that,  "Lo,  I  am  with 
you  alway." 

It  is  better  to  experience  with  the 
Apostle  Paul,  "My  grace  is  sufficient 
for  thee,"  than  it  is  to  have  the  thorn 
removed — if  the  thorn  is  needed  for 
the  outworking  of  the  purpose  of  God 
in  your  life. 

It  is  said  that  God  has  but  three 
answers  to  the  prayer  of  petition: 
"Yes,"  "No,"  or  "Wait  a  while."  May  I 
presume  to  interpret  the  "No"  to  mean, 
"I  have  something  better  for  you,  if 
you  will  wait"? 

It  has  been  better  for  me.  I  am 
richer  in  spiritual  experience.  It  has 
been  better  for  others. 

"My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee." 
■■Not  my  will,  but  thine  be  done."— 
The  King's  Business. 


Read    letter    from    soldier    boy    on 
Page  5. 


Note  of  Thanks 

We  thank  our  good  friends  for 
the  lovely  shower  of  greeting  cards 
received  this  Christmas  time.  We 
would  like  to  write  all  of  you  per- 
sonally but  that  would  be  impossible. 
God  bless  you  all. — Alda  B.  Harrison. 


February,  1944 


RACHEL 
(Continued  from  page  3) 
— all  keen,  eager,  beautiful. 

Following  the  meeting  tea  was 
served,  but  Miss  Hamilton  did  not  re- 
main for  it  today.  Instead  she  left  the 
children  in  charge  of  her  assistants 
and — despite  the  burning  heat — she 
hurried  forth  upon  her  Sunday  visi- 
tation. 

First  she  must  call  upon  dear  old 
Granny  Blumengarten.  Poor  old  soul! 
She  was  seventy-five  and  sick  and 
lived  alone.  Up  five  flights  of  dark  and 
narrow  and  malodorous  tenement 
stairs  the  faithful  ambassador  of  the 
Gospel  labored,  gaily  humming  her 
"missionary  battle  hymn": 
"They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of 
heaven 

Through  peril,  toil  and  pain: 
O  God,  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  follow  in  their  train." 

At  the  top,  in  a  stuffy,  stifling  lit- 
tle room  she  found  the  aged  Jewish 
woman,  quite  alone  except  for  a  mul- 
titude of  flies — and  with  a  bowl  of 
chopped  cabbage  and  onion  on  the 
table  beside  her  bed,  as  her  sole  nour- 
ishment for  the  day. 

Tenderly  Miss  Hamilton  ministered 
to  her  needs.  The  flies  were  driven 
out,  the  bed  was  freshened,  the  pa- 
tient was  skilfully  bathed.  Then  a 
nourishing  broth,  which  Miss  Hamil- 
ton had  prepared  at  home,  was  heat- 
ed and  served.  And  finally,  to  the 
grateful  old  soul  the  Bread  of  Life 
was  broken  as  Miss  Hamilton  read  to 
her  from  her  own  Yiddish  Bible.  After 
a  parting  word  of  prayer  and  a  prom- 
ise to  come  back  soon,  the  missionary 
left  her  refreshed  and  comforted. 

Next  Miss  Hamilton  visited  the 
Cohen  family  on  East  Thirteenth 
Street.  The  Cohens  consisted  of  Mr. 
Solomon  Cohen,  the  father,  a  tailor 
by  trade,  and  seven  little  motherless 
Cohens.  Mrs.  Cohen  had  died  the 
previous  winter.  Continuous  debt  and 
destitution  and  the  cares  of  her  in- 
creasing family,  all  combined  finally 
to  break  the  never-too-rugged  consti- 
tution, and  poor,  brave  little  Mrs. 
Cohen,  struggling  heroically  to  the 
end,  went  down  at  last  before  life's 
battle. 

Jewish  family  love  is  strong.  At  all 
costs  Mr.  Cohen  must  hold  his 
motherless  little  flock  together — hence 
the  several  kind  offers  of  neighbors  to 
divide  the  children  among  them,  add- 
ing them  to  their  own  large  and  pov- 
erty-stricken families,  were  appreci- 
atively but  resolutely  declined  by  the 
bereaved  Jewish  father.  His  subse- 
quent efforts  to  be  father  and  mother 
both  to  his  numerous  offspring — 
tailoring  by  day  and  often  far  into 
the  night,  and  endeavoring  in  between 
to  perform  a  woman's  ministrations — 
were  pathetic  in  the  extreme. 

In  such  a  home  as  this  Violet  Ham- 
ilton was  indeed  a  godsend,  with  her 
frequent  material  assistance,  her  en- 
couragement of  the  brave  little  "big 
sister"  of  the  family,  and  her  kindly, 
friendly  counsel  to  the  oftentimes  dis- 
tracted father.  There  must  be  some- 
thing in  this  English  religion  after  all, 
Mr.  Cohen  reflected  thoughtfully 
after  each  one  of  the  missionary's 
visits.  If  believing  in  Jesus  Christ 
makes  the  people  as  kind  as  Miss 
Hamilton,  He   might  be  the  Messiah 
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iui  ct  iaci.  ne  guessed  perhaps  he'd 
just  study  into  it  a  bit — from  that 
New  Testament  Miss  Hamilton  had 
brought  him — and  try  to  figure  it  all 
out  for  himself. 

My,  how  fearfully  hot  it  was!  Miss 
Hamilton  felt  nearly  wilted.  How  she 
would  love  to  go  home  and  have  a 
ccol  bath  and  some  iced  lemonade 
and  then  a  nap  till  time  for  evening 
service.  But  no,  she  must  see  Zelma. 
She  was  so  troubled  about  her.  Zelma 
was  such  a  dear  girl  and  so  full  of 
promises.  Her  confession  of  the  Lord 
a  year  ago  had  been  so  beautiful,  and 
her  testimony  since  so  full  of  zeal. 
But  something  had  happened.  No  one 
seemed  to  know  just  what.  Lately 
there  had  been  the  saddest  change. 
She  had  given  them  untold  anxiety. 
She  never  came  near  the  Mission  any 
more,  and  when  anyone  went  to  see 
her  she  was  evasive  and  deceitful.  Yes, 
Miss  Hamilton  must  have  it  out  with 
her  today.  She  must  get  to  the  bottom 
of  the  trouble.  It  would  be  a  difficult 
call  but  one  that  was  most  urgent. 

Zelma  was  at  home  and  fortunately 
alone.  So  Miss  Hamilton,  after  prayer- 
fully paving  the  way,  with  much 
love  and  tact,  drew  forth  the  story 
from  the  seventeen-year-old,  attrac- 
tive Jewess.  It  was  the  usual  one. 
Neglect,  first,  of  prayer  and  Bible 
study — then  companions  whose  influ- 
ence was  none  too  helpful — and  grad- 
ually a  slipping  from  the  moorings. 

For  half  an  hour  following  the  sor- 
rowful confession  there  was  an 
earnest  heart-to-heart  talk  between 
the  older  and  the  younger  girl,  with 
wise  and  loving  counsel  given  and  re- 
ceived; and  when  Miss  Hamilton  left 
it  was  with  Zelma's  penitent  promise 
that  she  would  come  back  to  Christ 
and  yield  the  guidance  of  her  life  to 
Him. 

Time  for  just  one  more  call  before 
the  evening  service.  Which  one  of  a 
hundred  possible  homes  should  the 
missionary  visit?  Here,  as  in  every 
smallest  detail  of  her  life,  she  prayed 
for  the  Spirit's  leading.  The  Gold- 
f inkles!  "ies,  surely,  she  must  go  there. 
It  was  three  months  since  she  had 
seen  them.  They  lived  quite  far.  Away 
up  on  Forty-ninth  Street.  But  she 
would  take  the  Subway  and  there 
would  be  time  for  a  short  call  anyway. 

She  arrived  just  as  the  Goldf inkles 
— a  cultured  Jewish  family  of  the 
more  prosperous  class — were  having 
tea  in  their  library.  Mrs.  Goldfinkle,  a 
rotund,  motherly  soul  with  beaming 
countenance,  was  presiding  at  the 
samovar.  Her  two  attractive  older 
daughters  were  passing  the  glasses  of 
fragrant  Russian  tea,  while  the  little 
sisters  were  following  with  plates  of 
honey  cakes  and  nuts.  The  entire 
numerous  family  were  present.  Be- 
sides Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goldfinkle  and  the 
four  daughters  there  were  the  two 
married  sons  with  their  wives  and 
children,  the  three  little  boys,  and 
dear  old  Grandfather  Goldfinkle  with 
his  snowy  head  and  patriarchal  beard. 
Half  a  dozen  Jewish  guests  were 
present  also. 

Miss  Hamilton  was  greeted  eagerly. 
She  was  a  favorite  with  all  the  fam- 
ily. Where  had  she  been?  Why  didn't 
she  come  to  see  them  any  more?  Too 
busy?  What  with  was  she  too  busy  to 
come  to  see  her  friends?  Well,  any- 
way, she  must  stay  now  for  tea  with 


them  .  .  .  Certainly  she  had  time!  She 
must  take  time.  Why  not?  .  .  .  What! 
A  meeting?  What  kind  of  a  meeting? 
.  .  .  Oh,  a  meeting  by  the  Mission,  was 
it?  Did  she  belong  to  that  same  Mis- 
sion still?  .  .  .  Well,  what  did  they  do 
at  those  Missions,  anyway?  This  last 
question  from  one  of  Mrs.  Goldfinkle's 
sons-in-law. 

Miss  Hamilton  was  always  quick  to 
see  an  opportunity.  Here  was  one  that 
was  exceptional.  A  cultured  Jewish 
heme;  a  large  and  influential  family; 
attractive  guests;  herself  most  wel- 
come; and  inquiries  before  her,  eager 
and  intelligent:  a  perfect  setting  tor 
some  keen  and  effective  work  of  testi- 
mony. Quickly  sending  up  a  prayer 
that  every  word  she  uttered  might  be 
directed  by  the  Spirit,  she  graciously 
accepted  the  proffered  tea,  and  as  she 
sipped  it  from  the  tall,  crystal  goblet 
and  ate  the  delicate  honey  cakes,  she 
gradually  and  tactfully  directed  the 
conversation  of  the  whole  company 
into  a  discussion  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment scriptures  and  the  Messianic 
claims  of  Christ.  So  vividly  did  she 
present  her  argument,  and  with  such 
convincing  radiance  of  voice  and 
countenance,  that  no  less  than  seven 
of  the  Hebrew  people  present  were 
constrained  to  take  the  New  Testa- 
ments sne  offered  them  with  the 
promise  that  they  would  read  and 
stuay  them  with  open  mind  and  heart. 
Miss  Hamilton  invited  any  of  them 
who  mignt  care  to  go,  to  return  with 
her  to  the  Mission  for  the  evening 
service.  But  at  this  point  they  all  with 
one  consent  began  to  make  excuse. 
The  married  couples  must  take  their 
children  home.  The  older  Goldfinkle 
daughters  were  going  to  a  wedding. 
The  boys  were  going  to  a  concert. 
Grandfather  was,  of  course,  too  old 
and  Mother  and  Father  Goldfinkle 
must  stay  home  with  him.  Perhaps 
next  Sunday  some  of  them  would 
come.  Miss  Hamilton  smiled  inwardly. 
She  knew  all  about  these  "next  Sun- 
day" promises,  and  every  other  vari- 
ety of  evasion  and  postponement  on 
the  part  of  her  many  Hebrew  friends. 
But  patience  is  the  watchword  of  the 
missionary  to  the  Jews;  "undis- 
courageable"  her  undeviating  motto. 
In  this  visit,  however,  there  was 
much  that  was  distinctly  heartening. 
For  nearly  an  hour  twenty  people  had 
listened  attentively  and  reverently  to 
the  Gospel.  The  most  thoughtful 
among  tnem  were  taking  away  with 
them  the  New  Testament.  And  the 
bond  of  sympathetic  friendship  be- 
tween the  missionary  and  this  de- 
lightful Hebrew  family  had  been  yet 
more  deeply  cemented  by  this  happy 
fellowship  together  over  their  glasses 
of  Russian  tea,  and  over  the  open 
Word  of  God. 

But  now  Miss  Hamilton  must  surely 
hurry.  In  half  an  hour  the  evening 
service  at  the  Mission  would  begin. 
The  hospitable  family  tried  hard  to 
detain  her  and  most  happily  would 
she  have  stayed,  but  many  other  He- 
brew friends  were,  she  knew,  eagerly 
awaiting  her  on  Delancey  Street.  And 
so,  amid  many  expressions  of  regret, 
with  a  grateful  and  cordial  promise 
to  return,  she  took  her  departure 
homeward. 

As  she  came  out  of  the  Goldfinkles' 
house,  she  had  a  direct  impulse  to 
turn    westward    toward    the    Avenue, 


rather  than  eastward  to  the  do 
town  Subway.  She  could  not  at 
understand  why,  but  so  sensiti' 
was  her  heart  attuned  to  God  t 
she  recognized  immediately  a  leac 
of  the  Spirit.  Quietly  she  yielded 
her  will  to  Him  and  prayed  that 
would  guide  her  steps  aright. 

As  she  turned  into  the  brilliai 
illuminated  thoroughfare,  her  hi 
was  full  of  praise  to  God  for  all 
way  that  He  had  led  that  day.  ( 
had  surely  used  her.  Her  heart  i 
overflowing  with  thankfulness  ; 
joy. 

And  still  there  was  work  ahead — 
knew  it — even  now  before  she  sho 
reach  the  Mission.  What  might  it  i 
she  wondered. 

Frankly  she  was  puzzled.  This  le; 
ing     hither     to     the     Avenue — it 
seemed  so  very  strange.  The  Aver 
and  Delancey  Street  were  as  far 
moved  as  day  and  night.  But  even 
the    Avenue    God    had    His    precic 
jewels.   And  her  task  it  was  obediei 
ly   to   seek   them   out   as   He   shoi 
guide. 

She  started  hurrying — a  thund' 
storm  was  coming.  But  before  she  h 
gone  a  block  great  drops  were  alrea 
coming  down.  Miss  Hamilton  had 
coat  and  no  umbrella.  She  must  se 
shelter  until  the  worst  was  over. 

At  the  corner  stood  St.  X's— N 
York's  most  fashionable  church,  a 
also,  Miss  Hamilton  understood, 
most  outstandingly  modernistic  01 
She  had  never  attended  it.  Someh< 
she  had  felt  it  would  imply  disloyal 
to  her  Lord  and  to  His  inerrant  Wo 
to  do  so.  But  now  God  had  an  errai 
for  her  to  do  there.  A  sudden  hea 
clap  of  thunder  and  a  flash  of  ligb 
ning,  accompanied  by  a  cloudburst 
and  instinctively  Miss  Hamilti 
pushed  open  the  iron  gate  and  rush' 
quickly  up  the  stairway,  where,  b 
hind  one  of  the  large  marble  columr 
she  had  safe  cover. 

The  storm  was  fascinating  to  he 
Thunder  and  lightning  always  thrill* 
her.  Never  did  she  feel  more  conscioi 
of  the  nearness  and  the  wonder  ( 
God  than  when  the  elements  we; 
raging.  In  rapt  adoration  of  His  gloi 
she  watched  the  tempest  until  i 
fury  was  spent  and  the  rain  h£ 
ceased.  Just  a  few  distant  rumbles  ( 
thunder  remained. 

But  now  she  must  hurry  faster.  SI" 
was  late.  The  service  was  already  oi 
Perhaps  it  was  just  to  view  this  glor 
ous  storm  that  God  had  brought  he 
to  the  Avenue.  So  thoughtful  is  B 
always  of  His  children's  joy.  No  othe 
errand  certainly  was  anywhere  ap 
parent. 

She  ran  quickly  down  the  steps  an 
started  opening  the  iron  gate.  But  ; 
did  not  yield  to  her  touch.  She  trie 
fumbling  with  the  latch.  And  the 
suddenly  she  dropped  it,  startled.  Fo 
close  beside  her  she  heard  the  Strang 
est  sound — a  baby's  cry! 

In  frightened  astonishment  sh 
looked  down  at  her  feet,  and  there- 
just  inside  the  iron  coping — in  th 
soft  glow  from  the  street  lamp  on  th 
corner — she  saw  an  amazing  sight 
the  form  of  a  young  woman  in  white 
storm-beaten  garments,  lying  appar 
ently  lifeless  with  the  crying  baby  01 
her  breast. 

(Continued  in  next  issue) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


GLINTS  OF  KNOWLEDGE 


Religious  Broadcasting  Needs  a 

Check-up 

Would  you  believe  that  there  is 
•■$900  000.000  rolling  into  church  cof- 
fers each  year  from  radio  listeners"? 
Neither  do  we.  That  sum  is  equal  to 
about  sixty  per  cent  of  the  total 
amount  given  annually  for  the  sup- 
port of  all  Protestant  church  activities, 
local  and  general,  according  to  the 
latest  reports.  Whether  or  not  this 
figure  is  accurate — given  by  Variety 
under  the  characteristic  headline, 
••Church  Big  Biz  for  Radio" — it  is  un- 
doubtedly true  that  an  immense 
amount  of  money  rolls  in  to  some  of 
the  religious  broadcasters.  Some  of  it 
o-oes  to  the  support  of  worthy  pro- 
grams. What  troubles  Variety,  and 
may  well  trouble  those  who  are  deep- 
ly interested  in  the  serious  presenta- 
tion of  religion  over  the  air,  is  that 
so  much  of  this  flood  of  contributions 
does  not,  after  all,  roll  into  "church 
coffers"  but  goes  into  the  pockets  of 
individual  and  irresponsible  exiiort- 
ers,  free-lance  evangelists  and  inde- 
pendent peddlers  of  spiritual  nos- 
trums who  have  no  more  "church" 
behind  them  than  a  microphone  with 
which  to  send  forth  their  appeals  and 
a  postoffice  box  in  which  to  receive 
the  proceeds.  One  "phoney  preacher" 
is  cited  who  is  said  to  have  "an  esti- 
mated take  of  $15,000  a  week."  This 
must  be  a  very  exceptional  case  and, 
in  the  nature  of  such  things,  the  esti- 
mate must  be  highly  conjectural,  for 
one  of  the  objectionable  characteris- 
tics of  these  adventurers  who  trade  in 
the  name  of  religion  is  that  they  make 
no  reports  and  submit  to  no  audits. 
These  racketeers  are  the  radio  coun- 
terparts of  the  fly-by-night  store- 
front "missions,"  from  which  they  dif- 
fer as  a  wholesale  or  jobber's  business 
differs  from  retail,  the  goods  distrib- 
uted by  both  being  the  same  shoddy 
stuff.  It  is  regrettable  that  no  way  has 
yet  been  devised  of  protecting  the 
public  from  their  exploitation  without 
submitting  the  promulgation  of  reli- 
gion to  censorship  which  would  be 
even  more  odious  and  more  damaging 
to  religion  than  they  are.  Meanwhile, 
when  these  pirates  of  the  ether  ask 
you  to  pray,  pray;  when  they  ask  you 
for  money,  watch! — Editorial  Dec.  15, 
1943,  Christian  Century. 

Free  China's  New  Ds-a] 

Action  by  the  House  and  Senate 
providing  for  a  revision  of  the  Orien- 
tal Exclusion  Act  and  removing  the 
oar  of  color  as  a  qualification  for 
citizenship  is  one  of  the  most  states- 
manlike legislative  acts  of  the  Ameri- 
can Government  in  recent  years. 

There  is  great  danger  that  the 
American  people,  engrossed  as  they 
a.i'e  in  the  European  conflict,  will  lose 
sight  of  the  fact  that  the  great  inter- 
national problem  of  the  world  today 
js  China.  Three  solutions  of  that  prob- 
teni  are  at  hand:  she  can  become  a 
vassal  of  Japan;  she  can  become  a  de- 
Pendency  of  some  Western  power,  or 
she  can  become  an  independent  nation 
j*nd  assume  her  full  responsibility  in 
^ue  family  of  nations.  Either  of  the 
first  two  solutions  is  a  guarantee   of 


new  wars;  the  third  is  the  only  one 
which  will  satisfy  the  moral  sense  of 
the  American  people  or  of  the  world. 
Surely,  if  any  nation  in  the  world 
has  earned  the  respect  of  thoughtful 
men  during  the  last  decade,  China  is 
that  one.  The  manner  in  which  she 
has  resisted  Japanese  aggression,  her 
courage  under  incredible  suffering, 
and  her  amazing  power  to  adapt  to 
new  conditions  of  life  mark  her  as 
one  of  the  great  peoples  of  all  time. 
And  the  American  people  need  to  be 
reminded  that  China  deserves  this 
new  evidence  of  American  confidence, 
having  won  it  by  her  revolutionary 
achievements  under  fire. 

John  Wesley's  Hmd&asiry 
John  Wesley  was  a  minister  of 
boundless  energy.  He  preached  40,000 
sermons,  wrote  over  200  books,  edited 
a  magazine,  abridged  scores  of  other 
books,  compiled  Hebrew,  Greek  ancl 
French  grammars  and  an  English  dic- 
tionary. He  had  no  secretaries  or  typ- 
ists in  his  day;  all  was  done  in  his  own 
handwriting.  When  he  was  83  he  com- 
plained that  he  could  not  read  or 
write  more  than  fifteen  hours  a  day 
without  hurting  his  eyes;  and  w..en 
he  was  86  he  was  ashamed  to  have 
to  admit  that  he  could  not  preach 
more  than  twice  a  day.  He  still  rose  at 
5:30  a.  m.,  and  when  88,  he  preached 
all  around  England  and  rode  horse- 
back 30  to  50  miles  a  day. — Pente- 
costal Herald. 

Fifty  American  colleges  have  closed 
their  doors  during  the  last  few 
months  because  of  the  drafting  of 
youth  to  the  armed  forces  and  the 
high  wages  offered  by  industry.  Many 
more  are  about  to  do  the  same  be- 
cause of  the  prevailing  situations. — 
Sel. 

There  was  a  time,  not  so  long  ago. 
when  we  were  scrapping  men  of  forty 
because  they  were  "too  old,"  but  that 
day  ended  with  Pearl  Harbor.  Today 
men  of  sixty  and  even  seventy  are 
leading  Boy  Scout  troops  and  renew- 
ing their  youth.  Others  in  the  late 
years  of  their  lives  are  going  back  in- 
to the  Sunday  Schools  to  teach  little 
children,  and  discovering  that  they 
are  themselves  being  taught. — Chris- 
tian A.dvocate. 

The   Slov/  Moving    Kingdom 

Some  explanation  for  the  slow  rate 
at  which  the  Christian  Church  is 
changing  the  spiritual  atmosphere  of 
the  world  may  be  found  in  the  figures 
concerning  Protestant  giving  which 
have  been  compiled  by  Harry 
S.  Meyers,  secretary  of  the  United 
Stewardship  Council.  In  a  study  of 
the  giving  of  nineteen  major  denomi- 
nations it  was  revealed  that  giving 
for  benevolences  went  up  in  1943  from 
S2.55  to  $2.80  and  for  congregational 
expenses  from  $12.55  to  $12.94. 

With  church  mortgages  being  paid 
off  everywhere,  with  missionary  treas- 
uries filling  up,  with  ministerial  pen- 
sion funds  accumulating,  it  is  very 
easy  for  the  Church  to  assume  that 
it  is  doing  "pretty  well."  But  no  church 


will  bring. in  the  Kingdom  in  time  to 
save  this  world  by  giving  at  the  rate 
of  $15.74  per  member.— Christian  Ad- 
vocate. 

The   Methodis)   'Church    in    Ingivnd 
in  War  Time 

Something  like  a  thousand  of  our 
churches  have  either  been  destroyed 
or  rendered  unusable  by  enemy 
bombing.  Of  these,  about  200  are  in 
Greater  London.  None  of  these 
churches  can  be  rebuilt  or  repaired 
during  the  war. 

Thus,  many  thousands  of  worship- 
ers were  rendered  homeless,  in  addi- 
tion, one  house  in  every  five  in  Great 
Britain  has  been  either  destroyed  or 
damaged,  and  over  100,000  men,  wom- 
en ancl  children  ha^e  beer,  killed  c. 
seriously  inj  urecl. 

The  threat  of  invasion,  together 
with  air  raids  and  the  destruction  of 
property,  made  essential  large-scale 
evacuation  of  the  population  from 
many  areas.  Possible  invasion  areas 
were  denuded  of  most  of  their  inhabi- 
tants. (One  sea-coast  town  lost  nearly 
100,000  of  its  128,000  people.)  From 
every  part  of  the  country  in  which 
there  was  danger,  all  children  were 
transferred,  and  all  schools  with  their 
teachers,  to  places  which  were  thought 
to  be  safer.  A  Sunday  School  con- 
nected with  one  of  our  great  London 
city  missions  assembled  after  this  with 
about  forty  children  out  of  a  roll  of 
over  1,000.  Many  government  depart- 
ments were  at  least  partially  removed 
from  London  to  the  provinces,  taking 
away  large  numbers  of  church  mem- 
bers. 

Out  of  a  total  ministry  of  some 
4,000,  more  than  ten  per  cent,  all  of 
them  from  the  younger  missions,  are 
chaplains  with  the  forces  all  over  the 
fighting  fronts,  with  the  consequent 
deprivation  of  their  service  to  the 
churches  at  home,  though  these  have 
most  willingly  released  them  to  care 
for  the  troops. 

Thus,  in  spite  of  war  and  all  its 
handicaps,  there  is  more  direct  evan- 
gelizing being  done  today  than  for 
many  years.  Some  is  done  in  churches, 
some  in  great  munition  factories,  es- 
pecially in  lunch-hour  services,  some 
in  barracks  and  wherever  the  forces 
congregate,  some  in  groups  that  gather 
in  houses  or  classrooms,  some  through 
"Christian  commandos"  and  religion- 
and-life  weeks.  It  is  adventurous  and 
vital  evangelism,  and  religion  today  is 
having  a  better  hearing  than  at  any 
time  in  the  last  generation.  —  J.  J. 
Noble,  President,  British  Methodist 
Conference. 

Churehso  Note  Large  Rise  in  Si  vine 

Nineteen  of  the  major  Frotestant 
churches  report  an  increase  of  more 
than  $24,000,000  in  contributions  re- 
ceived in  1943,  according  to  Harry  S. 
Myers,  secretary  of  the  United  Stew- 
ardship Council.  The  total  contribu- 
tions reported  amounted  to  $376,945.- 
858  in  1943.  Highest  per  capita  giving 
was  among  the  Society  of  Friends  and 
the  Church  of  the  Nazarene. 


e  Song  of  Peace 


KITTIE  L.  BRACKETT 


wmm 


''Peace — Peace   on  earth!"   the  angels 

sang  two  thousand  years  ago: 
But  notv,  in  1944  no  peace  this  world 
doth  know: 


For   hatred,   jealousy,   and   strife,   are 

seen  on  every  hand; 
And  war  and  desolation  spread  ruin 

o'er  the  land. 
The  peace  of  -which  the  angels  sang  is 

found  on  earth  mo  more: 
Folks   sigh   and   say,   "Such   evil   days 


were  never  seen 


ore. 


Such    days    were    never    seen    before} 


<rt 


is  is  not  sot 


te    jews    saw    just    sue®    tro^wious 
times,  thousands  of  years  ago: 
Their  homes  were  burned;  their  crops 
destroyed;  and  they  as  slaves  tvere 


iey  saw  their    cattle    driven  off,  by 

robbers  fierce  and  bold; 
They  saw  their  loved  ones  tortured — 

slain;    they    saw   grim-    want    draw 

near; 
In     caves     and     dens,     on     mountain 

heights,  they  hid  themselves  in  fear; 
Their    Government    tvas    overthrown; 

their  foes  possessed  their  land; 
And  they  were  far  too  -weak,  and  few 

against  those  foes  to  stand. 


But  to!  the  Prophets  came,    and  spoke 

these  words  of  hope  and  cheer: 
"Your  God  will  fight  your  battles,  if 

you  to  Him  draw  near. 
These   troublous   days   have   come   be- 

cause  you  followed  not  His  way. 
Gome,  burn  your  idols  to  the  ground, 

and  turn  to  God  today!" 
They  burned  their  idols,  turned  to  God, 

in  sackcloth  did  repent; 
Though  few,  they  tvere  no  longer  weak, 

for  strength  from  Heaven  was  sent: 
Their  foes  -were  driven  from  the  land; 

their  troubles  soon  did  cease; 
Their  joy  returned;    and    all  the  land, 

tvas  filled  with  heavenly  peace. 

Well  might  the  Prophet's  words  be  told 
to  all  the  -world  today: 

"These  troublous  times  have  come  be- 
cause you're  turned  from  God  atvay. 

Pleasures,  and  business  of  the  world 
hold  first  place  in  your  heart — 

They  of  your  money,  time,  and 
strength,  receive  the  major  part; 

Your  Bibles  lie  unopened  now;  your 
churches  empty  stand; 

God's  tvork  is  all  neglected  by  the  folks 
of  every  land. 

Come,  all  ye  nations  of  the  earth!  Re- 
pent! Repent!  Repent  today! 

Crotvn  Jesus  as  your  King,  and  strive 
to  follotv  in  His  way: 

Then  tvill  these  troublous  days  be  past; 
then  -war  and  strife  will  cease, 

And  nations,  bound  by  bonds  of  love, 
will  join  the  rSong  of  Peace.'  " 


*  ^  0^0-  &~>&<?*7-'&-^ 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

It  seems  but  yesterday  since  some  of  us  gathered  home 

for  Christmas  and  enjoyed  the  association  of  our  loved 

ones.  Some  time  has  gone  since  then  and  we  are  sending 

out  to  you  our  springtime  message.  We  hope  that  no  good 

resolution  made  for  the  new  year 

has  been  broken. 

Our  cover  page  represents  two 
kinds  of  springtime,  the  springtime 
of  the  year  and  the  springtime  of 
life.  The  springtime  of  the  year 
comes  and  goes.  Last  year  we  cele- 
brated the  springtime.  For  the 
fourteen  years  we  have  been  pub- 
lishing this  paper,  we  have  been 
bringing  to  you  a  message  of  the 
Spring.  The  beautiful  flowers,  the 
grass  and  the  budding  of  the  trees, 
the  singing  of  the  birds  as  they  re- 
turn from  their  winter  home.  We 
love  the  Spring  with  all  of  its  beau- 
tiful thoughts,  but  we  are  more  in- 
terested in  the  young  woman  on  our  cover  page  who  repre- 
sents the  springtime  of  life  for  the  youth  of  our  nation. 

Few  of  you  realize  the  importance  of  those  early  years 
of  your  lives.  We  are  going  to  try  in  this  message  to  help 
you. 

While  writing  I  can  see  the  beautiful  snowflakes  falling 
outside  my  window.  When  this  paper  reaches  you  some 
will  be  basking  in  the  beautiful  sunshine,  some  will  be 
shoveling  snow,  but  however  that  may  be,  we  will  remind 
you  that  Spring  is  on  its  way.  Just  like  the  trials  and 
hardships  of  life,  if  we  can  look  ahead  and  get  a  vision  of 
the  sunshine  on  the  other  side  of  the  cloud,  it  gives  us 
new  courage. 

I  believe  I  promised  you  that  I  would  talk  to  you  about 
God's  plan  for  your  life.  This  is  a  beautiful  thought,  isn't 
it?  Just  to  think  that  God  has  a  plan  for  your  life.  He 
didn't  put  you  here  just  to  dream  and  drift.  No,  you  are 
each  one  here  for  a  purpose  and 
He  is  waiting  for  your  yielded- 
ness  to  Him  so  that  He  can  lead 
you  into  His  plan  for  you.  He 
has  endowed  each  one  with  some 
talent  or  talents  and  He  will 
guide  in  the  use  of  these  talents. 
He  has  said,  "Occupy  till  I  come." 
(Read  the  poem  in  center  of  this 
page.) 

You,  like  the  man  who  buried 
his  talent,  may  say,  "God  didn't 
do  much  for  me.  He  gave  me 
only  one  talent,  what's  the  use? 
I  can't  do  much  with  that." 
There  must  have  been  many  big 
strong  men  in  that  crowd  the 
day  Jesus  fed  the  multitude,  but 
Jesus  called  on  the  little  boy 
with  only  five  loaves  and  fishes 
to  help  Him.  He  gave  Him  what 
he  had  and  with  His  blessing 
and  power  back  of  those  few 
loaves  and  fishes  this  great  com- 
pany was  kept  from  fainting  by 
the  wayside. 

And  so  the  boy  or  girl  who  has 
the  one  talent  may  be  the  in- 
strument in  God's  hands  to  do 
great  things  for  the  Master.  The 
secret  is  your  yieldedness. 

I  wonder  if  you  believe  God  is 
able  to  show  you  exactly  what 
He  wants  you  to  do  for  a  life- 
work.  I  believe  it  with  all  my 
heart.  This  should  be  taught  the 
little  child  from  the  time  he  is 
able  to  say  his  prayer  and  they 
should  be  taught  to  watch  for 
signs  of  his  or  her  talent.  As  the 
boy,  or  girl,  grows  up  and  all 
through  school  he  should  try  to 


OCCUPY  TILL   I   COME 

M.  C.  Hayward 

A  sacred  trust  my  Lord  to  me  has  giv'n: 

The  pounds  are  His;   to  use  them  in  my  task. 
Whether  'neath  skies  all  bright  or  tempest-riven 

His  service  leads,  it  is  not  mine  to  ask; 
He  tells  me  not  how  long  the  time  shall  be 

Till  He  shall  deem  it  best  to  call  me  home; 
I  only  hear  Him  saying  unto  me, 

"Occupy  thou  until  I   come." 

He  does  not  say  that  I  may  choose  my  toil. 

And  only  do  the  things  that  please  me  best; 
Nor  does  He  tell  me  when  I've  served  a  while. 

That  I  may  lay  His  armor  by  and  rest. 
But  He  asks  for  calm  endurance  to  the  end. 

Alike  through  joy  or  pain,  through  light  or  gloom, 
And  promise:  to  be  my  Guide  and  Friend, 

So  I  must  occupy  until  He  come. 

How  dare  I,  then,  enwrap  the  precious  pounds 

In  folds  of  uselessness,  and  lay  aside! 
On  every  side  rich  fields  of  toil  abound 

Where  they  may  be  increased  and  glorified. 
I  may  not  understand  why  He  to  me 

Gives  but  perchance  one  talent,  while   to  some 
He  gives  the  five  or  ten,  yet  faithfully 

Must  I  still  occupy  until  He  come. 


Why  should  it  matter  whether  one  or  ten. 

Since  all  are  His,  and  but  a  trust  retained 
To  use  for  Him,  until  He  comes  again 

To  see  how  much  my  toil  for  Him  has  gained. 
But  it  does  matter  whether  I,  at  last. 

Among  the  faithless  meet  a  bitter  doom, 
Or  hear  Him  say  to  me,  "Well  done,  thou  hast 

Been  faithful  unto  Me  until  I  came." 

— From  Triumphs  of   Faith 


decide  what  he  is  going  to  do  and  then  train  his  mini 
along  that  line.  God  is  faithful  and  if  you  trust  Him  H 
will  lead  you  into  His  plan.  Be  willing  to  begin  at  the  bot 
torn.  What  you  may  feel  you  are  called  to  do  may  be  si 
far  above  you  that  you  get  discouraged.  You  feel  you  an 
too  weak  and  small  to  ever  reach  the  thing  you  feel  calle< 
to  do.  Begin  at  the  bottom  and  leave  the  rest  with  God. 

"How  do  you  make  raisin  pie?"  asked  a  young  house 
wife. 

"Like  any  other,"  was  the  reply. 

"But  I  don't  know  how  to  make  any  kind,"  the  inquire: 
answered. 

"Then  it  will  be  hard  for  me  to  tell  you  how  to  mak< 
raisin  pie,"  said  her  friend. 

The  mistake  of  trying  to  build  before  laying  the  founda- 
tion is  common.  We  want  to  do  big  things  before  we  an 
ready  for  them.  Sometimes  we  do  not  pay  the  price  o: 
preparation,  and  tackle  a  task  that  is  too  much  for  us 
Then  we  fail. 

The  better  way  is  to  begin  at  the  bottom  and  to  work  up 
How  can  a  person  become  a  great  mathematician  unlea 
he  learns  the  four  fundamental  operations  of  arithmetic- 
Did  a  musician  ever  win  success  without  hours  of  patienl 
practice?  Have  men  and  women  risen  to  great  heights  oi 
character  without  first  overcoming  many  temptations? 

A  Scotch  boy  by  the  name  of  Alexander  Duff  had  a 
dream,  in  which  in  a  chariot  of  great  glory,  God  drew  neai 
to  him  where  he  lay  musing  on  a  hillside,  and  calling  tc 
him  said,  "Come  up  hither;  I  have  work  for  thee  to  do." 

That  vision  never  faded  from  his  memory.  He  went  back 
to  grammar  school  and  to  St.  Andrews  University,  where  a 
missionary  society  was  formed  among  the  students,  Duff 
becoming  its  first  librarian. 

In  1829  he  went  out  to  India  as  the  first  missionary 
from  the  Scottish  church.  He  was  a  real  pioneer.  He  opened 
a  school  in  Calcutta,  and  later  helped  to  establish  a  medi- 
cal college  there. 

If  you  have  a  dream  of  doing  great  service  for  God,  try 
to  make  it  come  true  as  Alexander  Duff  made  his  dream 

come  true. 

God  may  not  call  you  in  jusl 
the  way  He  called  this  boy,  nc 
great  chariot  of  fire  may  appear 
to  you,  but  it  may  come  quietly 
as  a  still  small  voice.  There  will 
be  plenty  of  other  voices  clamor- 
ing for  a  conference  with  you 
and  you  may  be  sure  God  will 
prevail  if  you  are  still  and  listen 
for  His  voice.  After  you  have 
heard  His  voice,  then  you  must 
have  a  strong  determination  to 
obey. 

A  lad  by  the  name  of  Isaac 
Rich  came  to  Boston  from  a 
small  town,  to  get  a  start  in  bus- 
iness. But  there  was  no  opening 
which  he  could  find.  No  one 
seemed  to  want  a  boy.  Not 
daunted  by  rebuffs,  he  discov- 
ered that  a  shipload  of  oysters 
had  arrived  in  the  harbor.  Bor- 
rowing a  wheelbarrow  he  loaded 
it  with  oysters,  then  returned  to 
the  business  section  of  the  city 
and  sold  them.  He  got  another 
load  and  sold  that.  Before  long 
he  had  a  horse  and  wagon  to 
carry  his  oysters  around  in. 

Years  later  that  boy,  then  a 
successful  business  man,  found- 
ed Boston  University. 

Another  New  England  boy  de- 
cided to  make  a  living  for  him- 
self by  selling  newspapers.  When 
he  stood  on  a  street  corner  and 
began  selling  them,  a  boy  who 
was  larger  than  he  was,  drove 
him  away.  He  tried  another  cor- 
ner and  the  same  thing  hap- 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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With  a  sharp  exclamation  of  horror 
Miss  Hamilton  bent  low  .  over  the 
prostrate  form.  With  quick  profession- 
al instinct — for  she  was  a  trained 
nurse  as  well  as  a  missionary  to  the 
jeWS — she  gently  raised  the  head  and 
felt  the  pulse.  Ah,  thank  God!  Life 
was  still  there,  but  the  heart  beat  was 
feeble  and  fluttering.  A  rapid  exami- 
nation of  the  baby  showed  that,  de- 
spite its  exposure  to  the  storm,  it  was 
quite  all  right. 

And  then  the  nurse  did  some  rapid, 
skilful  thinking.  She  must  get  aid  at 
once.  And  shelter  and  care  and  food. 
What  hospital  was  nearest? 

A  deserted  little  mother  and  her 
baby!  Whoever  could  they  be?  she 
wondered.  Carefully  Miss  Hamilton 
turned  the  mother's  head  that  the 
light  might  shine  upon  her  face.  And 
then  with  a  startled  cry  of  mingled 
joy  and  anguish,  the  missionary  rec- 
ognized her — her  own  beloved  Rachel 
Kalinsky — her  most  precious,  God- 
given  trust — the  one  Jewish  soul 
above  all  others  that  she  had  been 
longing  for  heartbrokenly  for  months. 

But  oh,  how  terribly  changed!  What 
frightful  havoc  had  been  wrought! 
No  longer  was  the  beautiful  face  rosy 
and  radiant  and  girlish.  It  was  white 
and  gaunt.  On  the  still  lovely  features 
deep  suffering  was  registered.  And 
the  suffering  was  not  alone  from 
hunger  and  prostration.  In  this  face 
there  was  tragedy.  Whatever  could 
have  happened?  And  had  her  testi- 
mony to  Rachel  been  the  cause  of  it? 

Tenderly  Violet  Hamilton  raised 
her  friend,  together  with  the  baby, 
within  her  arms  and  tried  to  bring 
her  back  to  consciousness  with  kisses 
and  endearing  words.  But  the  only  re- 
sponse was  a  feeble  moan  which  min- 
gled with  the  baby's  cries.  With  ut- 
most gentleness  the  nurse  again  laid 
her  burden  upon  the  hard  stone 
pavement.  She  must  hurry  and  bring 
aid. 

One  of  New  York's  splendid  police 
officers  was  on  the  corner  within  im- 
mediate call.  In  his  strong  arms  he 
bore  Rachel  to  the  nearest  drugstore 
while  Miss  Hamilton  followed  with 
the  baby.  A  physician  was  summoned 
out  before  he  arrived  Rachel,  in  re- 
sponse to  her  friend's  ministrations, 
opened  her  eyes.  They  were  as  fright- 
ened as  a  deer's,  but  the  terror  quick- 
ly changed  to  peace  when  Rachel 
neard,  as  from  a  far-off  land,  the 
well-loved  voice  and  recognized  the 
^ell-loved  face. 

"It's  Violet,  darling,"  murmured 
ger  friend  soothingly.  "I'm  right  here, 
"achel,  do  not  be  afraid.    Here,  dear, 

elrf  sip  this  milk  •  •  •  that's  ifc  •  •  •  now 
u°se  your  eyes  and  go  to  sleep.  Every- 
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The  physician  came  quickly;  and 
gravely,  skilfully,  he  made  a  rapid 
diagnosis.  Starvation  and  exhaustion 
and  exposure  to  the  storm.  And  a 
grief  of  some  kind.  Mental  distress 
very  evident.  Bed  at  once  and  nour- 
ishment. And  then  long  and  tender 
care.  The  baby — nourishment  and 
sleep — quite  safe  otherwise.  Not  hurt 
by  the  storm  at  all.  Remarkable.  A 
wonderfully  healthy  child.  And  hand- 
some, strikingly  so.  The  mother  as 
well.  But  Jews — h'm.  The  lady  knew 
them?  Indeed!  .  .  .  But  not  their  ad- 
dress? .  .  .  Very  well,  then — a  hospi- 
tal! He  had  his  car. 

But  firmly  and  quietly  Violet  Ham- 
ilton interposed.  There  would  be  no 
hospital  for  her  precious  Rachel  Ka- 
linsky. She  would  take  care  of  her 
herself.  She  would  take  her  and  the 
little  one  right  to  the  Mission — to  her 
own  room — and  there  she  would 
nurse  her  back  to  health  and  strength 
and  hope  with  that  tender  care  that 
none  could  give  as  well  as  she.  There 
was  more  than  physical  illness  here. 
There  was  sickness  of  the  soul.  No 
hospital  and  mere  professional  skill 
could  avail  for  that.  Love  alone  could 
heal. 

"No,  Doctor,  pardon  me,"  she  said 
with  quiet  command.  "This  young 
woman  is  a  personal  friend  of  mine.  I 
wish  to  take  her  home  with  me  and 
care  for  her  myself.  I  am  a  graduate 
nurse."  She  showed  him  her  pin. 

"Very  good,"  the  physician  ac- 
quiesced. Professional  dignity  masked 
his  astonishment.  Assisted  by  the 
police  officer  he  lifted  Rachel  into  his 
waiting  motor.  Miss  Hamilton  fol- 
lowed with  the  baby.  Rapidly  they 
all  were  driven  to  Delancey  Street. 

In  the  little  Mission  Hall  Jews  and 
Gentiles  were  gathered  for  the  eve- 
ning service.  The  opening  hymn  had 
been  sung,  followed  by  the  Scripture 
lesson  and  a  prayer  in  Yiddish.  Dr. 
Joseph  Nathan,  the  elderly  and  godly 
superintendent,  was  just  announcing 
the  second  hymn  when  there  suddenly 
burst  upon  the  meeting  a  strange 
commotion. 

The  street  door  opened  and  through 
it  there  entered,  first,  Miss  Hamilton. 
A  joyous  chorus  greeted  her.  The 
children  had  been  watching  for  her 
eagerly.  No  service  at  the  Mission  was 
complete  without  their  beloved  Miss 
Violet,  present.  But  what  was  that  she 
was  carrying?  A  baby?  Oh,  look!  Let's 
see,  let's  see!  The  children  wriggled 
and  screamed  excitedly.  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Nathan  with  greatest  difficulty  re- 
strained them. 

And  then  to  the  amazed  wonder- 
ment of  everyone,  following  after  Miss 
Hamilton  there  came  a  great  police- 
man with  a  lady  in  his  arms.  Oh,  was 
she  dead?  The  children  buzzed  again 
in  wild  excitement.  And  following  last 
there  came  a  doctor.  They  knew  it 
was  a  doctor  by  his  satchel. 

But  they  did  not  know,  nor  did  the 
physician  ever  dream  it  himself,  that 
he  was  the  reason  why  Miss  Hamil- 
ton was  entering  by  the  main  door  in- 
to the  Mission  Hall  rather  than  by  the 
side  door  which  led  directly  to  the 
stairway.  She  had  noted  his  scornful 
comment  "But  Jews — h'm,"  when  he 
had  examined  Rachel,  and  she  longed 
to  have  a  chance  to  witness  to  him. 


i — -  uucti  .ciLui  appeal  woum  ue  im- 
possible she  knew — but  she  prayed 
that  God  might  use  this  silent  testi- 
mony of  a  roomful  of  Jewish  worship- 
pers, to  stir  his  heart  toward  Israel 
and  toward  Israel's  God. 

Down  the  hall,  past  all  the  people 
and  the  organ  and  the  pulpit,  the  lit- 
tle procession  wended  its  way  through 
the  rear  door  and  up  the  stairway  to 
Miss  Hamilton's  own  room.  Good  Mrs. 
Nathan  followed  while  Dr.  Nathan, 
quieting  the  children,  resumed  the 
service.  The  police  officer  waited  pa- 
tiently below  until  Miss  Hamilton  was 
at  liberty  to  answer  his  official  ques- 
tions, after  she  had  received  instruc- 
tions from  the  doctor. 

And  then  at  length,  the  officer  and 
the  doctor  both  departed,  the  mission- 
ary became  the  skilful  nurse,  as  she 
was  the  tender  and  devoted  friend,  to 
the  little  Jewish  mother  and  her  child. 
And  Rachel's  heart  at  last  had  rest. 
She  was  quite  conscious  now  and 
happy,  though  oh,  so  very  weak.  She 
did  not  know  where  she  was,  nor  did 
she  care.  It  was  enough  that  her 
dearest  Violet  Hamilton  was  right 
beside  her  whispering  tender  words  of 
love  and  comfort.  She  had  eaten  .  .  . 
and  now  she  would  sleep  ...  oh,  how 
good  God  was! 

There  in  that  humble  little  room 
in  the  humble  Jewish  Mission  on  De- 
lancey Street,  Rachel  and  her  Little 
Abie  stayed  during  many  days  while 
Violet  Hamilton  and  dear  silver- 
haired  Mrs.  Nathan  continued  their 
loving  ministrations  to  them.  And  Dr. 
Nathan  came  frequently  to  minister 
those  spiritual  consolations  which 
only  one  of  his  ripe  and  saintly  ex- 
perience could  give. 

And  as  Rachel  grew  stronger,  grad- 
ually others  were  permitted  to  visit 
her  and  Little  Abie — the  other  Mission 
workers  and  Mission  friends,  and  fi- 
nally the  little  Jewish  children.  They 
all  loved  her — and  her  cunning  little 
baby,  what  fun  it  .was  to  play  with 
him.  And  Rachel's  heart,  above  its  in- 
evitable sorrow,  rejoiced  that  God  had 
brought  her  here  among  these  true 
Christian  friends. 

Very  wisely  Miss  Hamilton  and  the 
others  did  not  press  her  for  her  story. 
They  satisfied  themselves  on  one  point 
only — yes,  she  was  at  last  a  Christian. 
Miss  Hamilton's  heart  exulted.  That 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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A  LITTLE  SOLDIER 

I  am  a  little  soldier 
And  soldiers  have  to  mind. 

My  mother  is  the  captain 
And  she  is  always  kind. 

Whene'er  she  gives  an  order, 

I  just  salute,  and  say, 
"Aye,  aye  I'm  always  readv 

My  captain  to  obey." 

She  says  that  when  I  mind  her, 

She  never  has  to  scold; 
And  soldiers  are  expected 

To  do  as  they  are  told. 

We  have  fine  times  while  playing 

A  soldier  every  day; 
And  when  my  tasks  are  ended 

She  sends  me  out  to  play. 

— The  Presbyterian. 

Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Cnildren: 

Here  comes  spring.  Aren'c  you  glad 
that  soon  you  can  get  out  in  the  beau- 
tiful sunshine  and  see  the  flowers? 
Soon  you  can  bring  mother  a  beauti- 
ful bouquet  to  make  her  nappy.  I  wish 
you  could  all  send  me  a  flower  from 
your  garden,  then  I  would  get  to  see 
all  the  different  kinds  of  llowers  all 
over  the  world.  Wouldn't  you  like  to 
see  what  a  beautiful,  beautiful  bou- 
quet I  would  have? 

I  wonder  if  you  know  when  spring 
comes.  I  guess  I'll  have  to  tell  you 
'cause  I  'spect  some  of  you  do  not 
know.  Well,  it  begins  March  21.  Of 
course  when  you  read  this  it  will  not 
be  quite  spring  but  maybe  you'll  be 
seeing  some  signs  of  spring. 

Well,  I'm  giving  you  a  story  about  a 
little  girl  wno  forgot.  You  don't  ever 
forget,  do  you?  You'd  better  not. 
Sometimes  a  goat  might  get  in  your 
house  or  something  worse  than  that 
when  you  forget  to  obey  mother. 
This  little  girl  didn't  mean  to  be  bad 
but  she  was  just  careless  and  forgot. 

Another  story  is  about  a  widow's 
cow.  And  these  are  wonderful  chil- 
dren. You'll  want  to  be  like  them,  I'm 
sure.  Read  about  Jimmie's  unselfish- 
ness on  page  16. 


WHAT  HAPPENED  WHEN  FANNY 
FORGOT 

"Don't  forget  to  keep  the  kitchen 
door  shut,  dearie,"  Mrs.  Martin  called 
back  from  the  bottom  of  the  front 
porch  to  her  little  daughter,  who  had 
promised  to  stay  at  home  and  look 
after  Billy,  the  baby,  while  Mother 
went  down  the  street  to  attend  the 
missionary  meeting. 

"Don't  you  worry,  Mother,"  Fanny 
answered  sweetly,  "I'll  take  care  of 
the  baby  and  keep  the  kitchen  door 
shut." 


But  in  spite  of  Fanny's  promises, 
Mrs.  Martin  felt  uneasy;  for  Fanny's 
fault  had  been  to  forget  her  promises, 
and  Mrs.  Martin  could  not  feel  at  ease, 
though  the  affair  was  one  of  the  most 
interesting  meetings  the  missionary 
society  had  ever  enjoyed. 

Finally,  however,  the  speaker  fin- 
ished her  talk  and  refreshments  were 
served.  Mrs.  Martin  had  never  eaten 
better  ice  cream  or  cake;  but  she  was 
nervous  and  wanted  to  go  home,  for 
she  could  not  help  but  feel  that  some- 
thing might  happen  tr  *-er  children. 
At  last,  when  the  mee..~  j  adjourned, 
she  hardly  took  time  to  say  good-by 
to  the  hostess,  so  eager  was  she  to  get 
home.  But  when  she  came  in  sight  of 
the  house  she  slackened  her  speed. 
Nothing  seemed  to  be  wrong,  though 
through  the  house  sounded  a  queer 
thumping  noise  that  she  didn't  under- 
stand. 

"Mother,  mother!"  called  a  trem- 
bling voice;  and  looking  up,  Mrs. 
Martin  saw  her  small  daugnter  on 
the  upper  gallery  with  the  baby  in 
her  arms. 

"I'll  be  up  in  a  minute,"  Mrs.  Mar- 
tin answered,  her  fears  gone. 

"But  you  mustn't  go  into  the  house, 
Motner."  Fanny  called  back.  "Tnere  s 
a  big  dog  fastened  up  in  the  kitchen. 
He  s  been  tnere  ever  since  a  few  min- 
utes after  you  went  away." 

Mrs.  Martin  didn't  wait  to  hear 
more,  but  hurried  over  to  the  next- 
door  neighbor  and  returned  with  Mr. 
Brown  to  capture  the  beast  that  Fan- 
ny declared  was  locked  in  the  kitchen. 
Cautiously  the  man  and  woman  en- 
tered the  house  and  carefully  opened 
the  kitchen  door,  and  a  peal  of 
laughter  escaped  their  lips,  for  near 
the  stove  was  a  goat  nibbling  on  the 
stove  lifter.     - 

"Well,  I  declare!"  Mr.  Brown  ex- 
claimed. "That  goat  is  the  worst  ever. 
He's  been  on  the  farm  for  six  months 
because  he  wouldn't  stay  at  home. 
Every  time  the  back  gate  was  left 
open  he'd  run  away,  and  I've  been 
looking  everywhere  for  him  for  the 
past  two  hours." 

And  again  the  man  and  woman 
laughed.  This  time  their  merriment 
brought  a  white-faced  little  girl  to 
the  stairway,  and,  seeing  the  goat,  she 
came  down  and  threw  her  arms  about 
her  mother. 

"O  Mother,"  she  sobbed,  "just  think, 
I've  been  upstairs  ever  since  you  went 
?w9v.  thinking  that  goat  was  a  big, 
black  dog!  I  only  got  a  glimpse  of 
him  as  he  came  through  the  kitchen; 
pnd  T  made  a  dash  for  the  stairs  with 
the  baby,  and  we've  been  there  ever 
since." 

The  woman  looked  at  her  little 
daughter    with    a    sad    expression  in 


her  eyes. 

"I  wonder  how  the  goat  got  into  th 
kitchen,"  she  said  thoughtfully. 

"By  the  door,  Mother,"  Fanny  an 
swered.  "I  went  into  the  back  yard  t 
talk  with  Mary  Davis  for  a  few  mo 
ments  and  forgot  to  shut  the  door  a 
I  went  out.  But  as  I  came  in  I  re 
membered  to  close  it;  and  then  I  sa\ 
that  black  thing  behind  the  stove,  an 
it  frightened  me  so  I  just  grabbe 
Billy  in  my  arms  and  fairly  flew  up 
stairs,  bolting  the  door  behind  me." 

The  woman  smiled  faintly.  "It's  beei 
a  hard  afternoon  on  you,  dearie 
hasn't  it?"  she  said  softly. 

"Yes,  Mother,"  Fanny  answered 
"I'll  try  never  to  forget  about  any 
thing  I'm  told  to  do  or  not  to  do  an; 
more." 

And,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  Fan 
ny  kept  her  word  ever  afterwards.— 
From  "Boys  and  Girls." 


THE  WIDOW'S  COW 

"Esther,  I  have  been  over  to  Mrs 
Dilman's  to  bring  home  that  cow,' 
said  Farmer  Merrion  to  his  wife,  ai 
the  supper  table. 

"Why,  papa"  exclaimed  Daisy,  "whai 
will  the  poor  widow  do  now?" 

"I  had  never  thought  of  that,' 
laughed  the  farmer. 

"Well,  I  call  that  real  mean,"  spoke 
up  Joe.  "We've  got  a  whole  barnyard 
full  of  cows,  while  she  has  but  one." 

"The  widow  has  been  owing  me  all 
along.  The  bargain  was  that,  if  she 
had  not  the  money  to  pay  me,  I  was 
to  have  the  cow.  So,  you  see,  the  cow 
is  mine." 

"O  papa,  it's  a  shame!"  said  Eva. 
"Poor  Mrs.  Dilman  has  been  sick  so 
long,  you  know.  I  know  she  must  feel 
lost  without  poor  old  Whitey,"  and, 
pushing  back  her  food  untasted,  she 
went  around  to  her  father  and  plead- 
ed with  him  to  take  back  the  cow. 

"I  would,  father,"  said  his  wife. 
"You  know  what  the  Bible  says  about 
being  good  to  the  poor  for  His  sake." 

"Tut,  tut,"  said  the  farmer.  "You 
can  be  free  with  other  people's  money. 
How  many  of  you  would  give  anything 
out  of  your  own  pockets  for  this  pur- 
pose?" 

"Papa,  dear,  you  shall  have  my 
bank,  and  every  dollar  in  it,"  said 
Eva. 

"And  you  needn't  buy  me  a  new 
overcoat  this  winter,  father:  I'll  wear 
my  old  one,"  said  Joe,  bravely. 

"Please,  papa,  can't  I  sell  mv  pet  nig 
to  help  pay  for  the  cow?"  said  Daisy 

"Well  I  declare,"  laughed  the  farm- 
er, "where  did  you  learn  so  much  gen- 
erosity?" 

"I  have  tried  to  teach  them,  mj 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Home,  Sweet  Home 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

Here  are  some  letters  from  fathers 
and  mothers  that  we  appreciate  more 
than  we  can  express.  Our  first  letter 
is  from  a  childless  couple.  We  have 
another  couple  like  this  in  our 
circle.  God  bless  them  also  and  all 
other  childless  couples  who  are  un- 
selfish enough  to  join  the  prayer  and 
study  band  for  the  sake  of  others. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  O.  Campbell,  of 
Marietta,  S.  C,  write: 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

If  you  will  accept  the  names  of 
those  wno,  tor  some  unknown  reason, 
have  never  been  blessed  with  children, 
you  may  add  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  O. 
Campbell  to  your  Happy  Home  Cir- 
cle. We  want  you  to  know  tnat  we 
are  interested  in  this  sort  of  work  and 
we  want  to  compliment  you  in  it  very 
highly. 

We  both  enjoy  every  page  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  very  mucn.  It  is  a 
source  of  inspiration  to  us.  In  fact,  we 
think  it  is  tne  best  all  around  paper 
there  is.  Personally,  we  think  the 
Lighted  Pathway  is  worth  two  or  three 
times  the  price. 

Let  us  compliment  you  in  the  great 
work  which  you  are  doing  ana  for 
your  determination  to  keep  it  up  even 
when  the  odds  were  against  you.  If  we 
can  be  of  any  service  to  you,  be  sure 
to  let  us  know. 

Here  is  a  Service  man  who  is  not 
too  busy  to  join  his  wife  in  her  effort 
to  bring  up  their  children  in  the  nur- 
ture and  admonition  of  the  Lord. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  been  reading  about  the 
Happy  Home  Circle  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  we  feel  it  is  a  wonderful 
thing  for  the  fathers  and  mothers 
wno  are  interested  in  bringing  their 
children  up  in  the  nurture  and  ad- 
monition of  the  Lord,  and  for  those 
who  not  only  desire  to  make  their 
home  more  Christ-like  but  who  desire 
to  be  a  blessing  to  others. 

We  have  two  children,  a  girl  and  a 
boy.  The  girl  is  fourteen  months  and 
the  boy  almost  two  weeks  old.  You 
may  add  our  names  to  the  Happy 
Home  Circle. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  your 
every  effort  for  His  cause. — Mr.  and 
Mrs.  A.  C.  James,  Corpus  Christi, 
Texas,  U.S.NA.S.E.M.H.P.,  House  No. 
10,  Box  43. 

Here  is  another  father  and  mother 
who  have  joined  hands  down  life's 
pathway  to  make  a  better  home  and 
keep  their  children  in  the  narrow  way. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  you  to  add  our  names  to 
your  Happy  Home  Circle  list. 

I  praise  God  for  you  whom  He  can 
work  through  to  help  so  many  homes. 
That  is  where  we  need  to  begin  our 
work,  while  we  have  time  before  the 
devil  has  time  to  get  in  and  harden 
these  children's  hearts. 

Thank  God  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. Every  page  of  it  is  good  and  my 
children  always  want  to  hear  tne 
Children's  Page.  I  just  can't  tell  what 
it  has  meant  to  my  family.  I  hand  out 
every  one  of  them  to  Service  men  or 
put  them  in  some  place  where  they 
may  help  someone  else. 

We  are  the  happy  parents  of  one 
boy,  ten,  Barney  Ray,  whom  the  Lord 
has  saved  and  given  two  visions  of 
Jesus,  and  called  to  preach;  two  girls, 
Cathell  eight,  and  Joe  Fern  six.  Both 
have  been  saved,  for  which  I  praise 
God. 

But  now  as  they  are  all  in  school 
and  have  so  many  different  tempta- 
tions to  overcome,  it  seems  hard  to 
keep  them  praying.  So  I  am  finding 
I  need  help.  I  am  ordering  some  ox 
the  literature  you  suggest  and  ask  all 
the  Happy  Home  Circle  parents  to 
remember  us  in  your  prayers. 

I,  too,  think  a  lot  of  tne  question 
box. 

My  question  is:  "How  can  we  man- 
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A  QUESTION 

A  question  has  come  in  to  me  for 
the  Happy  Home  Circle  page.  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  to  answer  it  for  me 
by  writing  your  opinion  and  sending 
it  in.  Please  be  prompt  if  you  want 
it  in  next  issue.  Here  is  the  question: 

"Is  it  right  to  let  our  children  read 
the  funny  paper?" 

Please  tell  us  the  reason  for  your 
opinion.  Write  any  experience  you 
may  have  had  along  this  line. — Ed. 


— v^— )—>—)— ^—^—>—>—v-)—v-)— >—^—v-v-) 


age  our  children  and  their  friends, 
that  they  might  win  the  other  chil- 
dren instead  of  taking  up  their  ways?" 
I  think  this  Happy  Home  Circle  is 
very  well  named  and  needed  in  every 
home.  May  God  bless  you  and  your 
work. — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Travis  B.  Wat- 
kins,  Rt.  1,  Box  520  C,  Elcojon,  Calif. 

Answer.  The  only  answer  to  this  in 
my  estimation  is,  begin  in  time  to  lay 
the  foundation  for  your  child.  That 
is  the  way  of  our  Happy  Home  Circle. 
If  the  foundation  is  laid  well  and  on 
solid  material  it  will  stand  the  storm. 
I  heard  an  eighteen-year-old  boy  say 
one  time  to  his  mother,  "Every  time  I 
go  to  do  wrong,  mother,  your  face 
comes  before  me."  If  you  have  laid 
a  good  foundation,  it  will  stand  the 
storms.  That  is  why  we  are  advocat- 
ing this  study  program  for  our  circle. 
There  are  so  many  things  that  it  is 
necessary  for  you  to  know  in  order  to 
lay  that  foundation.  Young  women  of 
marriageable  age  should  join  this 
study  program  and  be  prepared  for 
the  greatest  work  in  the  world.  Peo- 
ple prepare  for  everything  else. 


March,  1944 


u    inc    iuuinli  MAN   SAFE? 
By  Bishop  Dan  T.  Muse 

Text  2  Sam.  18:29 — "Is  the  young 
man  ....  sajel" 

During  the  years  01  my  ministry  I 
have  met  witn  thousands  of  young 
men  and  young  women.  Out  of  these 
thousands  far  too  many  made  ship- 
wreck of  their  lives.  Invariably  tne 
underlying  cause  of  many  of  these 
drifting  out  with  the  tiae,  and  of  some 
who  had  become  virtual  derelicts  at 
a  young  age,  could  be  traced  to  the 
lack  of  proper  home  supervision.  Some 
oi  tnese  young  people  were  saved  trom 
suicide  graves  and  a  Christless  etern- 
ity tnrougn  tne  intervention  oi  Cnris- 
tian  workers  with  the  Gospel  of 
tne  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Some  were 
rescued  from  dens  of  vice  and  restored 
to  mothers,  but  many  had  been 
caugnc  in  a  rip-tide,  and  hopelessly 
swepc  out  into  tne  aeptns  of  sin  and 
iniquity. 

Vve  recall  one  young  man,  whose 
Christian  motner  "supposed"  that  ner 
boy  was  always  in  tne  nome  at  nignt. 
Staying  out  at  nights,  failing  into  bad 
company  and  "petty"  vices,  tnis  young 
man  drifted  far  afield  and  became 
addicted  to  enslaving  drugs.  It  re- 
quired two  full  years  of  persevering 
in  prayer,  relentless  labor,  and  per- 
sonal attention  to  effect,  by  the  grace 
of  God,  tne  liberation  of  this  young 
man.  When  his  motner  discovered  tne 
boy's  terrible  sinful  plignt,  sne  said, 
"Son,  I  thought  you  were  always  at 
home  in  beo  at  night."  Tne  young 
man  said,  "Mother,  you  should  have 
known  wnether  I  was  at  home  in  bed 
or  not." 

This  brief  message  is  directed  espec- 
ially to  tne  young  fathers  and  moth- 
ers who,  to  a  great  extent,  fill  up  the 
ranks  of  our  young  people's  work.  We 
have  some  of  the  finest  young  men 
and  young  women  on  God's  green 
earth.  They  have  a  golden  opportunity 
in  the  proper  care  and  nurture  of 
these  priceless  boys  and  girls  that  are 
God-given,  arriving  in  their  homes 
from  time  to  time. 

There  is  a  tremendous  responsibili- 
ty in  rearing  a  family.  There  are 
many,  and  multiplied,  dangers  lurking 
near  to  ensnare  children  at  a  tender 
age.  And  every  child  needs  personal 
care  and  continual  protection  during 
the  formative  period  of  life. 

Usually  men  use  every  conceivable 
effort  to  safeguard  their  stock.  In  the 
old  West,  during  the  days  when  horses 
and  cattle  were  falling  prey  to  thieves, 
there  was  organized  an  "Anti-Horse 
Thief  Association."  It  was  a  militant 
organization  that  meant  business 
when  it  came  to  dealing  with  cattle 
rustlers,  and  horse  thieves.  But  with 
all  the  teeming  dangers  from  the  ad- 
versaries of  our  boys  and  girls,  there 
is  little  attention  given  to  the  matter. 
There  is  a  thief  far  more  powerful 
and  cunning  than  the  horse  thief,  or 
the  cattle  rustler,  and  that  thief  is  the 
devil.  Jesus  said  the  "thief  cometh 
not,  but  for  to  steal,  and  to  kill,  and 
destroy."  And  the  adversary  has  set 
gins  and  traps  of  every  conceivable 
and  inconceivable  nature  to  entrap 
our  boys  and  girls  and  to  inveigle 
them  into  his  enslavements.  And  the 
thief  is  after  your  boy,  and  your  girl. 
And  he  will  unhesitatingly  drag  that 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


CASTING  YOUR  CARE  UPON 
HIM 

Caroline  S.  Coleman 

Do  you  toss  sleeplessly  upon  your 
bed  at  night,  going  over  and  over  your 
problems  and  troubles?  How  big  they 
seem  in  the  nighttime,  like  the 
"bogeys"  of  our  childhood  which  made 
us  tremble  in  the  dark.  And  do  you  re- 
member, how  when  you  were  so 
frightened  that  you  could  not  stand  it 
any  longer,  you  cried  out  to  Mother 
and  she  came  to  comfort  you  and 
drive  your  fears  away? 

How  simple  it  was  then!  How  simple 
today  if  we  are  children  of  God,  just 
to  call  upon  Him  and  let  Him  take  all 
our   fears    away.    "I    cannot 
bear     my     burdens     alone." 
Certainly    we     cannot,    but 
there     is     an     ever-present 
Helper,    One    who    is    ever 
ready  to  bear  the  burden  for 
us,  if  we  will  only  go  to  Him 
and  lay  it  at  His  feet. 

Oh,  the  joy,  the  peace,  and 
comfort  that  comes  to  us  in 
the  nighttime  when  we  talk 
to  Him,  telling  Him  all  about 
the  cares  and  trials  that  vex 
us,  about  the  things  in  our 
homes  that  we  want 
changed.  And  as  we  have 
talked  to  Him,  we  have  just 
said  simply,  "Lord,  take  it  up- 
on Yourself,  for  I  cannot 
bear  my  burden  alone." 
Then  has  come  wonderful 
rest  and  peace,  and  we  go 
to  sleep  in  the  comforting 
assurance  that  the  old  load 
is  lightened  and  we  are  no 
longer  bound  down  with  its 
weight. 

Who  of  God's  children  has 
no  sorrow  or  burden  to  bear? 
The  Lord  has  not  promised 
us  that  we  shall  have  noth- 
ing but  ease  in  life.  As  long  as 
there  is  sin  in  the  world  there 
will  also  be  suffering.  As  long 
as  we  are  not  wholly  within  His 
will  we  shall  be  chastened.  "For 
whom  the  Lord  loveth,  He  chas- 
teneth."  If  we  are  finding  it  all 
smooth  sailing  and  none  of  the 
troubles  that  other  people  have 
ever   seem   to    come   our   way, 
then  we  had  better  make  sure 
whether  or  not  we  are  His  chil- 
dren. 

The  little  son  whom  you  love, 
does  wrong,  and  you  punish  him 
for  his  own  good.  You  love  him 
too  much  to  see  him  grow  up  to 
be  a  thief  or  a  liar  and  you 
train  him  to  recognize  wrong,  by 
chastening  him  for  wrongdoing. 
Your  neighbor's  son  is  guilty  of 
the  same  wrong,  but  you  do  not 
chastise  him.  He  is  not  your 
boy.  And  thus  when  trouble 
comes  to  your  door,  it  is  the 
signal  that  God  is  permitting 
you  to  suffer  that  you  may  see 
your  own  weakness  and  depend 
on    Him    alone.    How    sweet   it 


must  sound  to  Him  when  His  own  turn 
to  Him  as  little  children  to  an  earthly 
parent.  "I  cannot  bear  my  burden 
alone."  Then  they  take  His  hand  and 
hold  fast  to  Him  with  the  blessed  as- 
surance that  nevermore  must  the  bur- 
den be  borne  "alone." 

All  that  is  needed  to  rid  yourself  of 
the  cumbersome  load  is — faith.  Won- 
derful word,  the  word  faith.  We  speak 
of  faith  and  we  write  of  faith,  but  oh, 
we  are  so  slow  to  practice  it.  Said  a 
great  Christian,  "The  world  might  be 
changed  in  a  day,  should  a  man  arise 
who  had  enough  faith."  "Ye  have  not 
because  ye  ask  not,"  saith  the  Scrip- 
tures. The  world  is  full  of  people  wear- 
ing sad,  troubled  faces.  Go  out  on  the 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2,4m 
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LEARNING   TO   WALK 

(Jude  24) 

When  learning  to  walk,  in  the  great  upward  way, 

How  often  we  stumble  and  fall! 
Sometime:  we  are  tempted  to  think  and  to  say, 

"It  is  useless  to  try  it  at  all." 

But  watch  the  wee  toddler,  when  learning  to  wa!k, 
He  stumbles  and  falls,  but  what  then? 

(It  takes  more  than  falling  his  purpose  to  balk,) 
He  is  up,  and  is  TRYING  AGAIN! 

But   better   than  that,   he  can   now   understand 

That  he  should   not  try   it  ALONE: 
He  reaches  up  sweetly  for  Father's  strong  hand, 

And   HE  WALKS,  and  is   NOT  overthrown! 

We,  too,  have  a   Father,  all  fathers  above, 

Hs  SAYS  He  is  "able  to  keep," 
TO  KEEP  US  "FROM  FALLING,"— each  child  of  his  lov 

Though  the  pathway  be  rugged  and  steep. 

Then,  though  we  have  fallen,  by  faith  we  arise, 
Our    Father's   good    promise   we   claim: 

1  "He  knoweth   our  frame,"   He  will  never  despise:) 
We  SHALL  TRIUMPH,  at  last,   IN   HIS   NAME! 
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streets  and  just  look  at  the  faces.  How 
tense  the  faces.  The  owners  of  the 
faces  are  carrying  heavy  burdens. 
Like  harnessed  horses  they  are  pulling 
up  the  hill  and  drawing  loads,  or  at- 
tempting to,  by  their  own  strength. 
But  they  are  not  getting  anywhere. 
They  are  straining  and  tugging,  so 
much  motion  and  no  results.  The  old 
load  is  too  heavy  for  their  strength. 
If  they  could  only  be  made  to  hear 
and  feel  the  sweet  refrain,  "I  cannot 
bear  my  burden  alone,"  and  would 
turn  to  Jesus  and  let  Him  come  into 
their  hearts  and  lives,  how  quickly  the 
load  would  move.  For  has  He  not  said, 
"Cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord,  for 
He  careth  for  you"? 

The  reason  why  believers 
are  still  bearing  burdens  is 
only  a  lack  of  faith.  How  fool- 
ish I  should  be  if,  carrying  a 
heavy  bundle  in  my  arms,  I 
get  into  an  automobile,  and 
instead  of  resting  the  weight 
of  the  bundle  on  the  floor  of 
the  car,  I  continue  to  hold  it 
in  my  arms.  The  car  is  bear- 
ing me  up,  yet  I  am  so  fool- 
ish that  I  think  I  have  to 
continue  to  bear  my  burden 
with  my  own  futile  strength. 
Unless  we  have  faith  the 
burden  of  our  trouble  is  still 
going  to  weigh  us  down. 

A  story  told  in   the  long 
ago,  to  illustrate  faith,  is  a 
story    of    a    lonely    woman 
whose  home  was  at  the  foot 
of  a  mountain.    Every  time 
she  opened  her  front  door, 
she  saw  not   the  beauty  of 
the  forests  and  the  grandeur 
of  the  peaks.  She  saw  only 
a  mountain  which  stood  be- 
tween   her    and    the    great 
world     beyond     which    she 
yearned  to  see.  The  woman 
became     embittered     and 
pitied  herself  because  she  could 
never  go  beyond  the  mountain 
and  in  all  her  days  she  could 
only  see  the  old  mountain. 

"Why  don't  you  pray  God  to 
remove  the  mountain?"  some- 
one asked  her.  "What  do  you 
mean?  Remove  the  mountain?" 
she  said  in  amazement.  "Why, 
yes,"  was  the  reply,  "are  we  not 
told  that  if  we  ask  anything, 
He  will  do  it." 

"Oh,  I'll  pray,"  she  cried  joy- 
ously. 

That  night  the  old  lady 
prayed  long  and  loud.  The  next 
morning  at  break  of  day,  she 
hobbled  to  the  door  and  looked 
out.  "Ah— just  as  I  expected," 
she  said,  flatly,  "the  mountain 
is  still  there." 

My  friends,  why  are  our 
mountains  "still  there"?  At 
some  time  in  our  lives  there  is 
a  "mountain"  before  every 
door.  Mountains  of  doubt  and 
despair,  mountains  of  heart- 
breaking sorrow.  One  whom  we 
— J.  F.  M.  (Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


God  in  Three  Persons 

Boys  and  girls— and  even  grown-ups 
__often  find  it  hard  to  understand 
how  God  can  be  one  Person  and  yet 
three  Persons,  but  God  has  given  us 
some  things  in  nature  to  help  us  un- 
derstand. Watch  mother  crack  an  egg 
for  the  cake  she  is  making.  The  egg  is 
one  and  yet  she  divides  it  into  tnree 
parts:  the  yolk,  the  white  and  the 
shell.  Pick  a  clover  leaf  and  you  will 
see  that  it  has  three  parts,  yet  it  is 
one  leaf.  You,  too,  are  made  up  of 
three  parts:  body,  soul  and  spirit,  but 
you  cannot  separate  yourself  into 
these  three  parts.  God  is  separated  in- 
to three  Persons  so  that  while  He  rules 
the  universe  His  Son,  Jesus,  could 
come  to  this  earth  to  die  for  our  sins, 
and  that  the  Holy  Spirit  could  come 
into  our  hearts  after  we  are  saved  and 
be  our  constant  Friend.  Our  God  is 
One  God,  yet  He  is  a  Trinity. 

Living  the  Book 

••For  the  life  was  manifested,  and 
we  have  seen  it,"  1  John  1:2. 

A  missionary,  failing  to  bring  con- 
viction to  the  savages  of  the  Congo  by 
years  of  preaching,  at  last  stopped  in 
the  midst  of  a  lesson  on  the  Sermon 
on  the  Mount,  and  announced  to  the 
Africans  that  he  was  going  to  live  this 
chapter  himself  among  them.  Before 
the  day  was  over  they  gave  him  ample 
opportunities  of  doing  so  by  claiming 
all  his  worldly  goods.  He,  unhesitat- 
ingly, gave  to  him  that  asked,  and 
from  him  that  would  borrow  turned 
he  not  away.  At  nightfall  the  mis- 
sionary's wife  was  in  dismay,  for  her 
home  was  stripped,  and  starvation 
stared  them  in  the  face.  But  that  was 
only  the  first  act  in  the  drama.  Be- 
fore the  night  was  over,  the  negroes 
began  to  reflect  upon  the  strange  ex- 
ample they  had  witnessed.  "This 
man,"  they  said,  "is  not  like  the 
traders.  He  does  not  ask  us  for  things, 
but  he  gives  to  us  all  he  has.  He  must 
be  God's  man,  and  we  had  better  be 
careful  how  we  treat  him."  And  so  the 
following  day  witnessed  the  scene  of 
yesterday  reversed,  and  everything 
brought  back  with  compound  inter- 
est. This  was  the  second  act.  The  third 
act  was  a  great  revival.  "The  life  was 
manifested";  they  saw  it;  and  the  ob- 
ject lesson  was  more  mighty  than  any 
words.— SeZ. 

A  Wayward  Son 

.  Mr.  Spurgeon  once  told  the  follow- 
uig  story: 

A  local  preacher,  a  farmer,  was  ap- 
pointed to  conduct  Sunday  services  at 
a  town  some  miles  from  his  home.  On 
Saturday  he  received  a  letter  from  his 
son,  a  commercial  traveler,  saying  his 
Business  was  leading  him  into  the 
neighborhood  of  that  town,  and  that 
°n  Sunday  night  he  would  ride  home 
™ith  his  father  in  the  gig,  and  spend 
*  lew  days  with  him  and  mother. 
^uring  the  drive  home  the  father  be- 
saato  speak  to  his  son  about  his  soul. 

nev      son  said-  "Look  here-  Father,  I 
ver  come  home  but  you  are  ever- 
lastingly  talking   to   me    about   reli- 


gion, and  I  am  sick  of  it.  I  won't  stand 
it,  and  if  it's  to  be  like  this  I  won't 
come  home  at  all." 

The  father  replied,  "God  forbid,  my 
son,  that  I  should  say  anything  to 
you  to  do  you  harm.  I  will  promise  you 
never  to  speak  about  it  more:  but  let 
me  tell  you  this — never  a  day  shall 
pass  over  my  head  but  I  will  pray  God 
to  save  my  prayerless  lad!" 

"Pray  as  much  as  you  like,"  replied 
the  son,  "but  don't  bother  me  with 
talk." 

A  few  months  afterward  the  son 
was  again  at  home.  One  morning  on 
leaving  his  bedroom  he  heard  his  fa- 
ther at  prayer  in  an  adjoining  room. 
He  said  within  himself,  "I  wonder  if 
my  father  has  kept  his  word  about 
me,"  and  he  listened. 

The  old  man,  after  speaking  to  God 
on  various  matters  that  lay  near  his 
heart,  paused  for  a  minute,  then,  with 
a  choking  voice,  he  said,  "And  now, 
Lord,  about  John." 

This  was  enough  for  John.  He  did 
not  wait  to  hear  more.  His  hard  heart 
was  broken.  He  turned  away  convict- 
ed of  his  sin,  and  before  he  left  home 
to  resume  his  journeys  he  was  a  de- 
cided Christian. 

Which  Am   I   To  Believe? 

Colonel  Allen,  a  noted  infidel  in 
America,  had  a  favorite  daughter  on 
a  dying  bed.  Being  sent  for,  she  said 
to  him,  "Father,  I  feel  that  my  end 
is  drawing  near.  Tell  me,  am  I  to  be- 
lieve what  you  have  taught  me,  or 
what  I  have  learned  from  my  moth- 
er?" Her  mother  was  a  Christian,  and 
had  instilled  the  truths  of  salvation 
into  the  mind  of  her  child. 

The  father  paused,  fixed  his  eyes  on 
his  child,  his  frame  was  convulsed 
with  the  struggle  between  pride  and 
affection,  truth  and  human  reason. 

Presently,  with  quivering  lips,  he  ex- 
claimed, "Believe,  my  child,  what  your 
mother  has  taught  you." 

All  the  accurately  argued  sophis- 
tries of  human  imagination  fail  when 
brought  to  the  realities  of  death  and 
the  great  hereafter.  Much  as  giant  in- 
tellects would  like  to  triumph  over 
God,  they  have  to  bow  before  the 
great  I  am. 

Infidelity  has  no  eyes  in  the  valley 
of  the  shadow  of  death.  Infidelity  has 
no  staff  upon  which  to  lean  when 
human  strength  fails.  Infidelity  has 
no  lamp  for  a  dark  place.  God  pity 
those  who  trust  not  in  the  living,  lov- 
ing God.  Think  on  this  verse:  "He 
that  believeth  on  the  Son  hath  ever- 
lasting life:  and  he  that  believeth 
not  the  Son  shall  not  see  life;  but  the 
wrath  of  God  abideth  on  him"  (John 
3 :  36 ) . — Unknown. 

In  the  Maze 

A  few  years  ago  I  visited  Hamp- 
ton Court,  and  while  there  went  into 
the  famous  maze.  I  found  it  rather 
easy  to  get  to  the  center,  but  the  trou- 
ble started  when  I  tried  to  get  out. 
Round  and  round,  this  way  and  that, 
but  all  to  no  avail;    I   always  came 
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back  to  the  center.  Beginning  to  de- 
spair, I  heard  a  voice  say,  "This  way," 
and  looking  up  I  saw  the  keeper  high 
up  on  a  stepladder  pointing,  for  from 
that  position  he  could  see  the  way  to 
get  out.  Following  his  directions,  I  was 
soon  outside.  So  many  people  are  in  a 
maze  of  sin,  trying  this  way  and  that 
to  get  out.  There  is  only  One  who  can 
show  the  way  out.  That  One  is  the 
Lord  Jesus,  and  it  is  only  by  looking 
to  Him  that  we  can  be  freed  from 
sin. — The  Christian  Herald. 

Thought  He  Would  Feel  Better 

When  hard  trials  come  into  our 
lives,  it  is  a  good  thing  to  sing  songs  of 
praise  and  thankfulness  to  the  Lord. 
No  matter  how  much  other  people, 
and  other  things  change,  the  Lord 
never  does.  He  is  always  worthy  of  our 
praise,  even  when  hard  things  come 
to  us. 

One  day  in  a  hospital  a  surgeon  was 
examining  a  little  seven-year-old  boy. 
The  little  boy  had  fallen  into  a  deep 
hole,  and  the  surgeon  wanted  to  see 
how  badly  he  had  been  hurt.  While 
this  was  going  on  the  little  boy  said, 
"I  wish  I  could  sing.  I  think  I  would 
feel  weller  then."  The  surgeon  said, 
"All  right,  laddie.  You  may  sing  if  you 
will  sing  something  nice." 

The  little  boy  then  began  to  sing  in 
a  high,  clear  voice,  "Nearer  My  God 
to  Thee."  From  all  parts  of  the  hos- 
pital nurses,  doctors,  and  attendants 
began  to  come  into  the  room  to  hear 
the  song  of  praise  the  little  boy  was 
singing. 

As  the  doctor  finished  examining 
the  little  boy,  he  said,  "Well,  I  guess 
you  are  all  right,  little  man.  I  can't 
find  any  broken  bones."  The  little  boy 
replied,  "I  guess  it  was  the  singing 
that  fixed  me."  Singing,  when  it  is  a 
song  of  praise  to  the  Lord,  surely  does 
"fix"  things  in  our  lives.  It  is  much 
better  than  crying,  or  complaining. 
When  we  praise  the  Lord,  Satan  can- 
not make  things  hard  for  us.  He  hates 
to  hear  anyone  praise  the  Lord,  for 
he  does  not  like  the  Lord. 

Long,  long  ago  the  Lord  made  a 
great  army  lose  a  battle  against  the 
Lord's  people,  when  the  Lord's  people 
praised  the  Lord.  We  may  do  the  same, 
if  we  will. — Our  Jewels. 

Only  a  Little  One 

Alpinists  have  recently  been  sur- 
prised to  see  swallows  which  seemed 
to  be  flying  strongly,  suddenly  droop 
and  fall  to  the  ground  dead.  On  ex- 
amining the  birds  it  was  seen  that 
they  had  been  attacked  under  the 
wings  by  large  spiders  which  had 
drained  their  blood.  These  spiders, 
which  are  quite  large,  are  unknown  in 
Switzerland.  It  is  supposed  that  they 
were  brought  from  Africa  by  the  birds 
during  their  migratory  flight.  The 
eggs  probably  become  attached  to  the 
birds  in  Africa  and  are  hatched  by 
the  warmth  of  the  body.  A  very  little 
thing — but  fatal.  And  so  it  is  with  sin. 
It  may  seem  but  a  little  thing,  but  if 
we  do  not  get  rid  of  it,  it  will  prove 
fatal  to  us.  The  only  way  to  get  rid  of 
sin  is  to  confess  it  and  have  it  blotted 
out  in  the  blood  of  Jesus,  which 
cleanses  from  all  sin. — Intermediate 
Young  People. 
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Mar  ma's  Secret 


One  morning  before  school  time, 
Virginia  Pollard  was  standing  by  the 
window  in  her  mother's  room  looking 
very  gloomy  and  disheartened.  Her 
mother,  noticing  this,  asked,  "What  is 
the  matter,  Virignia?  Has  something 
happened  in  school  to  trouble  you?" 

"It  hasn't  happened  yet,  mother, 
but  I'm  afraid  it  will.  I'm  just  so  fear- 
ful I  shall  not  be  re-elected  president 
of  our  class  this  term,  and  I  would  like 
so  much  to  have  the  place." 

"Why  do  you  doubt  your  re-elec- 
tion?" 

"Well,  I  have  heard  the  girls  dis- 
cussing it  on  the  side,  and  the  most 
of  them  favor  Martha  Simmons.  I 
can't  see  why.  She  is  one  of  the  most 
shabbily  dressed  girls  in  school,  but 
everyone  loves  her." 

"Well,  my  dear,  she  has  not  been  in 
the  school  nearly  so  long  as  you,  and 
I  think  she  should  be  commended  for 
having  gained  the  love  of  her  associ- 
ates so  quickly.  Though  she  does  have 
to  contend  with  the  disadvantages  of 
poverty,  yet  I'm  sure  she  has  a  lov- 
able, unselfish  disposition.  You  should 
study  her,  discover  her  secret,  and  you- 
will  find  it  within  the  girl  herself." 

"I  see  her  at  the  gate,  mother,  so  I 
must  go,"  Virginia  said,  not  waiting  to 
answer  her  mother's  colloquy.  Catch- 
ing up  her  hat,  she  hastily  joined  her 
friend,  and  the  two  started  on  their 
way  to  school. 

They  had  not  proceeded  far,  when 
they  saw  a  baby  girl,  of  perhaps  three 
years,  alone  on  the  sidewalk.  "That's 
Mrs.  Poston's  baby!"  Martha  declared. 
"I'm  sure  she  has  opened  the  gate  and 
slipped  away.  I  believe  I'll  carry  her 
home.  She  might  go  into  the  street 
and  get  hurt,  then  I  never  would  for- 
give myself,"  Martha  continued,  as 
she  caught  up  the  unresisting  child  in 
her  arms.  "Besides,"  she  added,  "Mrs. 
Poston  is  a  member  of  our  church — 
and  you  know,  we  believe  in  helping 
one  another." 

"That's  all  right  as  far  as  it  goes," 
Virginia  said  sneeringly,  "but  I'm  sure 
you'll  be  late  for  school,  and  if  you 
persist  in  looking  after  everybody's 
brats.  I'll  not  wait  for  you.  I'm  going 
on."  But  Martha  did  not  hear  much 
of  this  tirade,  as  she  was  hurrying 
around  the  corner  as  fast  as  she  could. 

"Well,  that  beats  all!"  Virginia 
ejaculated  to  herself.  "It  will  be  late 
in  the  day  when  I  pick  up  somebody's 
dirty  baby  and  risk  soiling  my  clean 
dress,"  she  said  sarcastically,  and  with 
her  head  held  high  she  went  on  her 
way. 

As  she  came  in  sight  of  the  school 
building,  to  her  amazement  she  saw 
Martha  getting  out  of  a  splendid  car. 
"Well,  well!  she  reached  school  first. 
Whom  does  that  car  belong  to?"  she 
asked  herself. 

Nearing  Martha,  the  girl  explained, 
"Mrs.  Poston  was  so  grateful  to  me  for 
taking  care  of  her  baby,  she  brought 
me  to  school  in  her  car." 

A  few  days  after  this  incident,  as  all 
the  children  were  leaving  the  school 
building  for  dinner,  little  Mark  Smith, 


a  fat,  awkward  boy,  fell  down  the 
steps,  scattering  his  lunch  in  every 
direction.  The  children  all  laughed, 
and  jeered  him  mercilessly,  all  except 
Martha.  She  hurried  to  the  little  fel- 
low, helped  him  up,  brushed  his 
clothes  and  said  kindly,  "Never  mind 
your  dinner,  Mark,  I'll  see  that  you 
get  some.  I'll  hurry  home  and  bring  it 
in  time  for  you  to  eat  before  the  bell 
rings." 

Martha's  kindness  stopped  the 
laughter  of  the  others,  and  little  Mark 
wiped  the  tears  from  his  eyes  as  he 
seated  himself  on  the  steps  to  wait. 

Virginia  witnessed  the  whole  affair, 
and  it  made  such  an  impression  on 
her  mind  she  related  it  to  her  mother. 
" — And,  mother,"  she  proceeded,  "I 
believe  Martha  did  without  dinner 
herself  to  bring  it  to  Mark,  because, 
when  she  was  raising  Mark  from  the 
ground,  her  dress  sleeve  was  badly 
torn.  All  the  girls  gathered  around 
her,  pinned  it  up,  and  not  one  laughed 
except  Martha  herself.  She  said,  'Oh, 
don't  bother,  girls,  I'll  mend  it,'  and 
sure   enough,  it   was  nicely  mended. 

WHEN  WHITE  BUDS  OPEN 

My  Lady  Spring  is  here  again! 

I  heard  the  herald  birds  proclaim. 
The  oaks  flung  out  their  earliest  leaves, 

And  all  the  tall  elms  did  the  same, 
With  emerald  fire  and  cups  of  gold. 

The  meadow  is  a  glorious  thing, 
And  we  forget  the  earth  is  old. 
When  first  the  darling  feet  of  Spring 
Come  dancing  over  the  glad  hills 
With  snowdrops  and  with  daffodils; 
With  buds  and  blossoms  in  her  train — 
My  Lady  Spring  is  here  again! 
The  sweetest  time  of  all  the  year! 

April  shower  and  April  sun, 
Oh,  the  fragrance  of  orchard  ways 
When  the  white  buds  open,  one  by 

one! 
Winter  is  over,  Winter  is  past, 
And  all  the  snow  to  be  seen  is  now 
The  white  foam  flecking  the  ragged 

thorn — 
The  clustered  bloom  on  the  orchard 

bough! 

After  all  that,  she  reached  school  be- 
fore I  did;  therefore,  I  do  not  believe 
she  had  time  to  get  her  dinner." 

Mother  smiled  knowingly  as  she 
said,  "Watch  her  closely;  I  think  you 
will  discover  her  secret  yet."     ' 

"I'm  afraid  I  won't,  mother,  though 
I've  already  discovered  that  she  is  a 
great  favorite  with  everyone,  espe- 
cially the  teachers.  You  remember  we 
both  carried  Miss  Agatha  a  bunch  of 
roses  yesterday.  Well,  she  put  Martha's 
in  water  and  laid  mine  down  on  top 
of  one  of  her  books." 

"Don't  worry  over  it  too  much,  dear," 
mother  consoled,  "but  I  can  assure 
you  that  any  girl  can  be  like  Martha 
if  she  will  only  try." 

The  next  morning  as  Virginia  start- 
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young  friend  at  the  gate  as  usual, 
her  surprise  she  saw  Martha  ride 
with  Mrs.  Poston  in  the  fine  car.  "]\ 
My!"  she  exclaimed,  "Martha  rid 
with  the  rich  woman  again.  I  woni 
why  she  didn't  stop  for  me,  but 
one  thinks  of  me,  it  is  always  Marth 

When  the  day  came  for  the  class 
elect  its  president,  Virginia  was  all  < 
citement.  Before  going  to  the  assem 
hall,  where  the  election  was  to  be  hc- 
the  girls  stood  around  in  groups,  ta 
ing  in  low,  guarded  tones.  Virgii 
wondered  if  they  were  caucusi 
against  her.  "If  I  only  knew,"  £ 
whispered  to  herself,  as  with  oth 
she  passed  into  the  spacious  hall. 

The  vice-president,  who  occup: 
the  chair,  called  the  meeting  to  ord 
As  soon  as  this  was  done,  Martha  arc 
and  said,  "Madam  Chairman,  a 
dear  classmates,  we  all  know  that  V 
ginia  Pollard  has  made  us  a  splenc 
president,  and  is  one  of  our  brighti 
girls.  Therefore,  I  nominate  her  1 
re-election,  and  move  that  we  elect  r 
by  acclamation." 

For  a  full  second  everything  w 
intensely  quiet.  Glances  were  slyly  e 
changed,  then  a  few  whispered  wor 
were  uttered,  and  the  motion  secon 
ed,  the  nomination  affirmed  a: 
Virginia  escorted  to  the  chair.  She  w 
so  overwhelmed  with  both  surpr 
and  joy  that  her  thanks  and  appreci 
tion  were  given  in  trite,  broken  won 

As  soon  as  school  was  dismissed  si 
hurried  to  her  mother  with  the  gl: 
news.  "Oh  mother!"  she  cried,  "I  w 
re-elected,  but  I  am  certain  it  was  ; 
Martha's  doings.  And,  mother,  I  b 
lieve  I  at  last  know  how  she  does 
Her  loyalty  to  her  friends,  and  her  ui 
selfishness  at  all  times  is  the  secret 
her  being  such  a  favorite." — Presb 
terian  National  Magazine. 


Divine  Guidance 

In  crossing  the  Atlantic  a  writer  n< 
ticed  a  ship  had  two  compasses,  01 
half-way  up  a  mast,  the  other  at  tl 
wheel.  The  lower  compass  was  affec 
ed  by  the  steel  in  the  framework  i 
the  ship.  The  helmsman  steered  I 
the  higher  one  when  the  compassi 
differed. 

"So  it  is  on  the  ship  which  plov 
the  stormy  sea  of  life,"  says  Amos  1 
Wells.  "There  is  the  compass  of  fee 
ing,  affected  by  all  the  chances  an 
changes  of  the  world  around  us,  a 
the  whims  and  doubts  and  variatior 
of  our  souls.  This  compass  is  unrc 
liable;  it  sends  us  on  the  rocks.  Bi 
we  have  a  higher  compass — that  ( 
faith.  It  points  steadily  to  the  on 
true   Star." — Selected. 


True  Success  in  Life 

He  has  achieved  success,  who  he 
lived  well,  laughed  often,  and  love 
much;  who  has  gained  the  respect  c 
intelligent  men  and  the  love  of  littl 
children;  who  has  filled  his  niche  an 
accomplished  his  task,  whether  by  a 
improved  poppy,  a  perfect  poem,  or 
rescued  soul;  who  never  lacked  appre 
ciation  of  earth's  beauty,  or  failed  t 
express  it;  who  has  always  looked  fo 
the  best  in  others  and  given  the  bes 
he  had;  whose  life  was  an  inspiratioj 
and  whose  memory  a  benediction.- 
Bessie  A.  Stanley. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


After  me  Kewai,  Wkat? 


MRS.  G.  R.  WATSON 


"Go    ye    into    all    the    world,    and 

preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature 

TEACHING   THEM  to  OBSERVE 

ALL  THINGS  WHATSOEVER  I  HAVE 

COMMANDED." 

There  seems  to  oe  a  spirit  of  evan- 
gelism sweeping  our  churches  now,  for 
which  we  say,  "Amen"  and  "Praise  the 
Lord!"  We  have  prayed  for  it  for 
years,  and  if  there  was  ever  a  time  the 
world  needed  a  revival  of  Holy  Ghost 
fire,  prayer,  consecration  and  family 
altars,  it  is  surely  now.  Let  us  continue 
.  to  give,  send,  sacrifice  and  go — for  the 
evangelism  of  our  nation  and  the 
world. 

Yet,  in  the  next  breath  Jesus  said, 
"TEACHING  THEM  TO  OBSERVE 
ALL  THINGS  WHATSOEVER  I  HAVE 
COMMANDED."  Has  this  part  of  the 
"great  commission"  been  neglected? 

The  evangelist  goes  to  a  church  for 
a  revival;  he  preaches  repentance, 
sanctification,  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  sin- 
ner's need.  This  is  his  duty.  A  great 
number  are  saved  and  blessed  during 
the  revival.  In  a  few  months  the  evan- 
gelist goes  back  around  to  the  church 
inquiring  of  his  converts  and  finds 
that  only  a  few  are  holding  out.  How 
sad!  What  was  the  trouble;  why  did 
they  not  stay  saved?  They  needed  help 
—"Teaching  them  to  observe  all 
things." 

There  is  a  great  responsibility  on 
the  church  and  the  pastor.  "Peter, 
lovest  thou  me?  Feed  my  lambs — my 
sheep,"  John  21:15-17.  "I  kept  back 
nothing  that  was  profitable  unto  you, 
but  have  showed  you,  and  have 
TAUGHT  you  publicly,  and  from 
HOUSE  to  HOUSE,"  Acts  20:20;  2 
Peter  3:18.  "Thy  WORD  have  I  HID 
IN  MINE  HEART,  that  I  might  not 
SIN  against  thee,"  Psalms  119:11.  "Ye 
do  ERR,  not  KNOWING  THE  SCRIP- 
TURES, nor  the  POWER  of  GOD," 
Matt.  22:29. 

After  the  revival  I  suggest  a  Bible 
class  each  week  for  the  new  converts 
and  others  who  want  to  attend.  These 
classes  can  be  made  very  interesting 
?y  discussing  different  essential  sub- 
jects as:  Prayer,  faith,  our  relation 
to  the  world,  how  to  treat  our  enemies, 
°ur  conversation,  the  tongue,  our 
thought  life,  how  to  dress,  our  loyalty 
to  God  and  the  Church,  how  to  live 
an  overcoming  life,  etc.  Give  each 
Member  of  the  class  a  part  and  you 
wul  be  surprised  at  the  interest  shown. 

This   all  may  Seem   simple   to   you 

an,?  have  been  in  the  wav  a  long  time 
nd  to  whom  the  Bible  is  so  plain,  but 
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remember,  to  the  babe  in  Christ  it  is 
different.  Recently  we  were  in  a  rural 
section  for  a  revival.  We  planned  a 
Bible  quiz  each  evening  before  the 
regular  service  for  the  young  people. 
The  first  night  the  questions  were 
very  simple  but  almost  all  unanswered. 
After  the  service  some  intelligent, 
nice-looking  girls  came  up  and  said, 
"We  couldn't  answer  tne  questions  be- 
cause we  have  never  had  the  privilege 
to  attend  Sunday  School."  There  is 
such  a  need  for  the  TEACHING  of  the 
Word. 

There  are  many  ways  in  which  to 
get  the  children  and  young  people  in- 
terested in  the  Bible:  "Bible  quizzes," 
"Sword  drills,"  "Bible  contests,"  etc. 

No  doubt,  many  people  backslide 
when  they  are  tempted  and  tried  be- 
cause they  do  not  know  the  teaching 
of  God's  Word  on  trials  and  how  to 
overcome  them.  Pastor,  "TEACH  them 
to  observe  ALL  things  whatsoever 
Jesus  commanded." 

Every  church  should  have  a  library, 
even  if  you  can  afford  only  a  few 
books.  Besides  the  Bible  and  prayer, 
good  literature  is  the  next  best  weapon 
to  help  in  an  "overcoming  life."  The 
lives  of  great  saints  and  how  they 
overcame  have  meant  a  lot  to  me  in 
my  Christian  experience,  along  with 
other  good  books. 

There  have  been  a  series  of  discus- 
sions over  the  radio  concerning  "juve- 
nile delinquency."  The  policemen, 
judges,  mayors,  governors,  and  civic 
leaders  in  general  seem  to  be  greatly 
alarmed  over  the  condition  of  our 
youth.  The  subject  was  discussed  at 
length;  different  ones  sent  in  their 
opinion  as  to  a  remedy,  and  the  an- 
swer was:  "Back  to  the  old  fireside 
training."  If  this  class  of  folk  are  dis- 
turbed to  that  extent  over  our  youth, 
how  do  you  think  parents  and  church- 
men should  feel? 

The  greatest  responsibility  is  on  the 
parents.  "And  ye  shall  TEACH  them 
your  children,  speaking  of  them  when 
thou  SITTETH  in  thine  house,  and 
when  thou  WALKEST  by  the  way, 
when  thou  LIEST  down,  and  when 
thou  risest  up,"  Deut.  11:19.  Do  you 
think  that  God  is  less  interested  in 
the  training  of  our  children  than  He 
was  those  under  the  law? 

"Train  (to  shape,  drill,  instruct)  up 
a  child  in  the  way  he  SHOULD  go: 
and  when  he  is  old,  he  will  NOT  de- 
part from  it,"  Proverbs  22:6. 

"Fathers,  provoke  not  your  children 
to  wrath,  but  bring  them  up  in  the 


uuii/uic  anu  aumuniuon  01  tne  Lord." 
Possibly  the  reason  so  many  times 
Christians  have  such  unruly  chil- 
dren (and  are  classed  as  the  most 
unruly)  is  the  parents  provoke  them 
to  wrath  trying  to  force  them  to  do 
right,  and  in  an  ugly  attitude  them- 
selves instead  of  TEACHING  them  in 
love,  being  an  example  to  them.  There 
is  a  way  to  help  children  to  want  to 
do  right. 

We  might  compare  the  spiritual  life 
with  the  natural.  Most  mothers  in 
these  days  bring  up  their  babies  by  a 
doctor's  orders.  They  must  have  a 
balanced  diet  with  all  the  needed  vit- 
amins, and  given  them  by  the  clock. 
They  also  sleep  by  the  clock;  every- 
thing on  schedule  time.  The  result  is 
fine  healthful  babies.  And  this  is  very 
commendable.  But  what  about  their 
spiritual  training?  Parents,  when  you 
look  into  that  sweet  little  face  that 
you  would  give  your  life  for,  do  you 
realize  that  there  is  "  a  life  to  be  lived, 
and  a  soul  to  spend  eternity — either 
in  heaven  or  hell,"  and  that  YOU  ARE 
RESPONSIBLBE  for  it?  Do  you  teach 
your  child: 

1.  The  Word  of  God? 

2.  To  pray  (praying  with  him 
daily)  ? 

3.  To  be  unselfish  and  sociable 
with  other  children? 

4.  Discipline?  (Do  you  punish  it 
because  you  are  angry  instead  of  reas- 
oning with  it  and  pointing  out  the 
wrong  and  teaching  it  the  right?) 

5.  Reverence  for  the  church,  pas- 
tor and  his  admonition?  (Or  do  you 
get  mad  when  the  pastor  corrects  your 
child  and  tell  him  it  is  none  of  his 
business  what  he  does?) 

6.  Bridle  his  tongue?  (Or  do  you 
talk  about  the  members  and  the  pas- 
tor until  the  child  has  no  confidence 
in  pastors,  members,  or  you?) 

7.  That  the  friendship  of  the  world 
is  enmity  with  God? 

You  may  say  that  we  are  living  in 
such  a  fast  age  now;  parents  are  too 
busy,  some  in  the  service,  mothers 
working  for  a  living  and  those  who 
are  working  have  to  work  overtime  on 
account  of  manpower  shortage. 
And  even  the  ministers  are  so  full  of 
"activity"  that  they  no  longer  have 
time  for  family  worship  or  to  help 
their  members.  Those  who  are  too 
busy  to  worship  God  and  to  do  His 
commands  are  "too  busy"  and  God 
will  not  hold  them  guiltless. 


How  the  Infidel  Was  Tested 

Bradlaugh,  the  atheist,  once  chal- 
lenged Hugh  Price  Hughes,  the  Meth- 
odist preacher,  to  a  debate  on  Chris- 
tianity. Mr.  Hughes  replied  with  alac- 
rity: "Most  certainly;  nothing  would 
give  me  greater  pleasure.  But  as  con- 
ventional debates  usually  lead  to 
nothing,  let  us  have  one  on  new  lines. 
I  will  undertake  to  bring  a  hundred 
men  and  women  of  various  sorts  to  the 
platform,  and  they  shall  witness  to  the 
savins  work  of  Christ  in  their  lives. 
You  can  cross  examine  them  as  much 
as  you  like,  but  you,  on  your  part,  are 
to  bring  a  hundred  men  and  women 
who  have  been  redeemed  from  a  sin- 
ful life  by  means  of  your  atheistic 
teaching."  Needless  to  say,  that  de- 
bate was  never  held.  That  test  is 
available  at  any  time  (Rom.  1:16). — 
The  Witness. 
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Two  Portraits 


In  the  studio  of  an  artist 

Stood  a  child  in  wonder  bound. 
As  he  gazed  upon  the  pictures 

That  around  the  room  were  found. 
Pictures  of  the  gods  and  heroes 

Worshipped  in  that  long  ago. 
When  the  mind  of  man  was  sated 

With  the  pomp  of  martial  show. 

Long  the  little  fellow  stood  there 

In  his  innocence  and  grace, 
Till  the  painter  at  his  eosel 

Was  enraptured  by  his  face; 
For  he  seemed  the  very  image 

Of  a  cherub  pure  and  fair. 
With  his  young  and  blooming  beauty, 

And   his  bright  and   joyous  air. 

Eyes  of  blue  and  lips  of  ruby. 

Like  the  poet's  dream  of  old. 
And  his  hair  hung  to  his  shoulders 

in  a  wreath  of  shining  gold. 
The  painter  said  within  him, 

"That  is  my  ideal  face, 
I  will  paint  it  as  an  angel, 

For  'tis  most  like  heaven's  grace, 

That  haz  ever  met  my  vision." 

So  he  painted  there  the  boy, 
As  a  type  of  those  bright  spirits 

In  the  land  of  deathless  joy. 
Years  passed  by,  but  still  that  picture 

Hung  within  the  painter's  room, 
But  he  wished  to  find  its  equal 

In  darkness,  crime  and  gloom; 

Wished  to  find  a  face  as  fiendish 

As  this  child  was  pure  and  free. 
For  he  longed  to  see  how  hardened 

A  human   face  could   be. 
He  had  searched  through  all  the  prisons. 

And  the  haunts  of  crime  and  shame. 
He   had   sought  a   demon    likeness. 

But  still  he  sought  in  vain. 

Till  one  night  while  yet  he  painted, 

Came  a  light  step  on  the  floor, 
And  he  turning   saw  the  features 

He  had  longed  for  o'er  and  o'er. 
For  a,  man  stood  there  before  him 

Clothed  in  rags  and  with  a  face 
Scarred  and  fierce  in  all  its  features, 

Not  one  trace  of  human  grace. 


Sin  had  left  its  marks  upon  him. 

Which   comes  but  to  blight  and  blast, 
And   the  painter  said   within  him, 

"I  have  found  my  face  at  last." 
Then  he  sketched  upon  the  canvas. 

Outlines  of  that  face  of  crime; 
Emblems  of  the  power  of  evil. 

And  the  ravages  of  time. 

When   his  sketch  he  had  completed. 

Turning  to  his  guest  he  said, 
"What  has  brought  you  to  my  chamber 

At  this  hour  of  midnight  dread?" 
And  the  man  arising  answered: 

"Do  you  wonder  that  I   come 
At  this  hour  of  midnight  lonely. 

Thus  unbidden  to  your  home? 

"Listen,  yonder  hangs  a  picture 

Of  a   merry,   laughing   boy. 
Which  you  painted  as  an  angel 

In  his  innocence  and  joy. 
And  if  you  would  know  the  blight 

And  the  ravages  of  sin. 
Look  on  me — that  was  my  likeness 

But  lo!  this  I  am  tonight. 
I  shall  die  before  the  day  king 

Tints  the  east  with  morning  glow, 
For  my  strength  is  fast  departing    - 

And  life's  sands  are  running  low. 

"But   I    longed,   before  departing. 

To  look  once  more  upon  my  face 
As  it  was  in  life's  glad  morning. 

Ere  one  sin  had  left  its  trace; 
Longed  to  see  once  more  the  features 

That  my  mother  used  to  praise. 
As  she  led  me  through  the  meadows 

And  along  the  forest  ways. 

"Oh!  those  days  of  joy  and  gladness 

Gone  from  me  forever  more, 
Gone  with  that  dear  loving  mother 

To  some   far-off  distant  shore. 
Hark! — I   hear  the  midnight  watches 

Toiling  mournfully  and  slow, 
And  my  limbs  are  growing  weaker. 

Death  is  calling,  I  must  go." 

Forth  he  went;  the  painter  wondered 

Gazing  at  his  picture  there — 
One  the  type  of  angel  beauty, 

One  the  image  of  despair. 
And  he  thought  within  his  spirit. 

As  the  life,  the  face  will  be, 
For  we   all   are   painting  portraits 

For  the  great  Eternity. 

— Author  Unknown 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


MISSION    PAGE 


a  TRIP   INTO  THE  TROPICAL 
A      WILDS  OF  SOUTHERN 
MEXICO 

By  J.  W.  Archer 
And  here's  Tuxtapeci 
«"    have   a   nice   church   building 
and  some  twelve  works  in  the 
villages    around    here.    Back 
took   the    train   we   have 


here 
forest 

WiSheIein"the  two  villages  on  each 
via  of  the  river.  This  is  a  city  of  some 

Sv  thousand  population  and  is  the 
Einoine  center  for  all  the  vast  m- 

Sr  for  hundreds  of  miles  to  the 

south   and  west   and   some   distance 

nwelianodw?the  first  thing  to  do  is  to 
seethe  river  men  and  find  when  the 
boat  eoes  up  the  river.  They  say  they 
Sill  leave  at  ten  in  the  morning,  so 
wp  can  spend  the  day  with  the  breth- 
ren and  hold  services  here,  going  on 
in  the  morning  up  the  river.  But  we 
had  better  come  down  again  this 
afternoon  to  inquire  because  they 
change  the  hour  whenever  they  get 

^Her'e  is  the  temple,  as  we  always  call 
the  church  buildings  here  in  Mexico. 
A  building  is  never  a  church.  The 
church  is  the  church.  What?  What 
am  I  saying?  Why,  I  said  the  church 
is  the  church— that  is  to  say,  the  liv- 
ing organism  made  up  of  the  mem- 
bers is  the  church.  A  dead  building 
can't  be  a  church  to  the  Mexicans; 
that  is  the  temple.  Isn't  it  a  nice 
building?  One  of  the  best  we  have  in 
southern  Mexico,  both  in  building, 
membership  and  pastors. 

Well,  wasn't  that  a  grand  service? 
Two  received  the  Holy  Spirit.  That  is 
a  great  blessing,  for  these  people  have 
hardly  heard  of  the  Holy  Spirit  until 
recently.  The  doctrine  is  preached,  but 
they  do  not  seem  to  know  how  to  go 
,  about  receiving.  That  is  one  of  our 
.great  tasks  and  privileges  in  Mexico, 
to  bring  a  real  experience  of  sancti- 
fication  and  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  to  these  good,  hungry  people. 
There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  anti- 
Americanism  taught  in  this  part  of 
the  country,  but  you  don't  see  it  mani- 
fest among  the  Christians,  do  you? 
They  surely  have  shown  us  plenty  of 
love. 

This  is  where  we  will  sleep  tonight, 
on  these  grass  mats  on  the  floor.  I 
tnean  that  is  where  we  will  lie  down, 
i  am  not  so  sure  about  the  sleeping 

part. 

Whew,  that  was  quite  a  night, 
w n  it?  l  didn't  hear  anyone  turn- 
^g  over  in  bed,  but  I  could  feel  folks 
^waue  all  night,  including  myself. 
S^fffl  the  men  with  information 
un?nVhe  boat-  They  will  not  leave 
MpvHo  .  this  afternoon!  Well,  that's 
'toTn^i  Anvway,  I  expect  it  is  best 
bani?  £uwn  t0  the  Park  on  the  river 
seeinf.    *e  the  boat  leaves.  We  can 

^ere  Sho0,Lm^resting  sights  and  be 
leave  pi  ^ld  they  suddenly  decide  to 
verv%^side.s-  this  smaU  hut  is  not  a 
day.  COnvement  place  to  spend  the 

ao^d.?°J  bere  i%  ta  four  m  the  after- 

in  the  ™  the  boat  will  leave  at  four 

*°  chW«rnmg!   Well,  we  will  take 

nances.     We  will  sleep  on   this 


sacked  corn  loaded  here  on  the  boat 
so  that  when  they  go  we  will  too.  Mid- 
night and  those  noisy  chattering  men 
are  the  boatmen  loading  for  an  early 
take-off  up  the  river.  It's  three  in  the 
morning  and  here  comes  the  first  of 
the  passengers.  I  notice  you  have  all 
slept  about  as  much  as  I  have,  about 
two  winks  and  a  snore.  Four  o'clock 
has  come  and  is  slipping  by;  we  are 
all  ready  to  go  and  still  we  wait.  Some 
say  we  are  waiting  for  a  rich  land- 
owner who  lives  and  rules  his  lonely 
kingdom  up  the  river.  Yes,  here  he 
comes  with  his  servants  and  with  his 
pistol  strapped  to  his  side.  It  satisfies 
his  pride  to  make  us  all  wait  for  him. 
The  Mexican  is  not  vicious,  but  pride 
motivates  his  every  action;  a  trait 
which  is  despised  by  North  Americans 
who  are  proud  of  their  lack  of  pride. 
One  finds  this  trait  in  even  the  poor- 
est, who,  if  they  have  a  peso,  will  give 
fifty  centavos  of  it  to  someone  else  to 
carry  their  load  for  them  so  they  can 
say  they  have  another  working  for 
them.  This  pride  makes  the  Mexican 
intensely  patriotic  and  is  fertile 
ground  for  the  easy  sowing  of  the 
anti-foreign  spirit,  which  gives  rise  to 
the  slogan,  "Mexico  for  Mexicans." 
Mexicans  undoubtedly  have  equal  tal- 
ents with  the  North  Americans,  as  can 
be  readily  seen  in  those  who  have  had 
opportunity  and  training,  but  a  Euro- 
pean Landowner  Feudal  System  has 
given  all  of  the  opportunities  to  the 
few  privileged  rich  landowners  and 
has  held  the  common  classes  in  ignor- 
ance, without  education  and  without 
hope.  Perhaps  it  is  this  consciousness 
of  frustrated  ambition  (for  the  Mexi- 
can youth  is  very  ambitious)  and 
awareness  of  buried,  undeveloped  tal- 
ents, that  gives  rise  to  the  inferiority 
complex  one  so  often  meets,  which  in 
turn  manifests  itself  in  artificial  ar- 
rogance and  pride. 

This  man  is  proud  because  he  is 
thoroughly  conscious  of  being  one  of 
the  privileged  class  of  Mexico,  as  was 
his  father  and  his  father's  father. 
You  will  note  that  he  is  good  enough 
to  his  servants,  but  you  will  also  note 
that  they  serve  and  treat  him  like  a 
king,  and  that  his  word  is  absolute 
law.  It  is  regrettable  to  have  to  ad- 
mit, but  one  finds  from  experience  in 
dealing  with  the  Mexican,  that,  at 
least  until  he  is  better  educated  and 
trained  and  his  natural  characteris- 
tics changed,  that  to  a  large  measure 
the  attitude  of  this  rich  landowner 
must  be  followed  to  get  the  best  re- 
sults and  to  keep  them  happy.  For, 
like  the  German,  they  are  happy  only 
when  they  are  serving  and  obeying. 
Treat  them  as  an  absolute  equal,  as 
we  North  Americans  treat  one  an- 
other, and  they  will  begin  to  slouch  in 
their  work,  become  miserable,  and 
even  despise  the  one  who  should  com- 
mand them  to  obey  and  does  not.  You 
noted  in  Mexico  City  how  completely 
our  students  obey,  not  going  out  the 
gate  without  permission.  The  pastor 
in  turn  obeys  his  district  overseer,  the 
district  overseer  obeys  his  state  over- 
seer, and  the  state  overseer  obeys  his 
general  overseer.  The  cooperation  is 
based  on  the  law  of  obedience  rather 
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than  fellowship.  But  if  properly  ad- 
ministered results  in  fellowship  and 
love,  for  Jesus  said,  "If  you  love  me 
you  will  keep  my  commandments."  It 
is  not  well  to  try  to  change  this  law 
of  obedience  in  Mexico  until  they 
have  thoroughly  learned  our  system  in 
the  United  States,  which  is  one  of 
obedience  and  cooperation  because 
we  love  the  .brethren;  we  love  our 
leaders  and  we  love  the  Church  of 
God. 

We  are  way  out  in  the  middle  of  the 
river  now.  You  will  note  that  all  we 
can  see  of  either  bank  is  the  darker 
outline  of  trees  against  the  sky  and 
an  occasional  light.  Look  over  there! 
Someone  is  signaling  with  a  flash- 
light, and  we  are  swinging  over  toward 
that  bank.  It  is  so  dark  and  lonely  it 
makes  one  wonder  if  bandits  are  de- 
coying us  over  to  the  shore.  But  no,  it 
is  just  another  passenger. 

And  now  the  light  is  breaking  and 
we  are  entering  the  mountains.  It  does 
not  appear  as  if  we  are  doing  over  six 
or  seven  miles  an  hour,  and  as  we  pass 
for  hours  through  these  heavily- 
wooded  mountains  the  river  gets 
swifter  with  many  bends  and  rapids, 
so  that  our  progress  at  times  becomes 
so  slow  that  one  has  to  look  at  the 
shore  to  realize  that  we  are  traveling 
at  all. 

Look,  our  rich  landowner  is  prepar- 
ing to  get  off,  or  rather  his  servants 
are;  he  doesn't  do  anything  but  smile 
contentedly  and  pull  on  his  cigar.  See, 
we  are  pulling  into  shore,  and  there  is 
a  trail  through  the  forest  and  some 
more  servants  waiting.  They  seem 
happy  to  see  him,  and  he  also  is  smil- 
ing. He  is  undoubtedly  good  to  them 
in  his  way.  He  must  have  a  place  back 
in  one  of  those  mountain  valleys,  for 
we  can't  see  anything  here  but  wild 
mountains  and  forests.  Well,  I  guess 
it's  a  nice  life  away  out  here — if  you 
like  it  that  way.  Plenty  of  solitude, 
rich  land  and  products,  wild  game  and 
fish.  If  one  wishes  to  be  a  king  in  his 
little  kingdom,  here  certainly  is  the 
place  for  it.  But,  thank  God,  we  of 
the  Church  of  God  find  our  happiness 
in  the  words  of  Jesus,  "He  that  is 
greatest  among  you  shall  be  your 
servants."  Is  not  that  true,  young 
folk? 

It  is  eleven  o'clock  and  the  only 
change  is  that  the  river  is  swifter  and 
narrower  and  the  mountains  wilder. 
Look,  there  goes  a  flock  of  parrots. 
They  are  Loros;  you  can  tell  by  their 
yellow  heads.  They  are  among  the 
larger  parrots  of  Mexico  and  learn  to 
talk  the  easiest.  Listen  to  the  numer- 
ous birds,  and  see  those  huge  butter- 
flies flitting  along  the  banks.  What? 
Oh  yes,  you  young  ladies  would  call 
attention  to  the  flowers.  Aren't  they 
brilliantly  beautiful  in  the  bright 
sun?  That  flaming  red  tree  there 
drops  all  of  its  leaves  when  it  blooms, 
and  all  one  can  see  is  a  solid  wall  of 
red  against  the  dark  green  back- 
ground of  the  forest.  I  think  it  is  one 
of  the  prettiest  sights  in  the  tropics. 
And  look  at  Jim  there.  You'd  think  he 
was  sick,  the  way  he's  hanging  way 
out  over  the  side  of  the  boat,  but  he's 
watching  the  trout  darting  around  the 
rocky  bottom.  Come  on  up  on  the  roof 
of  the  boat  here,  Jim;  the  water  is 
swift  here  and  only  about  four  feet 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Program  Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  wilt  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow   more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks  from 
being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
1  his  will  be  a  great  blessing  vo  them  when  they  are 
called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master.  So 
oiten  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who  are 
experienced.  This  is  a  tra.n.ng  class  for  young  work- 
ers.   Let    us    bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHT  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  betore  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  top.c 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  .o  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who    can   always   be   depended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  l.ke  to  g.ve.  Sometimes  God  g.ves  others 
good  tnough  s  during  tne  meeting  and  tney  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  tew  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meet.ng. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  tne  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and  accept  Jesus. 

WHAT  IS  REAL  CHRISTIANITY? 

Scripture  lesson:  Jas.  1:19-27;  John 
13:SM5^ 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

In  the  days  of  Jesus  many  thought 
they  were  His  followers  when  they 
said,  "Lord,  Lord."  Jesus  said  to  them 
that  the  mere  recital  of  that  creed  was 
not  what  He  desired  but  the  doing  of 
God's  will.  There  are  still  many  people 
who  suppose  that  Christianity  is  hold- 
ing a  correct  theory  of  some  doctrine 
or  reciting  a  philosophical  creed  about 
God  and  Christ  and  the  Bible.  Christ 
still  says  to  all  such,  "It  is  the  life 
and  not  the  profession  of  the  lips 
which  pleases  me."  Tolstoi,  in  "War 
and  Peace,"  describes  a  priest  helping 
to  unjustly  execute  a  fugitive.  Just 
before  he  did  so  he  held  the  cross 
before  the  doomed  man's  face  for  him 
to  kiss.  He  goes  on  to  say  that  that 
priest  professed  the  gospel  of  forgive- 
ness and  love  and  practiced  its  oppo- 
site. Is  such  "creedanity"  Christiani- 
ty? 

CHURCHANITY 

The  Pharisees  thought  they  were  re- 
ligious when  they  went  through  a 
series  of  forms  and  ceremonies.  Jesus 
used  His  harshest  words  against  them. 
There  are  still  some  people  who  think 
that  mere  attendance  to  the  outward 
machinery  of  the  church — giving 
money,  attending  services,  praying, 
singing,  and  reading  the  Bible — is  be- 
ing a  Christian.  After  going  through 
many  forms  they  proceed  to  live  un- 
clean, dishonest  lives  in  business  and 
social  relations.  Thus  do  they  prove 


that  their  Christianity  is  not  genuine. 
It  is  possible  to  be  near  the  church 
and  far  from  God.  Someone  rightly 
said,  "Christianity  aims  at  making  all 
men  saints,  but  the  church  is  learning 
at  last  that  a  saint  who  is  unclean  and 
indifferent  to  the  lives  of  his  fellow 
men  is  probably  an  imposter." 
CHRISTIANITY 

Real  Christianity  is  a  type  of  life 
which  issues  from  one's  union  with 
Christ.  It  is  actual  living  according  to 
the  principles  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ 
with  the  help  of  Christ.  One  may  not 
have  his  theology  worked  out  to  a 
philosophical  nicety  and  observe  every 
part  of  the  ritual  according  to  all  the 
rules  of  etiquette,  but  may  live  a  clean, 
helpful,  brotherly,  Christ-like  life.  If 
he  does,  he  has  real  Christianity.  "By 
their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them  .  .  . 
Not  every  one  that  saith  unto  me, 
Lord,  Lord,  but  he  that  doeth  the  will 
of  my  Father  who  is  in  heaven.  .  .  . 
Ye  have  not  chosen  me  but  I  have 
chosen  you  and  ordained  you  that  ye 
bear  much  fruit;  and  so  shall  ye  be 
my  disciples." 

"What  care  I  for  cast  or  creed? 

It  is  the  deed,  it  is  the  deed." 

Christianity  is  love,  Matt.  5:43-48. 

Neighborliness,  Luke  10:30-37. 

Service,  John  13:14. 

Following  Christ,  John  21:2-22. 

Charitableness,  Matt.  7:1-5. 

Sympathy  for  need,  Matt.  6:1-4. 

Suggestion  for  meeting:  Ask  several 
to  come  with  written  statements  of 
what  they  think  Christianity  is.  Ask 
some  one  individual  to  make  a  copy  of 
Jesus'  definitions  of  a  true  follower 
and  one  who  pleases  God.  Put  Jesus' 
words  side  by  side  with  the  definitions 
which  are  given  in  the  meeting.  Ask 
each  one  present  to  formulate  for 
himself  the  type  of  life  he  should  live 
to  prove  his  loyalty  to  Christ  and  then 
pledge  himself  anew  to  live  that  life 
with  the  help  of  Christ. 


HOW  MUCH  OF  A  GOAL  SHOULD 
MONEY  BE? 

Scripture  lesson:   Matt.  6:19-24,33. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Money  should  never  be  a  goal.  Web- 
ster's dictionary  defines  a  goal  as  fol- 
lows: "The  place  at  which  a  race  or  a 
journey  is  to  end.  The  final  purpose 
or  aim;  the  end  to  which  a  design 
tends,  or  which  a  person  aims  to  reach 
or  attain."  Assuredly  then,  money 
should  never  be  a  goal,  for  it  should 
never  be  the  aim  and  end  of  human 
activity.  When  Selina  asked  Sobig 
what  he  meant  by  being  "successful" 
he  replied,  "Rich — lots  of  money."  His 
mother  said,  "Oh,  no,  no!  That's  not 
success.  The  thing  that  Roelf  does, 
that's  success."  Ever  must  this  be  kept 
in  mind;  that  money  in  itself  is  not  a 
goal.  It  is  what  you  do  with  it  that 
counts. 

A  STARTING  POINT 

Money  is  a  starting  point.  When 
once  you  possess  it  then  the  problem 
is,  what  to  do  with  it.  One  should  de- 
sire money  only  that  once  it  is  had 
he  can  begin  something  else.  When 
one  possesses  money  he  can  begin  to 


begin  to  purchase  books,  begin  to  hel 
the  poor,  begin  to  build  a  house.  Or 
of  the  remarkable  characters  of  oi 
generation  was  Steinmetz,  the  electr: 
cal  wizard.  He  preached  and  practice 
the  doctrine  that  money  is  essentia 
only  to  give  the  necessities  of  life,  s 
a  man  is  free  then  to  begin  to  mak 
his  life  count  for  higher  things.  H 
never,  drew  a  salary  from  the  elec 
trical  company:  he  drew  money  onl 
when  he  needed  it  for  his  personal  ex 
penses  or  for  pleasure  or  to  purchas 
apparatus  and  equipment  for  hi 
work.  Dr.  Jowett  warns  about  the  dan 
ger  of  making  money  an  end:  "At  th 
beginning  money  is  our  highwa 
along  which  we  are  marching  to  some 
thing  else;  in  the  feverish  quest  it  be 
comes  our  goal.  We  begin  makin 
money  for  finer  ends,  we  end  by  mak 
ing  money.  We  make  money,  and  tha 
is  all  we  make,  and  we  are  unmade  ii 
the  making." 

A  MEANS 

Money,  then,  is  always  a  means  to 
an  end,  not  an  end.  It  cannot  buy  ar 
tistic  ability,  but  its  rightful  use  ma; 
enable  a  man  to  train  himself  to  b 
an  artist.  It  cannot  buy  an  education 
but  its  use  may  enable  a  man  to  gaii 
an  education.  It  will  not  buy  happi 
ness,  but  its  rightful  use  ma; 
bring  happiness.  It  cannot  make  ; 
home,  but  if  used  wisely  it  may  givi 
one  the  means  whereby  to  build  i 
real  home.  It  cannot  purchase  culture 
but  used  for  travel,  music,  art,  gooc 
books,  and  the  like,  it  can  put  one  in  i 
position  to  become  cultured.  Well  ma: 
we  again  and  again  ponder  thos< 
words  of  Thoreau:  "The  cost  of  i 
thing  is  the  amount  of  what  I  will  cal 
life,  which  is  required  to  be  exchangee 
for  it  immediately  or  in  the  long  run 
To  have  done  anything  by  which  yoi 
earned  merely  money  is  to  have  beer 
idle  and  worse." 

A  TOOL 

Money  is  an  instrument,  a  tool,  th« 
use  of  which  brings  desirable  ends 
By  it  one  forges  other  things,  builds 
creates,  just  as  by  the  use  of  othei 
tools  workmen  forge  and  build  anc 
create  things.  Watts  has  a  famous 
picture  which  bears  the  title,  "Sic 
transit  gloria  mundi" — so  passes  awa} 
the  glory  of  the  world.  It  represents  3 
bier  over  which  is  thrown  a  shroud 
Under  the  shroud  is  a  silent  form.  Ai: 
around  the  picture  are  the  little  arti- 
cles which  reveal  the  treasures  of  the 
departed — art,  books,  furniture,  etc 
All  these  things  on  which  he  centered 
his  heart  have  passed  away.  Unless 
with  his  money  he  built  something  in- 
to his  soul  he  died  a  pauper.  So  the 
painter  has  put  around  the  three  sides 
of  the  picture  these  three  inscriptions : 
"What  I  spent,  I  had;  what  I  kept,  1 
lost;  what  I  gave,  I  have." 

TO  PROVIDE  FOR  OTHERS 
"It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive,"  Acts  20:35.  One  should  strive 
to  accumulate  money  so  as  to  be  able 
to  give  it  for  all  those  worthy  causes 
which  help  and  bless  humanity.  To 
have  a  surplus  of  money  with  which 
to  give  is  in  itself  a  service  to  the 
Kingdom.  To  give  for  libraries, 
churches,  schools  and  hospitals,  to  give 
to  the  poor  and  the  needy,  to  give 
to   charitable   and   philanthropic   or- 
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giving  are  a  service  to  God.  The 
woman  in  the  days  of  Jesus  spent 
money  for  a  beautiful  act — an  alabas- 
ter box  of  ointment.  Jesus  commend- 
ed her.  It  is  legitimate  to  strive  to 
have  money  to  secure  for  yourself  and 
others  the  beautiful  life. 

Dishonest  gain,  Jas.  5:1-8. 

Rich  and  unselfish,  Gen.  13:1-18. 

Rich  and  selfish,  Luke  16:19-31. 

Honest  riches,  Job.  1:1-3;  42: 12. 

Wedded  to  wealth,  Matt.  19:16-30. 

The  gold  hunter's  fate,  Jer.  17:9-11. 

It  would  be  interesting  to  have  four 
of  your  young  people  debate  the  fol- 
lowing question:  "Resolved,  that  mon- 
ey is  a  blessing  to  the  church."  Give 
this  to  four  of  your  best  speakers. 
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JESUS— WONDERFUL 

Luke  2:1-20;  Isa.  9:6 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
The  early  prophecies.  The  fulfilment 
in  His  birth.  His  name  tells  of  Him; 
the   prophet   said   it   was   Wonderful. 
Ponder  the  wonder  of  it  all. 

THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  BIRTH 
1.  Of    a    virgin;    essential;    funda- 
mental, Isa.  7:14. 

.2.  Rome's  census  machinery  set  in 
motion,  Luke  2:1. 

3.  In  an  obscure  village,  Mic.  5:2. 

4.  In  the  fullness  of  time,  Gal.  4:4. 

5.  Earth  silent;  heaven  sent  a 
choir,  Luke  2:13. 

£.  No  room  for  the  king,  Luke  2:7. 
THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  NATURE 

1.  A  mystery.  The  voice  said,  "Thou 
art  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  am 
well  pleased."  He  sat  on  the  curb  of 
p.  well,  "being  wearied  with  his  jour- 
ney." 

2.  Paul  said,  "In  him  dwelleth  all 
the  fulness  of  the  Godhead  bodily." 
Yet  He  was  human,  required  food, 
sleep,  shelter,  and  longed  for  human 
companionship. 

3.  He  said,  "I  and  my  Father  are 
one."  Yet  He  permitted  them  to  ar- 
rest and  crucify  Him. 

THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  CHAR- 
ACTER 
Not  a  flaw.  He  lived  in  a  hostile 
world,  but  His  judge  said  at  last,  "I 
find  no  fault  in  him."  He  ate  with 
publicans  and  sinners.  The  sinning 
woman  shrank  from  Simon,  the  Phar- 
isee, but  drew  near  to  Him.  Joseph  of 
Arimathaea  and  Nicodemus,  His  dis- 
ciples. 

THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  TEACHING 

1.  Contrast  to  scribes  and  Pharisees. 

2.  With  authority. 

3.  The  common  people  heard  Him 
gladly.      "The      profligate      woman." 

Neither  do  I  condemn  thee." 

THE  WONDER  OF  HIS  WORK 
1-  Perfect  atonement  for  sin,  John 
!9:30;  Heb.  9:26. 

2.  Saves  from  power  of  sin,  John 
3:6;  2  Cor.  5:17. 

3.  His  future  work,  John  14:3. 

CONCLUSION 
^The  wonder  of  our  unbelief  and  un- 
eoncern.  The  wonder  of  His  lifle  and 
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Don't  forget  to  send  in  the  addresses 
of  your  libraries,  hospitals,  prisons,  etc. 
Also,  we  will  need  contributions  for 
this  work.  It  is  a  great  work.  There  is 
no  better  time  to  reach  souls  than 
when  in  trouble.  We  notice  literature 
in  stations  and  waiting  rooms,  but 
very  little  of  ours  is  found.  Why  not 
wake  up  and  give  the  gospel  to  those 
around  you? 

Here  is  a  letter  from  a  member  of 
our  Publicity  Club: 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  express  my  appreciation 
for  the  good  work  you  are  doing  as 
editor  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  is  a  wonderful 
paper,  and  has  proven  itself  among 
the  people  of  the  Pacific  Northwest. 
People  here  look  forward  to  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month.  Not  only  members  of  our 
churches,  but  those  who  are  not  af- 
filiated with  the  Church,  are  eager  to 
receive  and  read  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

It  isn't  any  trouble  to  secure  Gid- 
eons for  a  paper  so  full  of  good  things. 
I  think  you  would  be  repaid  for  your 
years  of  labor  if  you  could  be  present 


some  day  when  the  Gideon  of  the 
Salem  church  in  Salem,  Oregon,  de- 
livers the  Lighted  Pathway  to  the 
State  Penitentiary,  and  watch  the 
prisoners  meet  her  with  outstretched 
hands  to  receive  the  tidings  of  good 
cheer  contained  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. One  man  has  been  saved  in  the 
penitentiary  through  the  reading  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  I'm  sure 
many  others  have  been  blessed. 

We  are  supplying  several  U.S.O.'s, 
hospitals,  Army  camps,  and  different 
institutions  with  this  paper,  and  have 
received  many  letters  from  Army 
chaplains  thanking  us  and  asking  us 
to  continue  sending  them. 

We  expect  to  increase  our  orders 
each  month,  and  our  prayer  is  that 
God  will  bless  you  as  editor,  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway  will  never  cease  to 
be  a  blessing  to  souls. — Jesse  Millwood, 
state  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School  super- 
intendent, Washington  and  Oregon. 

Requests  from  hospitals  and  shut- 
ins  are  coming  in  constantly  from 
people  who  are  unable  to  subscribe 
for  the  paper. 


death  should  bring  us  to  His  feet  in 
repentance  and  love.  As  John  Newton 
came  to  the  end  of  his  life  and  mem- 
ory slipped,  but  two  facts  remained 
clear,  one  that  he  was  a  great  sinner 
and  the  other  that  Christ  is  a  great 
Savior.  "I'm  lost  in  wonder,  love,  and 
praise." — Robert  J.  Koffend. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  LESSON 

Choose  your  own  scripture  lesson. 
To  those  who  have  not  used  our  les- 
sons before,  perhaps  I  will  need  to  ex- 
plain the  reason  of  this  lesson.  We  are 
asking  you  to  use  the  contents  of  this 
issue  of  the  paper  for  one  meeting  in 
the  month. 

First.  Read  all  of  Treasured  Glean- 
ings and  perhaps  you  may  find  some 
good  thoughts. 

Second.  "Martha's  Secret"  on  page 
eight  would  be  good  to  use  on  "Hu- 
mility." The  kind  of  spirit  Martha  had 
would  be  good  for  us  all. 

Third.  Page  nine,  "After  the  Re- 
vival, What?"  would  be  a  splendid 
subject  and  your  church  might  be 
greatly  benefitted  by  this  discussion. 

Fourth.  Someone  who  reads  well 
could  read  the  very  touching  poem  on 
page  ten  and  make  a  talk  on  same  if 
desired. 

Fifth.  The  Haystack  Monument  is 
history,  which  tells  us  how  American 
foreign  missions  began.  These  boys 
didn't  know  God  was  calling  them  to 
this  great  work  when  they  stopped  to 
shelter  under  the  haystack. 

Sixth.  Take  page  six  and  use  as 
your  subject,  "Casting  Your  Care  Upon 
Him."  In  these  troublesome  times 
there  could  be  no  subject  so  appro- 
priate as  this.  Use  poem  to  finish  your 
message.  You  may  be  able  to  cheer 
some  sad  heart. 

Intersperse  appropriate  songs  along 
with  these  talks. 


Workers  Together 

Someone  has  blended  the  plaster; 

And  someone  has  carried  the  stone; 
Neither  the  man  nor  the  Master 

Ever  has  builded  alone; 
Making  a  roof  from  the  weather, 

Building  a  house  for  the  King; 
Only  by  working  together 

Have  men  accomplished  a  thing. 

WILD  PLUMS 

When  winter  with  its  bitter  sting  has 

gone, 

And  the  meadow  lark  sings  its  first 

song, 

Tis  the  sign  that  Spring  will  be  soon; 

And  the  wild  plums  begin  to  bloom. 

The   wild  plum   blossoms   look   much 
like  snow, 
This  is  untrue,  as  you  all  know; 
Because  the  brilliant  sunshine  from 
heaven  above, 
Cannot  melt  these  blooms  which  I 
love. 

When  the  world  and  its  cares  trouble 
your   mind, 
The  plum  blooms  on  the  hill  indeed 
are  kind; 
Where  the  dove  and  the  pheasant  sing 
and  coo, 
There  is  a  wonderful  place  of  pleas- 
ure for  you. — Andrew  Thomas. 

Abide  in  Him 

John  W.  May 

Abide  in  Him.  Fear  not  the  storm 

That  doth  upon  your  frail  craft  beat. 
Has  He  not  power  o'er  the  wind  and 
wave? 

Has  He  not  said  He'd  keep? 
Be  strong  in  battle;  this  is  your  her- 
itage. 

Put  on  your  armor,  show  your  stuff, 
And  press  the  battle;  'twill  not  be  long 

Until  He  says  it  is  enough! 
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^Cske  ^Ttat/stack  jyiomimenh 


WILL  HERMAN 


The  five  young  men  were  gathered 
in  their  leader's  room.  They  were  all 
students  at  Williams  College,  devout 
Christians  and  great  friends.  It  was 
Samuel  Mills,  owner  of  the  room,  who 
commented:  "It's  too  hot  and  stuffy 
in  here.  Suppose  we  go  for  a  walk." 

"It  looks  like  rain,"  Harvey  Loomis 
commented. 

"A  little  rain  may  set  our  thoughts 
to  sprouting,"  Byram  Green  laughed. 
"Let's  go." 

They  made  a  fine  looking  group, 
these  five  tall,  good-looking  young 
men.  Together  they  walked  out  of  the 
college,  glancing  back  for  a  moment 
at  the  large,  impressive  campus  and 
buildings.  It  was  an  inspiring  atmos- 
phere. 

They  walked  away,  talking  of  odds 
and  ends  of  things  and  Christianity. 
Overhead  the  clouds  gathered  in 
thickening,  darkened  masses.  Sudden- 
ly, with  a  roar  of  thunder  that  seemed 
to  split  their  eardrums,  the  rain  began 
pouring  down  on  them. 

"There's  a  haystack,"  Samuel  Mills 
shouted.  "It  will  shelter  us."  Moments 
later,  the  five  of  them  were  gathered 
beneath  the  protecting  shelter  of  the 
haystack.  They  rested  silently  for 
minutes,  watching  the  awesome  dis- 
play of  lightning  fireworks.  "I  know 
of  God  at  times  like  these,"  Byram 
commented  devoutly.  "Only  God  could 
conjure  up  wonders  like  this." 

All  felt  the  power,  the  majesty  of 
the  storm.  It  was  a  divine  moment. 
"A  good  time  for  prayer,"  Samuel 
said.  "Let  us  pray." 

They  knelt  together,  the  five  of 
them,  beneath  the  haystack,  and  of- 
fered up  their  praises  to  God.  Sin- 
cerity rang  in  each  voice.  One  by  one 
they  rose,  sat  back,  still  watching  the 
glory  of  God. 

It  was  but  natural  that  these  five 
young  Christians  should  begin  talking 
of  God,  and  of  Christianity.  "Think  of 
the  millions  in  China,  in  Japan,  in 
Africa  and  Asia  and  the  islands  of  the 
world  who  know  nothing  of  God,  of 
Jesus  Christ,"  Samuel  said  meditative- 
ly. "They  don't  know  of  His  goodness, 
of  His  kindness,  of  His  marvels.  They 
don't  know  how  to  live,  or  how  to  care 
for  themselves.  They  don't  know  the 
meaning  of  the  Golden  Rule.  Someone 
should  help  them.  They  need  help." 

"Well,"  James  Richards  said  quiet- 
ly, "they  have  the  missionaries.  Many 
are  the  missionaries  from  Europe  and 
England  who  go  there  to  help  these 
unfortunates.  Surely  they  are  doing 
some  good." 

"Some,"  Samuel  agreed,  "but  not 
enough.  Too  few  missionaries  are  help- 
ing these  people.  There  is  much  yet  to 
be  done.  And  why  should  not  mission- 
aries go  forth  from  these  United 
States?" 

"Now  that's  an  idea!"  Byram  said. 
"Why  aren't  there  missionaries  from 
the  United  States?" 

Why  not,  indeed?  They  sat  there 
quietly,  the  five  of  them,  thinking 
about  it.  There  was  not  any  good 
reason  why  the  United  States  did  not 
send  forth  missionaries.  There  was  a 


need  for  it.  There  were  men  in  the 
United  States  who  would  be  glad  to 
go  forth  to  help  Christianity  and  the 
heathen.  Why  not? 

"Probably  because  no  one  has  really 
thought  of  it,"  Samuel  argued.  "Prob- 
ably because  no  one  has  brought  it  to 
the  attention  of  the  church  bodies. 
Probably  because  no  one  has  pushed 
the  idea  with  enough  force  or  zeal." 

"You  mean — "   . 

"Exactly,"  Samuel  said.  "Exactly. 
Why  can't  we  do'  the  pushing?  Why 
can't  we  bring  it  to  the  attention  of 
the  church  bodies?  In  fact,  why  can't 
we  even  offer  ourselves  as  mission- 
aries to  the  foreign  lands?" 

It  was  a  big  order  for  five  young 
college  men.  They  knew  it.  For  min- 
utes they  were  quiet,  thinking,  won- 
dering if  possibly  they  could  not  do 
some  good.  They  looked  at  each  other, 
the  five  of  them,  each  daring  the 
others — and  seeing  firm  resolve  in  the 
other  faces. 

"It  can  be  done!"  Samuel  Mills  was 
enthusiastic,  driving  them  on.  "It  can 
be  done!  We  can  do  it — if  we  will!" 

"We  will!"  the  promise  came  from 
five  throats  at  once. 

"Let  us  pray,"  Samuel  said.  "Let  us 
pray  God  to  help  us  in  our  mission." 

There,  beneath  the  haystack,  the 
five  prayed  for  help  in  their  new- 
born mission — while  outside  the  hay- 
stack the  heavens  roared  in  thunder 
and  burst  itself  open  with  blasts  of 
God-born  lightning. 

The  work  was  just  begun.  Beneath 
the  haystack  the  plan  was  born.  But 
much  had  to  be  done.  Two  years  of 
college  life  went  by — two  years  of 
thinking  and  planning.  The  five 
young  men  organized  themselves  into 
"The  Brethren."  They  stated  their 
object  clearly:  "To  effect  in  the  per- 
sons of  its  members  a  mission  or  mis- 
sions to  the  heathen."  And  each  of  the 
Brethren  made  a  promise  "to  hold 
himself  in  readiness  to  heed  the  'call' 
and,  at  a  moment's  notice,  to  leave  the 
country  for  a  foreign  mission." 

Together  the  five  of  them  graduated 
from  Williams  College.  Together  they 
entered  Andover  Seminary.  Now  be- 
gan the  real  work.  They  began  lectur- 
ing, pleading,  arguing  with  the  stu- 
dent body  for  help,  and  for  more 
members.  Many  joined  them.  Out- 
standing in  the  efforts  of  the  new 
members  were  three — Adoniram  Jud- 
son,  Samuel  Newell  and  Samuel  Nott, 
Jr. 

The  worK  went  on.  Aided  by  new 
members,  the  Brethren  talked  before 
clubs,  churches,  religious  organiza- 
tions. They  pleaded  the  need  of  the 
heathen  and  the  cause  of  Christianity. 
Where  there  was  no  interest  in  for- 
eign missions  before,  the  efforts  of 
these  young  men  began  to  take  hold. 

Then  arrived  the  great  day — June 
29,  1810.  On  that  day  the  young  men 
spoke  to  a  group  of  devout  and  loyal 
Christians.  The  meeting  was  the 
General  Association  of  Congregation- 
al Churches  in  Bradford,  Massachu- 
setts. They  were  listened  to  and  the 
members  talked  it  over. 


catching.  Their  boundless  enthusias 
their  hope,  their  vision  caught  fi] 
The  elders  talked  it  over  and  one  d, 
later  they  agreed.  The  foreign  mi 
sionary  society  in  the  United  Stat 
was  organized!  Foreign  missio: 
would  now  be  a  real  thing! 

Alone  five  young  men  had  accor 
plished  the  seemingly  impossibl 
Where  no  interest  had  been  befoi 
these  five  young  men,  headed  1 
Samuel  Mills,  had  created  not  only  i 
interest  but  a  demand  for  foreifi 
missions.  Their  goal  was  reached! 

But  were  they  satisfied?  No!  N< 
until  a  group  of  missionaries  actual 
left  the  States  did  they  feel  that  th( 
had  accomplished  their  mission!  Ar 
so  now  that  the  Foreign  Missionai 
Society  was  organized,  their  woi 
went  on. 

"Let  missionaries  leave!"  they  ai 
gued.  "Let  them  leave!" 

Two  years  later,  in  1812,  the  fir; 
missionaries  left  the  United  State 
They  were  Rev.  Luther  Rice  and  tw 
young  men  who  had  joined  the  move 
ment,  the  Reverends  Adoniram  Jud 
son  and  Samuel  Newell  and  thei 
wives. 

Samuel  Mills,  the  leader  of  th 
movement,  was  happy.  He  remaine 
in  the  United  States,  carrying  on  th 
fight  for  more  foreign  missions,  be 
sides  doing  missionary  work  and  dis 
tributing  Bibles. 

And  today,  on  the  campus  of  Wil 
liams  College  in  Williamstown,  Massa 
chusetts,  is  the  haystack  mqnument- 
a  stone  haystack,  with  a  glbb}e  abov 
it.  On  the  sides  of  the  h&yStl&ck  Tar 
the  words:  :•>£ ~"'q ■': 

THE  FIELD  IS  THE^O^lI^h 
The  Birthplace  Of  - ■-■- ^-i 
American  Foreign  Missions— -1806^ 
Samuel  J.  Mills 
James  Richards 
Francis  L.  Robins 
Harvey  Loomis 
Byram  Green 

— Young  People's  Standard 

January  Prize  Winner 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C,  i; 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  o 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  anc 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

January  Honor  Roll 

Annie  Jones,  DeslOge,  Mo. 

Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 

Miss  Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio 

Mattie  Roberson,  Valdese,  N.  C. 

Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C 

J.  L.  Barfield,  S.  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Mae  Couch,  Fort  Mill,  S.  C. 

Marie  Calvert,  Tucapau,  S.  C. 

NOTE:  The  last  three  on  the  list 
sold  308  papers  each  and  had  the 
money  in  on  time. 


A  Boy's  Prayer 

Give  me  clean  hands,  clean  words, 
and  clean  thoughts.  Save  me  from 
habits  that  harm.  Teach  me  to  work 
as  hard  and  play  as  fairly  in  Thy 
sight  alone  as  if  all  the  world  saw. 
Forgive  me  when  I  am  unkind,  and 
help  me  to  forgive  those  who  are  un- 
kind to  me.  Keep  me  ready  to  help 
others  at  some  cost  to  myself.  Send 
me  chances  to  do  a  little  good  every 
day,  and  to  grow  more  like  Thee. — 
Unknown. 
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The  Lighted-  Pathway 


LJi  i  i  £K5  FROM  OUR  TRAINING  CAMPS 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

While  I  was  in  the  States  I  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  regularly  and  en- 
joyed every  issue. 

I  also  thank  you,  too,  for  yielding 
to  Him  the  person  who  has  been  able 
L  carry  on,  so  perfectly,  for  so  many 
Lars  such  a  glorious  service  for  Him. 

Many  times  He  has  seemed  to  be 
afar  off — yet  the  hand  of  His  protec- 
tion of  our  very  lives,  has  been  seen 
time  after  time  as  daily  duties  are 
nerformed  for  our  country's  freedom 
and  our  own  personal  liberties  after 
the  war.  That's  a  goal  that  every  U.  S. 
soldier  has  placed  for  himself,  out 
somewhere  in  the  future,  and  the  Lord 
willing,  we   all   truly   expect  it  very 

S  i  also  wish  to  extend  my  thankful- 
ness to  every  brother  and  sister  in  the 
Lord  for  the  time  in  prayer  they  have 
spent  for  me  and  I  humbly  request  its 
continuation.  I  have  a  convicting  de- 
sire until  I  reach  the  shores  of  nome 
to  remain  a  soldier  of  the  cross  for 
Jesus. — Pvt.  Daniel  S.  Vinson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  received  the  roll  of  Lighted 
Pathways  for  July,  for  which  I  am 
very  grateful.  The  fellows  in  my  com- 
pany are  surely  glad  to  receive  them 
and  I  want  you  to  know  that  we  all 
appreciate  the  paper  very  much. 

I  have  been  overseas  three  months 
and  I  am  now  serving  in  Sicily  doing 
my  part  to  bring  quick  victory  for  the 
Allied  nations,  and  peace  and  freedom 
for  us  all.  It  gets  pretty  lonesome  here 
sometimes  and  the  way  looks  dark, 
but  I  keep  pressing  on,  knowing  that 
I  have  one  Friend,  "the  greatest  of 
all."  He  is  always  near  me,  and  even 
in  the  midst  of  battle  I  have  always 
found  peace  and  comfort  in  God's 
promises.  I  know  He  will  never  fail  us 
if  we  trust  Him. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  remain 
faithful. — Sincerely  yours,  Pfc.  Otis 
Moore. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  often  think  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  its  good  reading  material. 
Some  nights  as  I  lay  on  my  bunk,  I 
think  of  the  years  gone  by.  I  often 
think  of  the  past  year  when  I  was  in 
Bible  Training  School  at  Sevierville, 
Tennessee.  The  many  blessings  that  I 
received  are  helping  to  guide  me 
through  life.  Those  wonderful  sermons 
that  Brother  Tharp  preached  and  the 
singing,  that  is  ringing  in  my  ears.  It 
makes  me  happy  to  know  that  we  can 
look  to  God  in  time  of  need.  As  I 
would  lay  thinking  tears  would  run 
aown  my  cheeks.  I  could  feel  the  pow- 
er of  God  and  wonder  when  this  war 
would  be  over,  so  I  could  attend  Bible 
school  again.  The  wartime  service  is 
not  that  way,  but  God  is  still  looking 
5°wn  upon  all  souls.— George  Edward 
fright,  U.S.M.S.T.S.  Division  A,  Saint 
Petersburg,  Florida. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:"" 

p1  am  thankful  that  the  Lighted 
atnway  continues  to  reach  me  in  this 

^raway  part  of  the  world.  It  is  a 
messing  to  me  and  my  mates,  and  I 
l°w  God  will  bless  anyone  who  sends 

March,  1944 


your  good  paper  to  the  boys  overseas. 

We  are  fortunate  in  having  a  good 
chaplain  and  have  Sunday  services,  as 
well  as  mid-week  prayer  meetings  and 
Bible  studies.  God  is  blessing  us  and 
men  are  accepting  Christ  as  their 
Savior.  Although  we  are  enduring 
hardships,  we  know  that  God  is  with 
us  and  we  will  come  home  better 
Christians  than  we  were  when  we  left. 

Remember  us  in  your  prayers  and 
may  God  bless  you  and  your  work. — 
A.  J.  Weiss,  S  l|c. 

I  am  a  boy  twenty  years  of  age.  I 
am  doing  my  best  to  serve  the  Lord. 
Some  people  say  one  can't  live  a 
Christian  life  in  the  army,  but,  thank 
God,  you  can  live  a  Christian  life 
anywhere. 

I  am  thankful  to  receive  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  Thanks  to  the  lady  at 
Winnsboro,  S.  C,  who  sends  it  to  me. 
It  helps  me  through  trials  that  we  can 
hardly  stand. 

There  is  no  Church  of  God  here,  but 
there  is  a  Pentecostal  Holiness  church 
which  I  have  been  attending.  Every- 
one pray  for  the  church  here. 

If  there  are  any  Christian  boys  in 
this  camp,  please  get  in  touch  with 
me.— Pfc.  Frank  Marion,  Co.  C,  342 
Inf.,  A.P.O.  450,  Camp  Houze,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  His  goodness 
to  me  and  I  am  still  pressing  on  to 
victory.  I  have  been  attending  a  Pen- 
tecostal church  in  Brownwood  and 
the  Lord  surely  has  been  blessing  us. 
We  may  have  a  hard  road  to  travel 
here,  but  in  the  end  we  will  win  vic- 
tory. I  praise  God  for  the  thought 
that  if  we  suffer  for  Christ  here  we 
will  reign  with  Him  in  glory.  Won't 
that  be  wonderful?  Just  a  few  more 
days  and  we  will  leave  this  world  of 
sin  and  trouble. 

Sister  Harrison,  if  it  wasn't  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  this  life  would  be 
harder,  but  the  paper  has  been  en- 
couragement to  me  and  helped  me 
many  times.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will 
hold  out  faithful.  My  prayers  are  for 
you  and  your  work. — Pfc.  Clarence 
Thornhill,  34164727,  A.P.O.  254,  A.  Co., 
51st  Armd.  Inf.  Bn.,  Camp  Bowie, 
Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  in  receipt  of  a  nice  quantity  of 
January  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  certainly  praise  God  for  your 
kind  sacrifices. 

The  magazines  are  being  prayerful- 
ly distributed  to  our  boys  in  the  bar- 
racks and  reading  rooms  that  God 
may  be  magnified  and  souls  won  by 
the  precious  blood  of  our  Savior. 

I  praise  you  again  for  your  trust  in 
one  wearing  khaki.  May  God  bless 
your  fine  work. — Pvt.  John  Haupt,  569 
M.  P.  E.  G.  Co.  P.  O.W.C.,  Camp 
Maxey,  Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

I  am  glad  to  say  that  I  am  a  reader 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  also  enjoy 
reading  the  letters  that  you  put  in. 
Through  the  letter  page,  I  hear  from 
a  friend  that  I  would  not  hear  from 


otherwise.  There  are  very  few  good 
magazines  and  books  to  read  over  here 
and  I  do  appreciate  good  spiritual 
papers  like  yours. 

I  have  many  things  to  thank  God 
for.  He  has  helped  me  quit  many  bad 
habits.  I  also  thank  Him  for  a  good 
Christian  wife  and  mother.  Their 
prayers  mean  much  to  me.  Do  pray 
that  my  dad,  brother,  sisters  and  I 
will  become  Christians  soon. — Pvt. 
Robert  E.  Chason. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  always  read  most  every  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  even  before 
I  came  in  the  army,  and  since  I  came 
in  the  army  my  wife  has  sent  me  the 
paper  each  month.  It  is  one  of  the 
best  papers  I  have  ever  read.  I  do 
appreciate  this  little  paper;  it  is  next 
to  the  Bible.  I  wish  every  young  man 
in  the  armed  forces  of  our  country 
could  get  this  paper,  for  I  believe  it 
would  be  the  meaning  of  many  of  our 
boys  turning  to  God  in  their  darkest 
hour. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  am  glad  that  I 
have  salvation  and  belong  to  the 
Church  of  God  at  Jasper,  Fla.  God  is 
my  everyday  leader.  I  have  found  Him 
to  be  a  present  help  in  time  of  need. 
He  is  the  greatest  friend  I  have.  He  is 
even  a  greater  friend  than  father  or 
mother,  for  He  will  go  with  me  where 
they  cannot  go. 

I  ask  everyone  to  remember  me  in 
prayer.  Pray  that  I  will  be  faithful 
until  the  end. — Pvt.  Leroy  Langford, 
34530146,  Btry.  B.,  266  F.  A.  Bn.,  Camp 
Shelby,  Miss. 

WHEN  THE  SPIRIT  LEADS  US 

Today  there  are  many  people  who 
are  facing  a  crisis  in  their  life,  and 
the  necessity  of  making  an  important 
decision.  They  should  not  be  disturbed 
by  the  situation  or  harassed  by  inde- 
cision, for  the  Spirit  of  the  living  God 
is  here  with  us  now  today  to  reveal  to 
us  the  "lighted  pathway"  of  life  that 
we  should  follow". 

Though  a  hundred  different  ways 
may  be  presented  to  us,  there  is  only 
one  true  way,  and  that  is  the  "lighted 
pathway"  of  the  living  Spirit.  It  is 
the  "lighted  pathway"  to  peace,  joy, 
love,  and  success.  The  richest  bless- 
ings will  be  ours  when  we  go  unfalter- 
ingly in  the  way  that  the  Spirit  leads 
us. 

If  we  wish  to  be  lead  by  the  Spirit 
we  must  first  become  still  in  our  mind 
and  heart,  and  present  our  daily 
prayers  silently,  knowing  that  as  we 
wait  upon  the  Lord  the  wisdom  that 
we  need  is  being  revealed  to  us.  We 
must  accept  it  graciously,  with  the 
songs  of  thanksgiving  in  our  heart, 
knowing  that  there  is  but  one  God,  the 
Giver  of  all  good  and  perfect  gifts. 

We  know  as  we  follow  the  true  way 
of  the  Spirit  all  hindrances  and  bar- 
riers will  vanish  away,  for  God  is  with 
us  always,  even  unto  the  end  of  the 
way.  He  will  keep  us  safely  and  will 
reward  us  richly  when  we  let  the 
Spirit  lead  us. — Sgt.  Elias  S.  Bowman, 
Hq.  Sq.,  Caribbean  Wing,  ATC,  Mor- 
rison Field  A.A.B.,  West  Palm  Beach, 
Florida. 
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pened.  There  was  no  place  for  him. 
All  the  corners  were  taken. 

But  this  lad  had  said  he  was  going 
to  be  a  newsboy  and  he  was  not  dis- 
couraged. He  looked  around  until  he 
made  a  discovery.  Out  in  the  harbor 
was  a  fort  where  soldiers  were  sta- 
tioned all  the  time.  And  he  found 
that  they  had  no  one  to  take  news- 
papers out  to  them.  So  this  lad  hustled 
around  and  made  arrangements  to  go 
out  to  the  fort  every  day  with  papers. 
Are  you  surprised  to  know  that  this 
boy  became  a  magazine  publisher  and 
a  very  rich  man? 

"The  temple  of  success  has  no  door." 
These  boys  proved  the  truth  of  that 
statement.  They  could  not  find  a  door 
into  the  world  of  business  so  they 
made  their  own  doors.  And  they  got 
ahead  much  faster  than  they  would 
have  if  they  had  waited  for  a  door 
to  appear.  It  is  still  true,  as  it  always 
was,  that,  "Where  there's  a  will, 
there's  a  way."  What  we  need  is  the 
strong  will  which  will  find  the  sure 
way. 

Young  men  who  have  answered  the 
call  of  your  country,  you  heard  the 
call  of  Uncle  Sam  in  no  uncertain 
sound.  He  said  go  and  you  went.  Many 
of  you  had  your  plans  made  for  your 
lifework.  Some  were  drifting  along 
with  no  plans.  Some  had  their  heads 
lifted  high  expecting  some  day  to  be 
a  rich  man.  Some  hoped  to  be  lawyers, 
some  doctors.  A  few  perhaps  had 
hopes  of  occupying  the  presidential 
chair  and  living  in  the  white  house. 
With  many  there  was  no  thought  of 
God,  going  headlong  into  the  ways  of 
the  world.  One  day  while  traveling 
along  this  highway  of  life,  they  saw 
these  words,  "Road  closed,  detour." 
There  was  nothing  to  do  but  stop. 
Perhaps  you  have  had  that  happen 
to  you  along  our  great  highways  and 
you  have  had  to  waste  much  time 
traveling  over  rough  and  sometimes 
dangerous  roads  before  you  again 
reached  the  highway.  So,  boys  in 
Service,  you  are  on  a  rough,  danger- 
ous detour.  God  is  helping  you  to  ap- 
preciate all  the  blessings  He  has  given 
you  in  the  past.  The  quicker  you  learn 
the  lesson  He  is  trying  to  teach  you, 
the  sooner  this  great  conflict  will  be 
over. 

Our  whole  nation  is  on  a  detour, 
and  our  grand  young  men  are  being 
sacrificed  to  bring  us  back  to  God. 
Little  is  being  done  about  it.  They  are 
still  permitting  whiskey  to  be  sold  to 
these  boys.  Millions  of  dollars'  vorth 
of  cigarettes  are  going  to  them  to 
wreck  their  bodies,  while  those  who 
would  help  them  spiritually  with  the 
gospel  message  are  being  handicapped 
because  of  lack  of  paper  to  send  it  to 
them.  Millions  of  pounds  of  paper  are 
going  out  to  carry  the  advertisements 
of  these  soul  and  body  destroying 
products. 

One  of  the  religious  publishing 
houses  in  the  United  States  appealed 
to  the  United  States  Government  to 
be  given  some  permission  to  get  paper 
for  the  publication  of  Bibles.  The  priv- 
ilege was  refused  quite  discourteously 
on  the  expressed  ground  that  the 
same  paper  that  is  used  for  Bibles  is 
also  used  for  cigarettes  and  there  is 
a  very  great  demand  for  cigarettes. 


which  cigarettes  are  more  important 
than  Bibles,  even  in  a  time  when 
kingdoms  are  tumbling. 

People  are  praying  more  than  ever, 
but  much  of  the  praying  is  selfish 
praying.  People  who  never  prayed  be- 
fore are  lifting  their  hearts  up,  "Lord, 
bring  my  boy  home  safely."  When  our 
nation  wakes  up  to  the  fact  that  God 
is  calling  us  back  to  Himself  and  when 
we  obey,  then  He  can  save  our  boys. 
Our  boys  in  the  Service  can  have  much 
to  do  with  this  by  turning  to  God  and 
refusing  to  be  a  slave  to  the  power  of 
Satan.  Good  reports  are  coming  in 
from  everywhere  that  manv  are  being 
saved.  Let  us  keep  on  praying  that 
God's  will  may  yet  be  done  on  earth 
as  it  is  in  heaven. 

RECESSIONAL 
God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old — 

Lord  of  our  far-flung  battle  line — 
Beneath  whose  awful  hand  we  hold 

Dominion  over  palm  and  pine — 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget — lest  we  forget! 
***** 

Far-called,  our  navies  melt  away; 
On  dune  and  headland  sinks  the 
fire: 
Lo,  all  our  pomp  of  yesterday 

Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  Tyre! 
Judge  of  the  Nations,  spare  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget — lest  we  forget! 

— Kipling. 
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THE  WIDOW'S  COW 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

dear,"  said  Mrs.  Merrion,  "as  Jesus 
has  taught  it  to  us  through  His  Word. 
'He  that  hath  pity  on  the  poor,'  you 
know,  'lendeth  to  the  Lord.'  God's 
Word  is  sure." 

The  next  morning  the  farmer  sold 
the  cow  to  his  children,  and  what  fun 
they  had  driving  her  home! 

As  they  drew  near  the  cottage  the 
widow  and  her  sons  came  out  to  the 
gate,  and  there  stood  old  "Whitey." 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Dilman;  we've 
brought  your  cow  back,"  cried  Joe. 

"You  don't  mean  it!"  cried  she. 
"Don't  you  want  her?" 

"You  want  her  worse,"  said  Joe. 
"Papa  sold  her  to  us,  and  we've 
brought  her  back  a  present  to  you." 

"You  blessed  children!  God  be 
praised!"  exclaimed  the  widow. 

Farmer  Merrion's  children  declared 
that -they  had  never  felt  so  happy  in 
their  lives.  It  is  indeed  more  blessed 
to  give  than  to  receive. — Exchange. 


JIMMY'S  DECISION 

Anna  Histand 

Although  Jimmy  was  only  eleven 
years  old,  he  had  made  a  very  wise 
choice,  that  of  taking  Christ  as  his 
Savior.  Since  then  he  tried  each  day 
to  live  as  he  thought  would  be  pleas- 
ing to  God. 

For  the  last  year  Jimmy's  desire  was 
to  own  a  bicycle  like  most  of  his  play- 
mates did.  So  one  day  as  Jimmy  was 
speaking  to  his  father  and  mother 
about  it,  they  decided  that  Jimmy 
should  earn  his  bicycle  by  raising  to- 
matoes. How  happy  this  made  Jimmy. 
He  carefully  weeded  and  hoed  his  to- 
matoes each  week.  Eagerly  he  watched 
for  the  first  appearance  of  red.  As 
they  ripened  Jimmy  picked  them  and 


One  day  when  Jimmy  went  with  hi 
father  to  town,  they  stopped  a 
Jones'  store  and  picked  out  the  bi 
cycle  which  was  to  be  Jimmy's  whe: 
he  had  enough  money  to  buy  it.  Ho\ 
excited  he  was  when  he  told  Mothe 
all  about  it. 

The  next  Sunday  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lin 
wood  and  Jimmy  went  to  hear  Mi 
Ryan -tell  of  his  work  among  the  boy 
and  girls  who  are  suffering  much  be 
cause  of  war — boys  and  girls  wer 
starving  because  they  hadn't  any  foo< 
and  no  money  to  buy  it  where  it  wa 
sold. 

When  Jimmy  went  to  his  room  tha 
evening,  he  tried  to  think  in  what  wa; 
he  could  help  those  unfortunate  boy 
and  girls.  How  thankful  he  was  fo 
his  home,  parents,  food,  clothing,  am 
ever  so  many  other  things,  too.  Bu 
what  could  he  do?  he  was  just  a  boj 
As  he  wondered,  his  eyes  fell  on  hi 
bank  that  contained  the  mone; 
for  the  bicycle.  Yes,  that  wa 
his  money;  he  worked  hard  for  it 
soon  the  bicycle  would  be  his. 

The  next  morning  Jimmy  told  hi. 
mother  that  he  dreamed  that  instea( 
of  buying  the  bicycle  he  had  given  thi 
money  for  those  poor  boys  and  girl; 
and  they  were  so  happy  that  someom 
cared  enough  to  help. 

"And  now,  Mother,"  said  Jimmy,  "'. 
don't  need  the  bicycle — the  other  boy; 
let  me  ride  theirs.  I'm  going  to  d( 
with  that  money  just  as  I  dreamec 
that  I  did." 

Mrs.  Linwood's  eyes  filled  with  tear; 
as  she  heard  Jimmy's  decision,  saying 
"Jimmy,  I  think  you  know  what  Jesu: 
meant  when  He  said,  'It  is  mon 
blessed  to  give  than  to  receive.'  "— 
Words  of  Cheer. 

A    GLIMPSE    INTO   THE    SPIRITUAL    LIFI 
AT  B.T.S.  AND  COLLEGE 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  some  time  I  have  been  thinking 
about  writing  my  testimony  to  you.  ] 
have  had  such  a  wonderful  experience 
here  at  school.  I  enjoy  telling  about  il 
to  whom  I  may. 

Several  months  ago  the  Lord  won- 
derfully saved  my  soul.  After  serving 
Him  for  about  three  months,  I  turned 
away  from  my  dearest  Friend.  Or 
December  12,  1943,  my  roommate  went 
to  the  altar  and  was  wonderfully 
saved.  Upon  noticing  her  going  to  the 
altar,  I,  too,  felt  that  I  should  go,  but 
I  listened  to  the  devil  instead  of  to  the 
Lord.  Twice  that  night  the  devi] 
cheated  me  out  of  a  wonderful  bless- 
ing. 

I  was  standing  in  the  back  of  the 
auditorium  when  my  roommate  arose 
from  the  altar.  She  came  back  to  me 
and  put  her  arms  around  me.  It  was 
there  that  the  Lord  reclaimed  me  and 
filled  me  with  the  precious  Holy 
Ghost. 

When  we  left  the  auditorium  to  go 
to  our  rooms,  we  would  have  to  stop 
every  few  steps  to  shout  and  praise 
God.  We  shouted  across  the  walk  and 
into  the  dormitory.  The  other  girls 
heard  us  praying  and  came  down 
and  prayed  with  us  also. 

We  prayed  until  late  in  the  night. 
Many  were  saved  and  filled  with  the 
blessing  from  on  high  and  truly  I 
thank  my  God  for  it  all. — A  B.T.S. 
student,  Princess  Clark. 
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golden  haired  girl  or  boy  of  yours 
down,  unless  you  properly  safeguard 
these  priceless,  eternity-bound  treas- 
ures. 

We  demand  adequate  protection  for 
our  property  against  fires,  storms, 
hails  and  every  danger.  But  we  fail 
to  require  adequate  protection  for  our 
boys  and  girls.  We  use  hogproof  fences 
for  our  shoats  and  hogs;  and  see  to  it 
that  we  have  properly  trained  sheep 
herders  for  our  sheep  and  goats;  and 
proper  fences  for  our  milch  cows,  and 
work  horses,  in  order  to  keep. them  in 
proper  bounds.  And  yet,  we  fail  to 
have  the  proper  safeguards  around 
our  homes  for  our  priceless  heritage — 
these  bright-eyed  children  of  ours. 

Many  permit  their  small  boys  and 
girls  to  run  loose  on  an  open  range. 
This  never  occurred  on  the  Western 
prairie  in  the  days  before  fences, 
waen  cattle  were  on  the  open  range, 
there  were  always  cowboys  with  the 
herd  to  safeguard  them  by  day  and 
by  night.  Why  permit  your  children 
on  an  open  range?  If  that  boy  or  girl 
of  yours  is  permitted  to  range  at  will 
on  the  streets,  down  on  the  river,  near 
the  dives,  and  stay  out  late  at  nights, 
you  can  expect  them  to  be  considered 
as  a  maverick  and  branded  with  some 
other  branding  iron  other  than  the 
home  brand,  it  may  seem  a  bit  of 
trouble  to  wash  them  and  dress  them 
for  church  and  to  keep  them  off  the 


streets  at  night,  but  it  is  the  proper 
thing  to  do.  Habits  are  formed  at  a 
tender  age  that  stick  through  the 
years.  One  of  the  tragic  situations  in 
this  day  is  apparent  in  the  thousands 
of  boys  and  girls  not  even  remotely 
connected  with  a  Sunday  School  or 
church.  It  is  so  easy  to  slip  into  bad 
company,  learn  evil  words  and  glide 
into  evil  ways.  The  pool  halls,  the  juke 
joints,  the  dance  and  the  light  wines, 
cigarette  smoking,  and  myriads  of 
other  evils.  Suggestive  pictures  in  the 
homes,  pulp  magazines,  and  some  of 
the  more  "refined"  higher-priced 
magazines  are  evil  influences.  Satan 
has  ten  thousand  traps  and  gins  to 
catch  that  unwary  boy  or  girl  of  yours, 
during  these  formative  years,  tafe- 
guard  your  children.  By  all  means 
bring  them  up  in  the  nurture  and  ad- 
monition of  the  Lord.  Never  get  too 
busy  to  associate  yourself  with  your 
offspring  and  to  Droperly  train  them 
in  the  things  of  God. 

NOTE:    Read  poem  on  page   10  in 
connection  with  this  page. 


A  TRIP  INTO  THE  WILDS  OF 
MEXICO 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

deep  or  less.  You  can  see  the  bottom 
and  the  fish  lots  better  from  up  high- 
er. There,  look  at  'em  scatter  before 
the  approaching  boat!  Oh,  for  a  good 
casting  outfit. 

(To  be  continued) 
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Paper  Kation'mg 

During  1942  the  Publishing  House  processed  158  tons  of  book  paper,  which 
amount  was  reduced  ten  per  cent  by  OPA  during  1943,  plus  an  extra  five  per  cent 
during  the  last  quarter  of  the  year,  leaving  us  only  140  tons  which  we  could  lawfully 
process.  The  increase  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  from  40,000  copies  to  60,000  copies 
each  issue,  and  an  increa;e  of  the  Evangel  from  about  20,000  copies  weekly  to  an 
average  of  27,500  copies  each  issue,  plus  additional  increase  in  Sunday  School  litera- 
ture, called  for  an  increase  of  above  thirty  tons  of  paper  to  maintain  these  publica- 
tions. The  reduction  effected  by  OPA  of  eighteen  ton:  added  to  the  above  required 
amount,  necessitated  an  increase  of  forty-eight  or  more  tons  of  paper  for  the  year 
1943.  First:  To  meet  these  requirements  we  reduced  the  Lighted  Pathway  to  twenty    ^ 

*  pages,  which  effected  a  saving  of  about  twenty-nine  tons  annually.  We  were  forced  to  + 
J  do  this  or  to  reduce  the  number  of  its  publications  to  not  more  than  30,000  of  each  £ 
4.   issue  of  the  36-page  editions.  We  would  have  also  been  forced  to  cut  the  Evangel  to    <* 

*  about  18,000  of  each  weekly  issue.  Second:  We  adopted  the  use  of  40-pound  basic  * 
if.  weight  paper  instead  of  the  former  45-pound  basic  weight.  This  change  resulted  in  J 
¥  a  saving  of  about  sixteen  tons  annually  by  means  of  a  stretch-out  in  tonnage.  Third: 
^  We  changed  to  a  sheet  size  of  22x34  instead  of  24x36,  which  also  resulted  in  an 

*  economic  saving  of  about  nineteen  tons  of  paper.  These  changes  resulted  in  a  total 
+  saving  of  about  sixty-four  tons  of  paper  annually.  After  deduction  of  the  forty- 
4  eight  tons  required,  we  will  have  a  margin  of  sixteen  tons  left  to  meet  further  re- 
1   auctions  now  forecast  by  OPA. 

*  The  22x34  sheet  size  now  used  in  the  Evangel  and  Sunday  School  literature 
if.   caused  a  slight  reduction  of  print,   however   less  than   one   page   in   the   Evangel  or    _ 

*  Lighted  Pathway,  which  will  soon  be  published  on  this  sheet  size.  The  reductions  in  * 
4  each  item  was  largely  a  trimming  of  margins.  As  early  as  possible  these  publications  * 
4  will  0||  |,e  prjnrej  jn  tne  |arger  forms  as  before  the  reduction.  The  Teachers'  Quarter-  * 

*  y,  in  all  future   issue;,  will   be   maintained   at   about   eighty   pages.    Pulp   mills  are  * 

*  ■•*  supplying  about  sixty  per  cent  to  paper  mills  in  the  United  States.  This  means  J 

*  "at  they  can  later  supply  only  60  per  cent  of  previous  paper.  England  is  said  to  be  ■*• 
jn  Setting  along  on  37  per  cent  of  prewar  requirements,  while  her  supply  is  cut  off  * 
I    /om  F,n|and.  Her  present  supply  is  said  to  be  made  from  grass  shipped  from  North    * 

*  Tv'Ca  'n  9'°SS  boft,es-   We  appreciate  your  patience   in   these   times  of  misfortune.    * 

*  "is  is  war.  We  need  and  ask  for  your  prayers.  Probably  we  are  happy  and  do  not  J 
■  Know  it.— Managing  Editor.  J 

^CH,  1944 


CASTING  YOUR  CARE  UPON 
HIM 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

loved  has  gone  on,  and  we  see  not 
the  dear  one  rejoicing  in  glory  land. 
For  the  time  our  eyes  are  blinded  and 
we  see  only  the  "mountain"  of  earthly 
loneliness.  The  vacant  chair  by  the 
fireside,  the  emptiness  of  the  room, 
the  absence  of  the  strong  arm  upon 
which  we  leaned.  We  cannot  bear  this 
alone  but  we  can  tell  Jesus,  and  oh, 
the  strength  that  comes  from  leaning 
upon  Him.  The  empty  room  is  filled 
with  His  Presence,  the  old  mountain 
gone — never  to  return. 

There  is  the  mountain  of  troubles 
when  a  dear  one's  feet  lead  him  astray 
and  the  one  whom  we  trusted  proves 
false.  Rivers  of  tears  have  been  shed 
and  many  heads  have  whitened  be- 
cause of  such  troubles.  But  even  this 
mountain  can  be  removed.  Tell  Jesus 
this  trouble.  Trust  Him  alone,  for  only 
Jesus  will  never  fail,  never  disappoint, 
never  prove  false.  And  as  we  learn  to 
go  to  Him  with  this  burden,  the  old 
troublesome  "mountain"  will  have 
been  rolled  away  and  the  glory  of 
His  Presence  will  take  its  place. 

There  are  mountains  of  little  every- 
day trials,  and  oh,  what  mountains 
the  little  things  can  be.  So  many  nag- 
ging discomforts,  so  much  to  endure, 
so  many  things  to  go  wrong,  in  our 
daily  living.  Isn't  it  a  joy  to  know  that 
these  old  troublesome  mountains  can 
forever  disappear?  Our  lives  can  grow 
brighter  and  we  can  live  in  a  very 
"heaven  on  earth."  All  we  have  to  do 
is  to  tell  Jesus  and  just  trust  Him  to 
bear  the  burdens  for  us. 

Christians,  are  we  telling  Jesus  all 
of  our  trials,  letting  Him  bear  our  bur- 
dens? Are  we  praying  to  Him  when 
the  mountain  is  before  our  door?  Or 
are  the  same  old  mountains  "still 
there"?  God  help  us  to  have  faith  in 
Him  who  alone  can  help  us. 

"I  cannot  bear  my  burden  alone." 


RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

was  all  she  needed  yet  to  know — the 
rest  could  wait.  Very  easily  much 
could  be  inferred. 

But  gradually  it  all  came  out,  the  en- 
tire story.  One  thing  only  Rachel  told 
no  one.  About  the  river.  That  was 
locked  in  her  breast  forever — until 
God  would  allow  her  to  forget.  He  had 
forgiven  her  that  dreadful  lapse  of 
faith.  And  oh,  how  mercifully  He  had 
restrained  her  from  her  awful  pur- 
pose. And  how  graciously  He  had  sent 
her  own  beloved  Violet  to  find  her, 
and  to  bring  her  here  to  this  abode 
of  peace.  How  exultant  was  her  heart 
with  praise! 

But  as  Rachel's  health  returned 
and  the  weather  was  cool  once  more — 
winter  indeed  was  rapidly  approach- 
ing— her  mind  became  troubled  over 
the  very  practical  question  of  ways 
and  means.  No  one  had  mentioned 
money  to  her,  and  she  had  been  too 
weak  to  think  about  it.  But  now  she 
must  get  it  all  thought  through. 
Someone  must  have  been  providing 
for  her  needs.  Could  it  have  been  the 
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were  not  blessed  with  this  world's 
goods,  she  knew.  She  must  not  be  a 
burden  longer. 

Rachel,  above  all  things,  was  a  girl 
of  independent  spirit.  Just  as  soon, 
therefore,  as  she  was  able  she  must 
seek  means  of  livelihood — some  meth- 
od of  support  whereby  she  could 
make  full  provision  for  herself  and 
Little  Abie.  She  prayed  much  for  wis- 
dom and  for  guidance;  and  soon  God 
wonderfully  opened  up  the  way. 

Ever  since  her  conversion  one  pas- 
sion had  consumed  Rachel — that  she 
might  give  her  life  to  Christ  for  testi- 
mony among  her  Hebrew  people.  She 
knew  for  this  there  must  be  prepara- 
tion: definite,  systematic  Bible  study 
and  careful  Christian  training.  But 
how  could  she  obtain  this  and  at  the 
same  time  support  herself  and  the 
baby?  The  problem  was  indeed  a  hard 
one. 

But  not  in  vain  had  Rachel  suf- 
fered. One  lesson  she  had  learned 
supremely — that  of  trust  in  God's  un- 
failing faithfulness.  He  would  make 
it  all  quite  plain.  And  very  soon 
He  did. 

She  had  taken  Dr.  Nathan  into  her 
confidence.  He  was  as  wise  as  he  was 
saintly.  Prayerfully  he  consulted  with 
Christian  friends  of  influence  and 
they  confirmed  his  own  impression. 
Mrs.  Kalinsky  should  enroll  in  one  of 
the  great  Bible  training  schools  of 
New  York  City.  She  was  eligible  for  a 
scholarship  provided  by  a  friend  of  Is- 
rael for  Jewish  students.  Residence 
and  remunerative  work  within  the 
building  could  easily  be  secured.  Her 
baby  would  be  safely  taken  care  of  by 
devoted  fellow-students  through  the 
hours  when  she  must  be  absent  from 
him  for  her  classes  or  her  work.  There 
she  could  develop  and  use  her  music. 
And  there  she  would  begin  at  once  her 
Christian  witness. 

The  plan  was  an  ideal  one.  And  so 
wonderfully  did  the  Father  undertake 
for  Rachel  that  all  arrangements  soon 
were  made.  She  would  enter  the  In- 
stitute at  New  Year's. 

Christmas  she  spent  in  the  Mission 
— and  the  Christmas  week.  By  this 
time  there  had  come  complete  return 
to  health  and  strength  under  the  lov- 
ing and  efficient  care  of  Violet  Ham- 
ilton and  dear  Mrs.  Nathan.  But  with 
Christmas  there  had  come  also  much 
heartache,  for  it  was  to  Rachel  the 
season  of  sacred  memories.  Just  two 
Christmases  ago  she  had  been  married. 
And  last  Christmas  had  seen  the 
wrecking  of  her  and  Max's  precious 
home.  How  much  had  happened  since! 
In  spite  of  the  efforts  of  her  friends 
to  keep  her  happy,  her  mind  would  re- 
peatedly revert  to  all  the  stormy  path- 
way. 

But  beneath  her  sadness  and  her 
longing  for  her  husband,  the  Christ- 
mas joy  and  peace  was  in  her  heart — 
her  first  Christmas  as  a  believer  in  the 
Christ.  And  in  the  little  Mission,  with 
its  Yuletide  cheer  and  all  the  festivi- 
ties of  lighted  trees  and  gifts  and 
feasting,  and  the  deeper  satisfaction 
of  the  Christmas  services  with  their 
carols  and  their  praises  to  the  Babe  of 
Bethlehem,  Rachel's  soul  was  truly 
blessed. 
And  then  came  once  more  the  last 
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she  said  good-bye  to  all  the  devoted 
Mission  friends,  and  took  up  her 
abode  in  the  palatial  Bible  Institute, 
there  to  begin  on  New  Year's  Day  her 
God-appointed  life  and  work. 

It  was  a  strange  year  upon  which 
she  entered — a  year  of  intermittent 
cloud  and  sunshine,  of  mingled  joy 
and  grief.  The  heartache  was  never 
absent.  And  yet  in  all  her  sorrow  there 
was  no  bitterness — no  rebellion.  Rath- 
er there  was  praise.  For  unto  her  it 
was  given  in  the  behalf  of  Christ,  not 
only  to  believe  in  Him,  but  also  to  suf- 
fer for  His  sake.  And  she  rejoiced  that 
she  was  counted  worthy. 

The  testings  of  her  faith  in  her  new 
life  at  the  Institute  were  many  and 
severe.  She  was  diligent  and  faithful 
in  her  studies,  and  stood  well  in  all 
her  classes,  and  high  in  the  esteem  of 
every  one.  But  the  studying  was  very 
hard  for  her.  With  all  her  sorrow  con- 
centration was  most  difficult.  There 
was  constant  anxiety,  too,  for  Little 
Abie.  During  the  year  he  was  ailing 
frequently,  and  although  the  students 
were  devoted  to  him — considering 
their  care  of  the  little  Jewish  baby  a 
high  honor — it  nevertheless  gave  Ra- 
chel much  secret  anguish  to  have  to 
be  away  from  him  so  many  hours. 

And  always  there  was  the  battle 
against  her  own  physical  frailty.  Nev- 
er of  rugged  constitution,  the  strain  of 
her  many  duties  made  heavy  inroads 
on  her  vitality.  Her  domestic  work 
was  in  the  dining-room — five  hours 
every  day — and  the  heavy  piles  of 
plates  and  the  heavier  trays  and  the 
constant  standing  on  her  feet  occa- 
sioned many  an  hour  of  exhaustion 
and  of  pain. 

But  by  all  these  means  God  was 
graciously  refining  and  fashioning 
and  strengthening  His  child,  and 
leading  her  gently  forward  toward 
the  fulfilment  of  His  own  great  pur- 
pose for  her  life,  which  had  been  hid- 
den with  Him  since  the  foundation 
of  the  world. 

Thus  as  that  first  year  of  her  mis- 
sionary training  passed,  Rachel  grew 
in  intellect,  in  character,  in  grace. 
Deeper  and  ever  deeper  became  her 
knowledge  of  God's  Word!  closer  and 
ever  closer  her  fellowship  with 
Christ;  stronger  and  stronger  her 
faith;  and  ever  richer  and  more  fruit- 
ful her  Christian  testimony  among 
both  Jew  and  Gentile. 

More  and  more  was  she  daily  be- 
coming fashioned  into  His  likeness 
Whom  she  adored;  more  and  more 
was  she  learning  to  know  Him,  and 
the  power  of  His  resurrection,  and  the 
fellowship  of  His  sufferings. 

But  not  yet  was  she  fully  conformed 
unto  His  death.  Not  yet  had  she  at- 
tained, or  was  she  already  perfect.  Not 
yet  had  she  fully  apprehended  that 
for  which  she  had  been  apprehended 
of  Christ  Jesus.  There  must  be  still 
more  refining  of  the  gold — still  deep- 
er experience  in  the  seven-times 
heated  furnace  of  affliction. 

And  so,  just  as  she  was  entering  up- 
on the  second  year  of  her  missionary 
preparation,  God  put  Rachel  Kalin- 
sky's  faith  to  a  yet  more  fiery  test 
than  any  she  had  thus  far  known.  He 
asked  of  her,  her  all. 

(To  be  continued) 


IN  SERVICE 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  t 
the  fund  for  sending  Lighted  Path 
ways  to  men  in  service: 

Missouri  $30.4 

North  Carolina  30.0 

Kentucky    _ 26.0 

Texas 24.0 

Illinois   19.7 

Ohio  16.5 

Florida  _ 16.0 

Georgia   15.0 

California  13.0 

South  Dakota   10.4 

South  Carolina  9.0 

Pennsylvania  6.5 

Virginia  5.0 

Alabama    3.0 

Delaware 3.0 

Tennessee  2.5 

Washington,  D.  C.  2.1 

West  Virginia 2.0 

Mississippi    2.0 

Washington   2.0 

Arizona 1.0 

Iowa   _ .....    1.0 

Michigan  _. 1.0 


$241.1 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  February    Toto 

Alabama  2,358  13,03 

Arizona  217  1,16 

Arkansas    461  3,13 

California 1,356  4,94 

Canada  209  1,18 

Colorado 10  14 

Connecticut    8  4 

Delaware    195  94 

Florida    ........2,983  19,32 

Foreign  309  1,96 

Georgia  5,515  32,53 

Idaho  148  53 

Illinois    3,116  14,02 

Indiana  455  2,71 

Iowa  165  92 

Kansas    275  1,48 

Kentucky 1 2,394  12,08 

Louisiana  501  3,11 

Maine    246  1,47 

Massachusetts    106  37 

Maryland  1,202  7,45 

Michigan    1,462  7,88 

Minnesota   69  34 

Mississippi   786  5,00 

Missouri    1,601  9,47 

Montana 173  1,10 

Nebraska    40  21 

New  Hampshire  3  1 

New  Jersey  182  1,20 

New  Mexico  103  91 

New  York  117  71 

Nevada   _       4  1 

North  Carolina  ......  8,783  39,10 

North  Dakota  191  1,33 

Ohio  3,335  14,47 

Oklahoma    281  2,29 

Oregon    374  1,29 

Pennsylvania    1,062  6,01 

Rhode  Island  __ 3  1 

South  Carolina  8,286  53,92 

South  Dakota  373  1,10 

Tennessee    3,447  19,47 

Texas     1,847  16,08 

Utah 85  12 

Virginia    1,822  11,06 

Washington  274  2,69 

Washington,  D.  C.      163  72 

West  Virginia  1,809  10,53 

Wisconsin    128  36 

Wyoming    118  51 


59,150 


330,58 
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GLINTS  OF  KNOWLEDGE 


Filled  With  the  Spirit 

On  December  26,  1899,  at  the  funeral 
0f  D.  L.  Moody,  Dr.  Scofield  said, 
"Moody  was  baptized  with  the  Spirit 
and  knew  that  he  was.  It  was  to  him 
as  definite  an  experience  as  was  his 
conversion."  Moody  himself  said,  "The 
blessing  came  upon  me  suddenly,  like 
a  flash  of  lightning.  For  months  I  had 
been  hungering  and  thirsting  for 
power  in  service.  I  had  come  to  that 
point  that  I  think  I  would  have  died 
if  I  had  not  got  it.  I  remember  I  was 
walking  the  streets  of  New  York.  I 
had  no  more  heart  in  the  business  I 
was  about  than  if  I  had  not  belonged 
to  this  world  at  all.  Right  there,  on 
the  street,  the  fire  of  God  seemed  to 
come  upon  me  so  wonderfully  that  I 
asked  God  to  stay  His  hand.  I  was 
filled  with  a  sense  of  God's  goodness, 
and  I  felt  as  though  I  could  take  the 
whole  world  to  my  heart.  This  hap- 
pened years  after  I  was  converted." 

Charles  G.  Finney  says  of  his  own 
experience,  "As  I  turned  and  was  to 
take  a  seat  by  the  fire,  I  received  the 
mighty  Baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
The  Holy  Ghost  descended  upon  me  in 
a  manner  that  seemed  to  go  through 
me,  body  and  soul.  I  could  feel  the  im- 
pressions like  a  wave  of  electricity  go- 
ing through  and  through  me.  Indeed, 
it  seemed  to  come  in  waves  and  waves 
of  liquid  love;  for  I  could  not  express 
it  in  any  other  way.  I  wept  aloud  with 
joy  and  love;  and  I  do  not  know,  but 
I  should  say  I  literally  bellowed  the 
unutterable  gushings  of  my  heart." 

In  his  writings,  Charles  G.-  Finney 
says,  "He  who  neglects  to  obey  the 
command  to  be  filled  with  the  Spirit, 
is  as  guilty  of  breaking  the  command 
of  God  as  he  who  steals,  or  curses,  or 
commits  adultery.  His  guilt  is  as  great 
as  the  authority  of  God  is  great,  who 
commands  us  to  be  filled.  His  guilt  is 
equivalent  to  all  the  good  he  might  do 
if  he  were  filled  with  the  Spirit."  Have 
you  received  the  Holy  Ghost  since  you 
believed? — The  Elim  Evangel. 

Where  Can  the  Pope  Go? 

The  head  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  is  badly  in  need  of  a  safer 
base  of  operations.  Italy  no  longer 
provides  the  security  which  the  pope 
needs  to  administer  the  affairs  of  his 
world-wide  enterprise.  Rome  has  been 
bombed  more  than  once.  It  is  now  the 
first  objective  of  Allied  armies  which 
are  fighting  their  way  up  the  Italian 
boot.  Even  if  it  avoids  destruction  in 
the  struggle,  the  Eternal  City  is  likely 
to  be  a  storm  center  for  a  long  time  to 
come.  The  turmoil  which  followed  the 
last  war  in  Italy  is  certain  to  be  re- 
peated on  a  larger  scale  at  the  end  of 
the  present  conflict.  Popes  have  been 
compelled  to  abandon  Rome,  either 
voluntarily  or  as  prisoners,  repeatedly 
in  the  past.  It  is  well  within  the 
bounds  of  possibility  that  this  may 
happen  again. 

The  major  threat  to  the  security  of 
the  Pope's  tenure  on  his  hundred-acre 
state  in  Vatican  City  is  the  rise  of 
Russia.  There  can  now  be  little  doubt 
that  after  the  war  this  communist 
state  will  be  the  most  powerful  nation 


on   the  continent  of  Europe. — Chris- 
tian Century. 

Alcohol's  Record 

Recognized  as  a  poison  by  all  lead- 
ing scientists. 

Responsible  for  22  per  cent  of  ad- 
missions to  hospitals  for  the  insane. 

Involved  in  40  per  cent  of  cases  of 
social  disease. 

Involved  in  60  per  cent  of  all  high- 
way traffic  accidents. 

Responsible  for  37  per  cent  of  pau- 
perism, 45.8  per  cent  child  destitution, 
leading  to  juvenile  delinquency. 

Responsible  for  90  per  cent  of  cases 
of  cruelty  to  children. 

Diverts  3,018,000,000  pounds  grain 
from  food  supply. 

Hoards  sufficient  sugar  for  five 
years'  distilling. 

Employs  750,000  potential  soldiers 
and  defense  workers. — From  Religious 
Telescope. 

John  Wesley  Said: 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  perfection; 
for  it  is  again  and  again  mentioned 
in  Scripture. 

It  is  not  so  early  as  justification; 
for  justified  persons  are  to  "go  on 
unto  perfection."  (Heb.  6:1.) 

It  is  not  so  late  as  death;  for  St. 
Paul  speaks  of  living  men  that  were 
perfect.  (Phil.  3:15.) 

It  is  not  absolute.  Absolute  perfec- 
tion belongs  not  to  man,  not  to  an- 
gels, but  to  God  alone. 

It  does  not  make  a  man  infallible; 
none  is  infallible  while  he  remains  in 
the  body. 

Is  it  sinless?  It  is  not  worth  while 
to  contend  for  a  term. 

It  is  salvation  from  sin. — Selected. 

Missionaries  to  Russia 

Recent  reports  of  revived  religious 
activities  in  Russia  have  encouraged 
the  uninformed  to  think  that  there 
will  also  be  a  revival  of  missionary 
work  in  Sovietland  as  soon  as  the  ces- 
sation of  hostilities  will  permit.  Such 
a  project,  however,  is  impossible  be- 
cause of  the  limitations  imposed  by 
Russian  law.  Under  the  official  regu- 
lations the  only  person  permitted  to 
conduct  a  service  of  worship  is  a  citi- 
zen of  the  U.S.S.R.,  and  those  who  are 
so  permitted  can  have  no  other  occu- 
pation. 

According  to  Paul  B.  Anderson,  an 
International  Y.M.C.A.  secretary  who 
is  one  of  the  best  informed  Americans 
on  the  subject  of  Russia,  "religious  so- 
cieties cannot  establish  mutual  aid 
funds,  cannot  use  properties  for  other 
than  religious  purposes,  cannot  have 
special  meetings  for  prayers,  cannot 
have  classes,  cannot  have  playgrounds, 
libraries,  reading  rooms,  women's  or- 
ganizations, Sunday  Schools,  medical 
aid,  mutual  help  organizations,  or  co- 
operatives." 

The  new  privileges  of  the  Russian 
Church  permit  a  vastly  increased  op- 
portunity for  religious  worship,  but 
they  make  small  room  for  religious 
propaganda.  Every  Christian   will   be 


grateful  for  the  gains  that  have  been 
made,  and  will  pray  for  the  day  when 
complete  liberty  of  religion  will  be  a 
fact  in  Russia.  But  that  day  has  not 
yet  arrived. — Christian  Advocate. 

A  Church  of  Small  Churches 

J.  Gordon  Chamberlain  of  the 
Methodist  Board  of  Education  has 
just  completed  a  study  of  the  mem- 
bership distribution  of  the  Church 
which  ought  to  be  studied  with  great 
care  by  all  those  who  are  responsible 
for  setting  up  programs  for  the  local 
church.  According  to  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain's study  there  are  43,000  Methodist 
congregations  organized  in  21,238 
"charges."  Of  these  "charges"  fifty- 
four  per  cent  number  a  total  member- 
ship of  250  persons,  or  less.  Less  than 
four  per  cent  of  the  congregations  of 
Methodism  have  a  membership  in  ex- 
cess of  1,000  each.  Eighteen  per  cent 
of  all  "charges"  have  a  total  mem- 
bership of  less  than  100  each. 

The  significance  of  these  figures 
lies  in  the  fact  that  all  too  many 
"plans"  have  been  devised  for  the 
church  of  500  or  more  members  as 
though  that  were  the  typical  Meth- 
odist congregation.  Instead,  we  are  a 
denomination  of  small  churches,  and 
church  strategists  and  planners  may 
well  give  this  fact  serious  study. — 
Methodist  Board  of  Education. 

Back  to  the  Rural  Churches 

Hundreds  of  rural  Baptist  churches 
in  the  South,  some  of  them  historic 
and  many  of  them  in  strategic  rural 
centers  in  tomorrow's  South  are  hard 
pressed.  They  are  hard  pressed  by 
economic  conditions,  by  loss  of  leader- 
ship, and  by  invading  sects,  some  of 
which  are  establishing  themselves  to 
the  hurt  of  our  people.  If  the  Southern 
and  State  Baptist  Conventions  are 
led  by  wise  men,  something  definite 
will  be  done  to  strengthen  the  rural 
churches.  This  ought  to  be  done.  City, 
town  and  village  churches  are  debt- 
ors to  the  rural  churches.  Plans  to 
meet  this  obligation  and  pay  it  now 
should  be  made  before  we  lose  our 
richest  heritage. — Christian  Index. 

Protestants  in  Spain 

The  situation  of  Spanish  Protes- 
tants continues  to  be  precarious  and 
difficult.  Not  only  have  the  restrictive 
edicts  against  them  not  been  lifted, 
but  recently  the  measures  against 
them  have  become  more  stringent.  It 
is  not  wise  to  send  funds  or  other  aid 
to  Spanish  Protestants  because  it  re- 
sults in  drawing  unfavorable  atten- 
tion to  them.  These  Protestants  are 
regarded  as  State  criminals.  Many  of 
the  thousands  still  held  prisoners  by 
the  Franco  regime  are  those  who  re- 
fuse to  take  any  oath  of  fealty  to  the 
State  church.  They  are  made  to  attend 
Catholic  mass  in  military  formation. 
Their  only  crimes  are  a  love  of  liberty 
and  a  desire  to  worship  God  according 
to  the  dictates  of  their  consciences. 
There  are  approximately  half  a  mil- 
lion political  prisoners  in  Spain,  and 
among  them  are  some  women. — 
Watchman-Examiner. 
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LOIS  WHITE 
Rom.  13:11. 


The  woman  spoke  so  wistful  like. 
As  she  waited  there  that  day 
In  the  crowded  rail-way  station 
Of  a  town  not  far  away. 

rrI  haven't  seen  my  sister  since 

She  was  a  little  child. 

I'll  be  so  glad  to  see  her, 

It's  been  such  a  long,  long  while. 

"You  see,  she  wrote  a  letter, 
Said  she  was  passing  by  this  way. 
She  didn't  say  what  hour  'twould  be, 
But  that  she'd  come  today. 

"I'd  be  so  glad  that  she  could  stop 

And  visit  a  while  with  me, 

But  she  says   that  she  just  can't   this 

time, 
So  I  guess  it  will  have  to  be. 

"But  I'll  get  to  see  her  anyway, 
And  kiss  her  once  again; 
So  I'm  waiting  here  and  watching, 
And  meeting  every  train. 

"I  haven't  missed  a  single  train 
That  came  in  from  the  East, 
But  I'm  so  tired,  I  think  I'll  rest; 
It  will  be  an  hour  at  least  — 

"Until  another  train  comes  in," 
She  said  as  she  gently  settled  down 


In  the  nice  soft  chair  to  rest  awhile, 
While  the  hour  rolled  around. 

I  saw  her  again  that  evening, 

And   she   cried   like   her   heart   would 

break 
As  she  told  me  how  she  had  gone  to 

sleep 
And  that  she  had  failed  to  wake 

When  the  next  train  came  in  early, 
The  one  that  her  sister  came  on; 
For  the  man  at  the  station  gate  told  her 
That  her  sister  had  come  and  gone. 

Her  sister,  he  said,  had  asked  for  her 
And     looked     through     the     crowded 

throng, 
But  her  train  left  out  in  ten  minutes 
So  her  sister  had  to  go  on. 

I  wonder  just  how  many  Christians 
Who  have  watched  through  the  heat 

of  the  day 
And  waited  the  coming  of  Jesus 
Have  begun  to  grow  weary  and  say: 

"My  Lord  delayeth  His  coming, 
I'll  rest  for  just  an  hour," 
Who  will  fail  to  awake  and  be  ready 
When  He  comes  in  His  glory  and  pow- 
er. 
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"Consider    the     lilies     of    the     field,     how    they    grow; 
they     toil     not,     neithe  r     d  o     t  h  e  y     s  p  i  n;     a  n  d     y  e  t     Is  ay 
unto     you,     t  hate  v  e  n     Sol  o  m  o  n     i  n     a  II     h  is     9  !^°  r  y.    w  a  snot 
arrayed     like     o  n  e     o  f    t  h  e  s  e  .  '  '  .£:? -\f 

Matt.     6:28,     29. 


Psalm  119:105 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:   God  bless  you. 

We  have  come  to  the  time  of  the 
year  when  our  minds  are  turned  to- 
ward the  crucifixion  and  resurrection 
of  our  Lord.  Easter  is  said  to  be  the 
greatest  day  on  the  calender  of  God. 
Every  one  from 
3  the  least  to  the 
greatest,  from 
the  worst  vaga- 
bond  to  the 
greatest  saint,  is 
interestedin 
Easter  because 
few  people  exist 
who  have  not 
gone  to  the  grave 
sometime  and 
laid  away  the 
dearest  friend  on 
earth.  Yes,  we 
are  all  thinking 
of  that  time 
when  the  graves 
will  open  and  let  that  loved  one 
through. 

I  think  it  would  be  wonderful  to  be 
out  in  Oklahoma  and  be  standing  by 
dear  old  father's  and  mother's  graves 
and  see  the  ground  open  up  and  greet 
the  dear  ones  there,  and  then  I  would 
like  to  go  on  up  to  my  dear  sister's 
grave,  who  so  recently  went  away, 
and  see  her  come  out  of  that  grave 
with  a  well  body.  I  imagine  I  can  see 
her  shout  as  she  finds  there  is  no 
more  arthritis  to  hold  her  down.  Then 
I  would  like  to  fly  back  to  Greeneville, 
Tennessee,  and  out  into  the  country 
graveyard  where  my  darling  baby 
lies,  and  clasp  him  to  my  breast.  He 
is  the  one  who  gave  his  life  that  I 
might  be  led  into  a  closer  walk  with 
God.  I  would  like  to  tell  him  what  he'd 
meant  to  me  down  through  the  years. 
Then  I  could  go  on  and  on  and  on 
flying  to  the  graves  to  see  them  open, 
but  we  will  not  need  to  do  that,  for 
we'll  just  need  to  wait  and  be  ready 
for  that  great  reception  that  will  be 
held  in  the  skies  a  few  moments  after 
the  graves  are  open.  1  Thess.  4:16,  17, 
"For  the  Lord  himself  shall  descend 
from  heaven  with  a  shout,  with  the 
voice  of  the  archangel,  and  with  the 
trump  of  God:  and  the  dead  in  Christ 
shall  rise  first:  Then  we  which  are 
alive  and  remain  shall  be  caught  up 
together  with  them  in  the  clouds,  to 
meet  the  Lord  in  the  air:  and  so  shall 
we  ever  be  with  the  Lord." 

My!  what  a  beautiful  array  of  white 
garments.  I've  always  liked  to  wear 
white  and  that  is  just  what  I'll  get  to 
wear  on  this  occasion.  There'll  be  no 
danger  of  getting  spots  on  it,  for  every- 
thing will  be  clean  up  there.  How 
about  it,  wouldn't  you  like  to  be 
there?  You  may  if  you  will. 

Dear  ones,  these  are  dark  days,  per- 
haps the  darkest  some  of  us  have  ever 
known.  Some  of  your  loved  ones  have 
gone  away  since  last  Easter.  Don't  de- 
spair but  look  up  to  the  time  coming 
wnen  you  will  meet  them  at  this 
fereat  reception.  Forget  the  war  that 
is  raging,  forget  that  trouble  that  has 
come  into  your  life  which  is  almost 
more  than  you  can  bear  and  think 
of  this  great  day. 

Recently  a  letter  came  to  me  from 


someone  who  was  swamped  with  sor- 
row. This  person  said,  "If  I  could  call 
back  my  dear  old  mother  and  father 
and  my  beloved  wife  and  ask  them 
what  to  do."  We  often  long  for  hu- 
man help  and  sympathy.  No,  you 
cannot  do  that,  beloved,  now,  but  per- 
haps this  very  experience  will  be  the 
means  of  getting  you  ready  to  be  at 
this  great  event. 

A  young  man  was  trying  to  establish 
himself  as  a  peach  grower.  He  had 
worked  for  years  and  invested  his  all 
in  a  peach  orchard,  which  at  last 
bloomed  bounteously — and  then  there 
came  a  frost.  He  didn't  go  to  church 
the  next  Sunday,  nor  the  next,  nor 
the  next.  His  minister  went  to  hunt 
him  up,  and  inquired  the  reason.  The 
discouraged  young  fellow  exclaimed, 
"No,  and  what  is  more,  I'm  not  coming 
any  more.  Do  you  think  I  can  worship 
a  God  who  loves  me  so  little  that  He 
will  let  a  frost  kill  all  my  peaches?" 

The  old  minister  looked  at  him  a 
moment  in  silence,  and  then  replied 
kindly,  "Young  man,  God  loves  you 
better  than  He  does  your  peaches.  He 
knows  that,  while  peaches  do  better 
without  frosts,  it  is  impossible  to  grow 
the  best  men  without  frosts.  His  ob- 
ject is  to  grow  men,  not  peaches." 

Many  of  the  darkest  days  in  history 
have  borne  the  choicest  fruit  to  the 
glory  of  God  and  the  good  of  man.  It 
was  a  dark  day  when  Israel  groaned 
in  the  bitterness  of  the  Egyptian 
bondage.  But  if  the  bondage  had  been 
less  bitter  Israel  would  have  rested 
content  in  Egypt.  Out  of  the  bondage 
came  the  exodus,  and  out  of  the  exo- 
dus the  Messiah.  It  was  a  dark  day 
when  the  ardent,  brave,  eloquent 
Stephen,  hope  of  the  early  Church, 
was  stoned;  but  out  of  that  day  came 
Paul.  It  was  a  dark  day  when  the 
persecution  that  arose  about  Stephen 
ravaged  the  disciples,  but  out '  of  it 
came  the  world-wide  preaching  of  the 
gospel.  Darkest  of  all  days  was  that  on 
which  the  sun  hid  his  face  from  the 
Divine  Man  expiring  on  Calvary;  yet 
all  our  hopes  and  all  our  happiness 
come  from  that  day. 

Spurgeon  says,  "There  are  no  crown- 
wearers  in  heaven  who  were  not  cross- 
bearers  here  below.  Hast  thou  a  cross, 
believer?  Shoulder  it  manfully!  Up 
with  it!  Go  along  thy  journey  with 
unshrinking  footsteps  and  a  rejoicing 


heart,  knowing  that  since  it  is  Christ's 
cross  it-  must  be  an  honor  to  carry  it; 
and  that  while  you  are  bearing  it,  you 
are  in  blessed  company,  for  you  are 
following  Him." 

The  triumphant  entry  was  a  great 
day  for  Jesus.  The  great  part  of  His 
life  had  been  that  of  misunderstand- 
ing, of  persecution,  and  He  knew  it  was 
soon  to  be  death.  It  must  have  been 
refreshing  as  an  oasis  in  a  desert 
place. 

There  were  true  disciples  and  fol- 
lowers of  His  in  the  multitude.  There 
were  those  who  could  say,  with  new 
life  pulsing  in  their  veins,  "Himself 
took  our  infirmities,  and  bare  our,  sick- 
nesses." Loyalty  flamed  in  a  few 
hearts,  gratitude  pulsed  high  in  a  few, 
but  no  doubt  many  who  shouted,  "Here 
comes  the  King,"  would  be  equally  as 
ready  to  say,  when  He  was  being  led 
to  the  cross,  "There  goes  a  malefac- 
tor!" 

Why  not  reserve  some  of  the  gar- 
ments that  are  being  spread  lavishly 
in  this  way  today  to  comfort  His 
weary  feet  when  He  shall  stagger 
under  the  weight  of  His  cross  in  the 
Calvary-way?  Triumphantly  He  en- 
ters the  city,  but  how  many  of  the 
multitude  will  be  near  Him  in  the 
agony  of  the  Cross? 

We  have  plenty  of  friends  like  this 
who  are  ready  to  shout  your  praises 
when  everything  is  going  well  with  you 
and  you  are  popular,  but  when  trouble 
comes  there  are  just  a  few  who  will 
bear  the  cross  with  you.  Jesus  said, 
"Bear  ye  one  another's  burden." 

Now  we  want  to  turn  our  thoughts 
to  another  kind  of  resurrection — the 
resurrection  of  dead  hopes  and  dead 
ambitions.  Thousands  of  our  boys  and 
girls  have  fallen  by  the  wayside  and 
have  given  up  serving  the  Lord  be- 
cause of  discouragements.  God  bless 
them.  If  I  can  say  a  word  in  this  mes- 
sage that  would  help  you  to  arise  and 
go  back  to  the  Father's  house,  how 
happy  I  would  be. 

Here  is  a  little  story  I  think  will  help 
you.  I  am  dedicating  this  story  to  dis- 
couraged young  people  everywhere. 
Especially  do  we  hope  that  it  will  reach 
our  boys  and  girls  in  the  service  of 
our  country,  those  who  have  allowed 
the  enemy  to  trap  them.  Their  hearts 
are  sick,  longing  to  rise  again  in  new- 
ness of  life. 

Chagrined  by  her  failure  to  live  up 
to  her  mother's  hopes  and  her  own 
ideals,  Clara  Ewing  was  a  very  dis- 
couraged girl  on  Palm  Sunday.  She 
just  couldn't  get  up  a  bit  of  enthu- 
siasm to  sing  any  "Hallelujahs!"  so 
she  stayed  out  of  the  choir,  went  to 
church  late,  and  sat  in  a  rear  seat.  She 
couldn't  even  sing  the  hymns.  It  fair- 
ly choked  her  to  try.  "I'm  nothing  but 
a  big  flop,  a  dead  failure,"  she  kept 
saying  to  herself.  It  was  bad  enough 
when  she  was  dropped  from  the 
school  orchestra  because  she  was  "Too 
busy  to  attend  rehearsals."  They  were 
right.  Her  violin  work  grew  worse  and 
worse.  It  made  her  angry  to  have 
stupid  Eileen  given  her  place;  but 
then,  Eileen  deserved  it  for  plugging 
away  night  after  night,  learning  that 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 
The  Underneath  Peace 


•'And  the  peace  of  God,  which  pass- 
eth  all  understanding,  shall  keep 
your  hearts  and  minds  through 
Christ  Jesus." — Philippians  4:7. 

God  asked  of  her  her  all — even  her 
one  ewe  lamb — her  Isaac  sacrificed 
upon  the  altar.  The  blow  fell  with 
terrific  suddenness — all  unexpectedly 
and  without  a  moment's  warning. 

It  was  on  a  Sunday  afternoon.  Ra- 
chel was  enjoying  a  day  of  rest  after 
a  heavy  week  of  work  and  study.  As 
a  special  treat  she  was  taking  Little 
Abie  to  see  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Saramoff 
on  Rivington  Street.  These  dear  old 
friends  had  welcomed  her  back  with 
joy  when  first  she  had  sought  them 
following  her  entrance  into  the  In- 
stitute, and  many  an  afternoon  since 
her  heart  had  been  refreshed  by  a 
visit  to  their  humble  tenement  and 
by  kind  Mrs.  Saramoff's  motherly 
hospitality. 

Little  Abie,  dressed  in  his  best,  was 
in  his  most  winsome  mood  as  Rachel 
proudly  carried  him  through  the  In- 
stitute corridors  past  many  admiring 
friends.  She  was  just  going  out  the 
front  door  with  him  when  one  of  the 
housemaids  detained  her. 

"Mrs.  Kalinsky,  I  was  looking  for 
you!  There  are  four  gentlemen  wait- 
ing to  see  you.  Jewish  gentlemen 
they  are,  ma'am — in  the  reception 
room." 

Four  gentlemen!  And  Jewish!  Who- 
ever could  they  be?  Rachel  wondered. 
Her  heart  began  to  pound  heavily. 
Instinctively  holding  Little  Abie 
tighter,  she  entered  the  small  room 
at  the  right  of  the  street  doorway. 
For  an  instant  her  breath  nearly  left 
her  body.  Seated  stiffly  on  straight 
chairs  around  the  room  the  delega- 
tion was  awaiting  her — Jacob,  Joseph, 
Otto  and — pompously  eclipsing  them 
all— Rabbi  Mordecai  Moses. 

They  wasted  no  time  on  prelimi- 
naries or  amenities.  Swiftly  they 
came  to  the  issue — Rabbi  Moses,  act- 
ing ex  officio,  as  chairman  of  the 
committee. 

"Rachel  Mendelssohn,  have  you  yet 
repented  and  recanted?" 

After  the  first  shock  Rachel  im- 
mediately regained  her  innate  poise. 
Drawing  herself  up  proudly,  her 
grasp  upon  little  Abie  becoming  yet 
more  firm,  she  replied: 

"Repented  of  what,  Sir?  Recanted 
what?" 

"Repented  of  your  awful  sin  of 
apostasy  and  idolatry  in  your  worship 
of  another  God.  Recanted  your  con- 
fession of  that  blasphemous  Jesus 
Christ." 

"  Rachel's    eyes     flashed    gloriously. 
"The  Lord     Christ  Jesus  is  the  Son 
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Him  with  my  whole  heart  and  I  pur- 
pose to  serve  Him  with  my  whole  be- 
ing throughout  my  entire  life!" 

The  Rabbi  nodded  his  head  con- 
templatively, affirmatively.  The  other 
men  exchanged  significant  glances  of 
satisfaction.  Jacob  smiled  with  ma- 
licious cunning. 

"Doubtless,  however,"  the  Rabbi 
continued,  "you  would  sell  Him  for 
your  price — a  trip  to  California,  per- 
haps— this  cheque  for  five  thousand 
made  to  your  order  by  your  former 
husband,  Max  Kalinsky — your  rein- 
statement in  his  home  and  heart. 
These  are  the  terms  he  authorizes  us 
to  offer  you  for  your  renunciation  of 
the  heretic  Christian  faith.  Here,  do 
you  accept  them?"  He  extended  the 
cheque  towards  Rachel. 

Deliberately  she  took  it  from  his 
hand,  and  with  the  bearing  of  a 
queen  she  tore  it  into  fragments  be- 
fore his  face.  "That  is  my  answer," 
she  said  quietly. 

"Oh,  it  is,  is  it?"  snarled  Jacob 
wrathfully.  "Very  well  then,  this  is 
our  answer." 

With  a  fearful  oath  he  snatched 
Little  Abie  from  Rachel's  arms  while 
Otto,  upon  a  prearranged  signal, 
quickly  seized  Rachel  and,  gaging  her 
to  prevent  outcry,  tied  her  securely 
to  a  chair.  Then  while  Joseph  stood 
on  guard  in  the  doorway  and  mo- 
tioned that  the  coast  was  clear,  Jacob, 
carrying  the  baby,  followed  by  Rabbi 
Moses  and  Otto,  walked  quickly  out 
of  the  room  and  out  of  the  building 
into  a  waiting  taxi.  Joseph  flung  a 
parting  shot  at  Rachel: 

"All  right,  my  girl,  stay  a  Meshum- 
ed.  Stay  an  accursed  Christian  if  you 
want  to  be  one.  But  your  child  is  a 
Kalinsky  and  a  Jew." 

Calmly  he  followed  tne  others  into 
the  taxi;  the  door  was  slammed  shut; 
and  the  car  drove  off  at  a  furious 
pace,  leaving  Rachel  captive  and 
dumb,  and  prostrated  with  terror  and 
grief. 

Thus,  an  hour  later,  they  found  her. 
It  was  still  another  hour  before  they 
were  able,  from  Rachel's  incoherent, 
hysterical  utterance,  to  piece  togeth- 
er the  tragic  story.  And  by  that  time 
it  was  too  late. 

While  tender  hands  and  hearts 
ministered  to  Rachel's  grief,  three  of 
the  Institute  officials,  under  police 
escort,  hastened  to  the  Kalinsky 
home  on  East  Eleventh  Street.  It  was 
closed  and  boarded  up.  The  family 
had  left,  so  their  neighbors  told  them, 
just  that  morning  for  California.  No, 
they  had  left  no  address.  The  other 
Kalinsky  homes  too — Joseph's  and 
Otto's — were  closed,  as  well  as  Max's 
shop. 

A  subsequent  visit  to  Rabbi  Moses 
gave  but  small  satisfaction.  What! 
The  Kalinsky  baby  kidnapped!  Not 
Mrs.  Deborah  Kalinsky's  grandson, 
surely?  Shocking — inexpressibly  so! 
No,  he  had  heard  nothing  of  it  what- 
ever. He  had  just  returned  that 
morning  from  a  week's  trip  to  Boston. 
Yes,  he  knew  the  Kalinsky  family 
well — a  wonderful  family.  He  had 
married  all  of  them — Max  and  Ra- 
chel not  three  years  ago.  A  terrible 
tragedy,  their  separation.  He  himself 
had  done  everything  in  his  power  to 
avert  it.  But  the  woman  had  proven 
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— quite  too  bad.  He  would  be  glad  to 
lend  his  services  in  any  way  possible 
for  its  recovery. 

And  then  followed  long  and  dread- 
ful days  for  Rachel.  It  was  as  if  all 
the  beauty  of  life  had  turned  to  ashes 
— all  its  joy  to  dust.  With  empty  arms 
and  dull,  unseeing  eyes  she  went 
mechanically  about  her  duties,  per- 
forming each  one  of  them  with  con- 
scientious faithfulness,  but  with  a 
heart  of  stone.  There  seemed  to  be  a 
paralysis  of  all  ambition  and  initia- 
tive— an  utter  deadness  of  spirit. 
Days  there  were  when  she  could  not 
even  shed  a  tear,  so  awful  was  her 
grief.  She  had  drunk  the  cup  of  sor- 
row to  the  dregs. 

All  efforts  to  find  the  baby  through 
many  months  proved  unavailing  so 
carefully  were  the  Kalinskys'  move- 
ments covered  and  their  whereabouts 
concealed. 

But  with  early  Spring  word  came 
suddenly  from  them  in  a  letter  to 
Rachel  postmarked  Pasadena.  The 
handwriting  was  Max's.  Trembling, 
Rachel  tore  it  open.  She  read  it 
breathlessly: 

Villa  Buena  Vista,  Pasadena, 
California, 

March  16,  19— 
My  dearest  Raychen: 

You  will  be  glad  to  learn  that  near- 
ly all  of  us  are  settled  here  in  Cali- 
fornia— Mamma  and  Little  Abie  and 
I,  and  Jacob  and  Sarah  and  their 
children,  Joseph  and  Rose  and  their 
family,  and  Otto  and  Goldie  and 
theirs.  We  all  like  it  fine.  You  will, 
too,  when  you  get  here. 

We  boys  have  taken  an  orange 
ranch  together  and  it's  going  great. 
There's  heaps  of  money  in  California 
in  oranges.  We're  getting  rich  quick. 

We  have  our  three  houses  just  like 
New  York.  Now  it's  up  to  you  when 
we  are  to  get  the  fourth  house  for 
you  and  me  and  Little  Abie.  I  tell  you 
it's  all  up  to  you.  All  you  have  got 
to  do  is  to  telegraph  and  promise  me 
you'll  throw  all  this  Christian  busi- 
ness overboard,  and  I'll  sign  up  for 
the  house  tomorrow.  I'll  wire  you  the 
money  and  you  can  be  here  in  a  week. 

The  house  is  a  swell  one — a  bunga- 
low— right     in     the     middle     of     the 
orange  ranch,  facing  the  snow-capped 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Here  it  is  Easter.  I  believe  it  is  the 
second  Sunday  in  April  when  we  cele- 
brate Easter  Sunday.  If  I  had  all  of 
you  together  and 
would  ask  all  wno 
knew  what  Easter 
means  to  hold  up 
your  hands,  I 
think  I  can  see  a 
great  sea  of  hands 
up  before  me  and 
everyone  would  be 
wanting  to  tell  me 
what  he  thought  it 
was. 

Now  let  us  see. 
Oh  yes,  Alice  is 
just  shaking  her 
hand  high  in  the 
air,  "I  know."  "All 
right,  Alice." 

"It's  the  day 
when  we  hunt  Eas- 
ter eggs." 

"Jonnnie,  what 
do  you  think?" 

"It  is  the  time 
^'hen  we  get  pret- 
ty baskets  filled 
with  candy  eggs, 
rabbits,  little 
chickens,  and  oth- 
er pretty  things." 

"Well,  Jane, 
what  do  you 
think?" 

"I  think  it  is 
when  we  get  pretty 
new  dresses  and  go 
to  church  all  dressed  up  so  we  can 
hardly  hear  what  our  Sunday  School 
teacher  teaches  us  'cause  we  are  so 
proud  of  our  new  clothes." 
Next  Mary's  hand  goes  up. 
"I  know  something  better  than  all 
the  rest.  It  is  the  day  Jesus  rose  from 
the  dead.  So  you  see  I  like  Easter  be- 
cause it  teaches  us  that  Jesus  is  alive 
and  able  to  help  us  when  we  call  on 
Him.  Then  my  mother  died  not  long 
ago  and,  oh,  how  I  miss  her,  but  be- 
cause Jesus  arose,  my  mama  will  rise 
and  I'll  get  to  see  her  some  day.  They 
tell  us  that  some  of  these  days  Jesus 
will  come  and  all  the  good  people  will 
arise  from  their  graves  and  if  we've 
been  good  we  are  going  to  go  up  with 
them  to  meet  Jesus  in  the  air.  Will 
that  not  be  a  wonderful  day?  My!  I 
wonder  if  they'll  let  me  kiss  my  mama 
like  I  used  to.  She  was  so  good.  She 
belonged  to  the  Happy  Home  Circle 
and  she  was  the  best  woman  I've  ever 
seen.  She  is  the  one  who  taught  me 
about  Jesus  and  Easter." 

Alice  puts  her  hand  in  the  air  again. 
"I  think  Mary's  answer  is  better  than 
all." 
"Now  everyone  who  thinks  Mary's 


answer  is  the  best  hold  up  your  hand." 
Every  hand  goes  up. 

Jane  speaks:  "Well  it  is  all  right  to 
get  all  the  pretty  things  and  have  a 
good  time  hunting  Easter  eggs,  isn't 
it?" 

"Yes,  Jane,  it  is  if  you  will  always 
remember  the  real  meaning  of  Easter 
and  if  we  try  to  be  good  so  we'll  be 
ready  to  meet  Jesus  on  that  resurrec- 
tion morning." 

Now  since  we  are  all  going  to  try 
to  be  good,  let  us  begin  with  the  story 
about  Martha  Ann  and  then  about 
Blind  Tommy  and  see  which  one  we 
think  Jesus  would  take  with  Him  if 
He  should  come. 
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The  Light  of  Easter  Morning 

The  children  come  with  happy  songs 
To  greet  the  Easter  dawning. 

The  bells  are  ringing  clear  and  sweet; 
In  silv'ry  music  they  repeat, 

"The  Lord  is  risen!"  Come  and  greet 
The  light  of  Easter  morning. 

Within  our  hearts  and  lives  today 
The  Easter  light  is  dawning; 

For  Christ  is  risen  from  tne  dead, 
And  we  shall  live  again,  He  said. 

So  through  the  whole  wide  world  is 
shed 
The  light  of  Easter  morning. 

And  this  is  why  the  children  sing 
At  glorious  Easter  dawning; 

Why  lilies  bloom,  and  joy-bells  ring 
To  hail  our  risen  Lord  and  King, 

Who  unto  young  and  old  doth  bring 
New  light  this  Easter  morning. 

— Selected. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  twelve  years  of 
age.  I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  enjoy  reading  it  \sry 
much.  I  read  it  just  about  all  the  way 
through  many  months.  I  like  the 
Children's  Page  best  of  all.  I  like  the 
Poem  Page,  Father's  and  Mother's, 
Story  Page  and  all  of  them. 

I  go  to  Sunday  School  nearly  every 
Sunday.  I  like  to  go  to  Sunday  School 
and  church. 

Please  pray  for  my  daddy  to  be 
saved.  My  mother  and  two  of  my  sis- 
ters have  received  the  Holy  Ghost. 

One  of  my  sisters  attends  Bible 
Training  School.  I  want  to  go  when 
I  get  big  enough. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  work. — 
Evelyn  Uligley,  Box  291,  Shannon,  Ga. 

BE  A  MARTHA  ANN 

Martha  Ann  was  out  in  the  back 
yard  hanging  up  the  weekly  wash  of 
the  Brown  family.  As  she  toiled  she 


sang  loud  and  clear  a  merry  little 
song. 

Tne  grocer  boy,  trudging  along  in 
the  dusty  street,  neard  it,  and  whis- 
tled the  same  tune,  forgetting  that 
the  basket  which  he  held  was  almost 
too  heavy  for  him  to  carry. 

Mrs.  Brown  heard  it,  too.  Poor  Mrs. 
Brown!  She  was  always  at  work  in 
her  stuffy  little  house,  and  always 
tired,  but  the  song  flew  through  the 
open  window,  and  she  smiled  at  it, 
because  it  was  a  careless,  happy  little 
thing;  and  before  she  knew  it  she  was 
singing  as  she  moved  about; — some- 
thing she  had  not  done  for  many  a 
weary  day. 

Baby  May  heard  the  rippling 
sounds,  her  little  white  teeth  weie 
pushing  up  into  sight.  They  hurt  the 
little  maid,  those  hidden  teeth,  so 
that  she  was  fretting  uneasily  and 
cried  to  be  comforted.  But  the  merry 
little  song  laughed  at  her,  and  she 
listened  and  cooed  and  dimpled  with 
delight,  and  she  reached  out  her 
pretty  arms  as  if  she  could  catch  and 
hold  it  fast. 

A  little  girl  who  had  been  shut  in 
for  several  weeks,  and  was  down- 
hearted and  blue  because  she  could 
not  go  out  with  the  other  girls,  also 
heard  the  song  and  she  unconsciously 
hummed  the  merry  tune  and  it  made 
her  heart  glad. 

Just  a  little  song,  just  as  anyone 
might  sing,  quickly  sung  and  quickly 
sinking  into  silence,  but  what  a 
pleasant  mission  it  had  in  the  world! 

It  is  worth  while  to  be  a  Martha 
Ann;  to  drop  a  little  oil  of  gladness  on 
the  grinding  wheels  of  life,  to  make 
them  run  a  little  easier  and  a  little 
smoother.  Even  you  and  I  may  do 
that. 

BLIND  TOMMY 

From  his  appearance  no  one  would 
ever  have  guessed  that  Tommy  was 
blind.  His  eyes  were  as  bright  and 
clear  as  any  boy's  could  be.  He  could 
hit  a  mark  or  strike  a  nail  better  than 
any  one  of  his  playmates.  Mother  was 
the  one  who  could  tell  you  most  about 
his  blindness,  which  some  folks 
thought  didn't  amount  to  anything. 
It  was  quite  a  serious  matter  to  her. 

There  was  something  very  strange 
about  it.  Tommy  seemed  to  see  a  piece 
of  pie  right  through  the  pantry  door, 
or  a  slice  of  cake  in  a  tin  box  that  was 
shut  up  in  a  dark  closet.  He  could  see 
the  boys  playing  ball  fully  a  mile 
away;  and  he  could  see  his  special 
chum,  Charley  Banks,  with  a  fishing 
rod  over  his  shoulder,  almost  before 
he  turned  the  corner  of  the  street.  Yet 
he  never  could  see  the  ash  pan,  set 
(■Continued  on  page   17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


FATHER'S  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Home,  Sweet  Home 


Our  Father's  and  Mother's  Page  th:'s 
month  is  dedicated  to  the  mothers 
who  are  left  to  carry  on,  while  the 
husbands  are  fighting  for  home  and 
country.  They  may  not  get  medals  or 
honors  for  their  labor,  but  they  will 
deserve  them,  for  they  are  fighting 
for  the  next  generation.  God  bless  you, 
mothers,  we  are  praying  for  you.  Here 
is  a  little  poem  we  hope  may  be  a 
blessing  to  you. 

THE  GUIDING  HAND 

By  Lillie  M.  Saunders 

Oh,  mother,  tired  and  weary 
With  little  ones  kneeling  there 
At  your  knee  in  obedient  worship 
As    you    teach    them    their    bedtime 
prayer, 

Do  you,  really,  realize  all  that  it  means, 
That  you're  guiding  their  footsteps  to 

trod 
In  the  only  path  in  life  worth  while, 
The  one  that  leads  them  to  God? 

Their  later  footsteps  may  falter 
And  wander  in  pachs  unknown, 
But  they  will  come  back  to  the  path- 
way you  taught 
That  will  lead  them  to  God  and  Home. 

Here  is  a  question  sent  in  by  Mrs. 
Annella  Harris: 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"I  am  confronted  with  many  prob- 
lems very  difficult  for  me  to  solve,  but 
my  bigge^Cne  yet  I  am  going  to  pre- 
sent to  you,  for  somehow  I  believe  you 
can  help  me. 

"How  can  I  teach  my  chil- 
dren that  Jesus  is  coming 
soon  and  still  insist  on 
their  going  on  to  school  and 
getting  an  education  in  or- 
der to  be  prepared  for  the 
future?" 

ANSWER:  Read  the  24th 
and  25th  chapters  of  Mat- 
thew. Matt.  24:36  tells  us, 
"But  of  that  day  and  hour 
knoweth  no  man,  no  not  the 
angels  of  heaven  but  my 
Father  only."  There  are 
many  prophecies  being  ful- 
filled that  make  the  stu- 
dents of  the  Scripture  be- 
lieve that  we  are  nearing 
the  closing  of  this  dispensa- 
tion and  that  soon  He  will 
come  for  His  bride.  How- 
ever, we  are  not  to  sit  down 
and  fold  our  hands  and  wait 
for  Him  to  come,  but  we  are 
to  be  found  faithful  by  do- 
ing our  best  for  Him.  He  has 
told    us    to    "occupy    till    I 


come."  I'm  sorry  we  do  not  have  more 
space  to  go  further  into  this  subject. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  I  must  write  a  few  words  of 
encouragement  to  those  precious 
young  wives  and  mothers  who  are 
feeling  the  pangs  of  war  creeping  into 
their  homes  carrying  away  their  hus- 
bands and  the  father  of  their  chil- 
dren. Much  is  said  about  our  gallant 
men  in  Service  and  prayer  is  offered 
daily  for  them,  and  God  grant  that 
more  people  join  in  these  prayers,  but 
little  has  been  said  about  these  young 
mothers  and  wives  who  are  carrying 
on  so  bravely  while  the  men  go  out 
to  war. 

It  has  been  just  a  year  ago  that  I 
stood  by  the  train  that  was  to  carry 
away  my  own  husband,  not  only  my 
husband,  but  dozens  of  others,  and  it 
was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the  little  ones 
crying  for  their  dads  and  the  young 
mothers  equally  brokenhearted.  My 
grief  was  almost  unbearable  and  as  I 
walked  away  from  that  station  wich 
my  little  girl  in  my  arms  I  wondered 
why  this  had  come  to  me  instead  ox 
someone  else.  It  was  a  dark  day  and 
there  were  dark  days  that  followed 
when  I  was  tempted  to  question  God 
for  this  terrible  trial. 

I  went  back  to  my  job  with  a  heavy 
heart  and  for  four  days  and  nights  I 
tried  to  pray  through  the  darkness, 
but  all  the  time  deep  in  my  heart  I 
couldn't  say,  "Thy  will  be  done."  On 
the  fourth  day  I  was  alone  in  the 
office  and  I  couldn't  choke  the  tears 
back,  no  matter  how  hard  I  tried,  and 
the  bookkeeper  walked  in  very  unex- 
pectedly. As  we  talked  I  am  sure  I 
hinted  my  bittern-ViS  about  my  hus- 
band being  drafted,  and  after  a  few 
minutes  of  conversation  he  said,  "I 
think  this  would  be  a  good  time  for 
you  to  try  the  Christ  you  have  talked 
to  me  about.  Can't  He  help  you  now?" 
It  was  a  sharp  rebuke  to  me,  but  it 
put  me  to  thinking  of  how  stubborn 
and  rebellious  I  had  been  for  the 
Christ  that  shed  His  blood  for  my  re- 
demDtion. 


joy 
and 
in  my 


Dear  Si:ter  Harrison: 

Today  I  picked  up  the  February  issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  always  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  even  though  I  orn 
not  a  Christian.   I   have  been,  however,  and  long  to  be  again. 

I  was  reading  through  the  paper  and  came  to  the  article, 
"Disappointed  Soldier."  I  was  smoking  a  cigarette  when  I  read 
this  and  it  truly  touched  my  heart.  I  cou'd  not  keep  the  tears 
from  my  eyes  a;  I  read  how  this  so!dier's  home  disappointed 
him.  I  have  a  good  praying  mother  and  my  father  has  gone  en 
to  meet  Jesus.  He  was  called  to  meet  the  Lord  when  I  was 
but  a  small  child,  but  I  can  look  back  now  and  realize  how 
father  must  have  prayed  lots  of  prayers  for  his  little  boys  and 
girls  that  God  should  keep  His  hand  on  them.  I  received  the 
Holy  Ghost  when  I  was  only  nine  years  old,  but  since  then 
I  have  drifted  away  from  God  and  have  fallen  deeply  into 
the  plea:ures  of  this  sinful  world.  But  God  truly  touched  my 
heart  when  I  read  that  article  in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
thought  of  the  cigarette  I  held  in  my  hand.  I  wonder  if  my 
two  brothers,  who  are  in  the  U.  S.  Army  Service,  feel  the  same 
way  about  their  sisters  back  home.  But  they  can  say  they  have 
a  praying  mother  who  is  praying  for  them  every  day.  Please 
pray  that  God  wii{  take  me  back  into  His  loving  care. 

May  God  bles:  you  in  your  great  work  and  permit  you  to 
keep  it  going. — Your  Lighted  Pathway  friend,  Mrs.  Robert  C. 
Jones,  Rt.  1,  Hixson,  Term.,  c|o  Rev.  Howard  McGee. 


As  soon  as  I  could  I  went  alone  in 
prayer  and  for  the  first  time  I  felt 
happy  in  my  soul  as  I  said,  "Lord,  Tnv 
will  be  done."  The  shadows  rolled 
back,  the  darkness  disappeared 
had  taken  the  place  of  sadness 
now  I  have  a  song  of  praise 
heart. 

It  wasn't  long  before  I  joined  mv 
husband  in  Illinois  and  even  though 
there  wasn't  a  Church  of  God  near 
there,  we  still  attended  church  of  a 
similar  faith,  and  we  met  two  other 
Church  of  God  soldiers  attending  th;s 
same  church.  It  was  wonderful  to 
meet  with  someone  of  your  own  faith 
and  we  shared  our  Lighted  Pathways 
and  Evangels  that  our  folks  had  been 
sending,  and  then  at  times  we  would 
get  together  and  talk  about  our  won- 
derful Savior. 

While  I  was  in  this  town  I  met  a 
backslidden  girl  who  was  in  a  miser- 
able condition,  and  I  had  the  hapoy 
privilege  of  talking  to  her  about  re- 
newing her  vow  to  the  Lord,  and  be- 
fore I  left  she  told  me  that  her  bur- 
den of  sin  had  been  lifted  and  she 
was  back  in  the  Master's  fold. 

Well,  months  have  passed  by  and 
the  thing  that  seemed  bitterest  to  me 
has  become  my  greatest  blessing.  The 
Book  of  Judges  tells  of  when  Samson 
was  on  his  way  to  Timnath  he  met  a 
lion  on  the  way,  and  the  Spirit  of  the 
Lord  came  upon  him  and  he  rent  him 
as  he  would  a  kid.  And  after  a  time 
he  returned  to  find  honey  in  the  car- 
cass of  the  lion  and  he  ate  the  honey. 
He  found  a  blessing  in  the  thing  that 
had  been  a  trial  to  him  a  few  days 
before! 

Of  course,  it  isn't  easy  to  keep  your 
chin  up  always,  but  Jesus  said,  "My 
grace  is  sufficient  for  thee,"  and  His 
promises  are  true.  There  will  be  added 
financial  worries,  but,  "my  God  shall 
supply  all  your  needs  according  to  his 
riches  in  glory,"  and  I  have  found 
that  whatever  the  need,  regardless  ox 
how  great,  my  heavenly  Father  can 
supply. 

So,  girls,  let's  keep  the  home  fires 
burning  brightly  while  our  husbands 
are  away.  We  can  be  good  soldiers  of 
the  cross  while  they  are  soldiers  of 
our  country,  and  while  they  don  the 
khaki  for  battle  let  us  be 
on  our  knees  asking  the  Lord 
to  fit  them  with  the  armor 
of  God  so  that  when  bombs 
explode  and  guns  are  fir- 
ing all  around,  they  can 
have  the  Unseen  Protec- 
tor. 

If  you  haven't  read  the 
91st  Psalm  lately,  read  it 
and  write  to  your  husbands 
to  read  it.  They  can  take 
these  promises  into  the  front 
line  of  battle.  "And  I  am 
persuaded  to  believe  he  will 
keep  that  which  I  have 
committed  to  him  against 
that  day." — L  u  c  y  Harris 
Bennett,  634  N.  W.  22d  St., 
Miami,  Fla. 


Books   and   Magazines  for 
Parents 

Remember,  we  are  advo- 
cating for  study  "Mother's 
Golden   Now,"   by   David   C. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


MIDNIGHT  SONGS 

Chester  E.  Shuler 

"And  at  midnight  Paul  and  Silas 
prayed,  and  sang  praises  unto  God: 
and  the  prisoners  heard  them"  (Acts 
16:25). 

The  phrase  "at  midnight"  always 
sounds  interesting,  often  mysterious, 
eerie,  disturbing.  Honest  folks  do  not 
like  the  darkness  of  midnight;  they 
prefer  to  be  asleep  in  their  homes  at 
that  time.  Crooks,  thieves  and  robbers 
prefer  that  hour  to  commit  their  dark 
deeds. 

And  yet,  the  Book  has  considerable 
to  tell  us  about  things  which  occurred 
at  midnight.  One  of  the  most  inter- 
esting is  that  passage  quoted 
above.  We  are  familiar  with 
the  setting — the  jail,  where 
Paul  and  Silas,  men  of  God, 
were  incarcerated,  not  for 
any  evil  which  they  had 
done,  but  because  they  con- 
fessed their  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter, and  had  healed  an  af- 
flicted girl  whose  masters 
were  wroth  because  their 
gainful  occupation  was  now 
spoiled. 

But  merely  being  in  jail  at 
midnight  was  not  all  of  the 
troubles  of  Paul  and  Silas. 
They  had  been  cruelly 
flogged,  and  then  "thrust 
into  the  inner  prison"  and 
there  had  their  feet  fastened 
in  cruel  stocks.  The  jailer 
had  his  strict  orders — to  keep 
them  safe,  "or  else — ."  He  was 
taking  no  chances  of  losing 
his  life,  even  if  his  precau- 
tions were  a  bit  cruel  and 
uncomfortable  to  the  prison- 
ers. 

No  doubt  the  jailer  spent 
an    uncomfortable    evening, 
fearing    lest    the    important 
prisoners  escape.    But  what 
about    Paul  and    Silas    them- 
selves? What  were  they  doing 
down  there?    Someone  has  im- 
agined this  conversation  taking 
place  between  them — though  of 
course  we  know  it  did  not: 

Silas:  "Paul,  I  do  wish  you 
would  not  have  these  visions. 
Just  look  at  the  trouble  we  are 
in — my  back  is  so  sore,  and  don't 
your  feet  feel  uncomfortable  in 
those  stocks?  It  would  have 
been  much  better  if  we  had 
stayed  at  Troas!" 

But  if  we  had  been  there,  lis- 
tening, we  should  have  heard 
no  words  of  complaint  like 
these.  Instead,  we  should  have 
heard  them  praying  and  prais- 
ing— singing  a  duet  at  mid- 
night! 

How  could  they  do  it? 

It's  a  very  natural  question. 
We'd  hardly  expect  two  prison- 
ers in  a  modern  jail  to  have  a 
prayer  service,  or  sing  of  their 
surroundings,  sufferings,  inno- 
cent imprisonment,  and  what 
they  did  about  it.  Chances  are, 
we'll    feel    somewhat    ashamed 


of  our  own  murmuring  and  complain- 
ing in  a  situation  possibly  much  less 
severe  than  theirs. 

Paul  and  Silas  must  have  sung  a 
wonderful  duet  that  night.  No  doubt 
the  joy  of  their  hearts  could  be  heard 
in  their  singing  voices.  They  sang 
loudly — but  I  believe  they  sang  well. 
We  are  told  that  "the  prisoners  heard 
them."  Their  song  blessed  not  only 
their  own  hearts,  but  reached  others 
too.  Possibly  there  wasn't  another 
Christian  in  the  jail,  and  maybe  the 
other  prisoners  thought  "those  two  in 
the  dungeon"  were  crazy.  But  they 
listened  to  the  song — the  midnight 
duet! 


'When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 


INTHEGRIPOFGOD 
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Which  makes  us  note  the  fact  that 
the  world  will  nearly  always  listen  to 
such  songs — the  songs  which  come 
from  joy-filled,  godly  hearts  .  .  .  espe- 
cially when  they  are  "midnight  songs." 
The  world  is  mightily  impressed  by  a 
Christian  life  which  "sings  at  mid- 
night," when  things  are  dark,  when 
visible  help  is  lacking,  when  hope 
seems  absent. 

Of  course,  we  do  not  refer  to  actual- 
ly singing  at  midnight: — that  might 
get  us  into  trouble  right  at  home!  But 
there  are  other  ways  by  which  a  Chris- 
tian can  "sing" — even  at  midnight. 

But  unless  there  is  a  song  in  our 
hearts,  we  shall  not  be  able  to  "sing" 
effectively  or  convincingly. 
And  God  must  put  that 'song 
into  our  hearts.  Only  He  can 
do  it.  He  can  give  "grace  and 
glory" — and  joy.  To  have  it, 
we  must  practice  obedience, 
always.  Our  fellowship  must 
be  zealously  guarded — and 
anything  which  would  break 
-or  mar  that  fellowship  with 
the  Lord  ruthlessly  put  aside, 
destroyed.  Then,  no  matter 
what  our  circumstances  or 
our  apparent  danger,  we 
shall  know  that  we  are 
where  God  wants  us.  And, 
knowing  this,  we  shall  be 
joyful;  we  shall  be  able  to 
"sing"  praises  in  some  way 
unto  our  God,  our  Deliverer, 
the  Captain  of  our  salva- 
tion! 

The  secular  poet,  whose 
name  I  do  not  know,  has  ex- 
pressed the  idea  in  a  man- 
ner: 

"It's    easy    to   be    happy,    and    joyful 

and   gay, 

When   life   goes   along   like   a   song; 

But  the  man  worth  while,  is  the  man 

who   can   smile 

When  everything  goes  dead  wrong." 


LORD,  HOLD  MY  HAND! 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

So   many  things  I  cannot  understand; 

The  darkness  presses  in  upon  my  heart 

Until  the  walls  are  almost  rent  apart. 

I  see  no  way  through  this  unlighted  land — 

Lord,    hold    my   hand! 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

Then  can  I  brave  the  desert's  blistered  sand, 

Or  tread  a  steeper  path,  mile  after  mile, 

Nor  faint,  nor  murmur,  Master  dear,  the  while 

Thou,  who  before  this  same  long  way  hast  spanned, 

Dost  hold  my  hand. 

Lord,  hold  my  hand! 

There's  strength  in  touching  Thee;  faith  to  expand 
My  shrinking  courage;  there  is  light,  and  peace; 
And  power  that  makes  grief's  raging  torrents  cease 
Their   lapping   at  the   soul — oh,   closer   stand, 
And  tighter  hold  my  hand! 


Dear   Savior,  hold   my  hand! 

So  shall  I  love  and  trust  Thine  each  command, 

And  leave  the  choice  of  all  my  ways  with  Thee, 

Till   I  shall  reach  that  bright  Eternity, 

Oh,  lest  I  miss  the  way  that  Thou  hast  planned, 

Lord,  hold  my  hand! 

— Virgie  Mae  Webber  in  Alliance  Weekly. 


"JUST  FOR  TODAY" 

"/  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto 
the  hills,  from  whence  cometh 
my  help.  My  help  cometh  from 
the  Lord,  which  made  heaven 
and  earth"  (Ps.  121:1,  2). 

"Each  of  us  may  be  sure  that 
if  God  sends  us  on  stony  paths 
that  He  will  provide  us  with 
strong  shoes,  and  will  not  send 
us  out  on  any  journey  for  which 
He  does  not  equip  us  well,"  is  a 
quotation  in  one  of  my  letters, 
which  agrees  to  Deut.  33:25. 
"Thy  shoes  shall  be  iron  and 
brass;  and  as  thy  days,  so  shall 
thy  strength  be." 

"God    has    not    promised    skies   ever   blue, 
Flower-strewn      pathways,     always,      for 

you; 
Joy  without  sorrow,  peace  without  pain; 
But    He    hath    promised    strength    from 

above, 
Unfailing    sympathy,    undying    love." 

A    young    mother    remarks: 
"My  days  are  so  full,  I  could  not 
possibly     get     through     them 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


A  Morning  Reflection 

It  is  the  quiet  morning  hour  and  I 
am  alone  in  my  room.  How  shall  I  be- 
gin the  day? 

I  may  lift  my  soul  to  God  in  prayer, 
qv  reflecting  on  His  Word  and  try- 
ing to  find  His  will  for  me  this  day, 
I  may  be  blessed  with  a  new  birth 
of  purpose  and  strength  and  courage 
that  will  glorify  the  new  day's  tasks. 
Shall  I  do  it?  Or  will  life  open  for  me 
today  no  larger  than  it  was  yesterday? 
Shall  I  plod  on  in  the  same  beaten 
oath,  with  no  new  prospects  to 
brighten  the  dull  way?  Shall  I  resume 
the  old  round  of  duties  in  the  same 
monotonous  way  and  find  no  broader 
outlook  than  before,  no  greater  pow- 
er to  comprehend  and  appreciate  and 
use  the  gifts  the  new  day  brings? 

Shall  not  each  new  morning  bring 
me  a  new  birth?  "Every  day  is  a  fresh 
beginning.  Every  morn  is  the  earth 
made  new."  Today's  world  is  not  the 
world  of  yesterday.  May  I  not  discover 
in  myself  some  new  reserve  of  pow- 
er that  shall  make  me  equal  to  the 
greater  task,  the  larger  opportunity 
that  faces  me? 

Lord,  help  me  to  submit  myself  to 
the  holy  influence  of  the  "Teacher 
sent  from  God,"  who  assures  me  of 
the  new  and  fuller  life  upon  whose 
border  I  stand,  and  bids  me  share  it 
with  Him.  With  the  dawn  of  each  new 
day,  I  would  be  "born  anew,"  "born 
from  above."  Only  thus  can  life  deep- 
en and  broaden  and  rise  into  such 
perfection  as  will  stamp  indelibly  up- 
on my  soul  the  unmistakable  image 
of  the  divine. 

The  Evil  Day 

Amos  6:3 

"Preacher,  talk  to  my  boy  about 
drinking,"  said  an  anxious  father.  "He 
came  home  last  night  and  fell  sprawl- 
ing on  the  floor,  too  drunk  to  get  up. 
His  mother  cried  the  rest  of  the  night; 
in  fact,  she  has  been  crying  ever 
since  " 

"Why  don't  you  yourself  talk  to  your 
own  boy  and  urge  him  to  give  up 
drink?"  the  preacher  questioned. 

"Preacher,  I  can't  talk  to  my  son 
about  it  because  I  am  to  blame.  I 
wanted  him  to  be  a  man  and  I  thought 
it  wouldn't  harm  him  to  drink.  When 
I  gave  him  his  first  glass  of  liquor 
I  didn't  dream  that  he'd  ever  become 
a  drunkard.  Please  speak  to  my  boy. 
I  can't  talk  to  him." 

The  anguish  in  that  father's  voice 
told  him  how  he  now  repented  for 
that  social  glass  of  liquor;  the  one 
glass  had  set  on  fire  an  appetite  that 
was  now  destroying  his  son's  man- 
hood. 

Decisive  Action 

Romans  14:21 
Joe  Tracy  was  a  strong,  healthy 
country  boy  whose  small  brother, 
John,  was  his  constant  shadow.  One 
afternoon,  as  Joe  started  for  the  cows, 
he  decided  on  a  new  route  by  way  of 
a  deep  ravine.  He  knew  he  could  easily 
make  this  broad  jump  and  doing  so 
would  shorten  the  distance  con- 
siderably. On  his  way,  however,  he 


discovered  little  John  trudging  after 
him.  John  could  never  jump  the 
ravine,  but  Joe  knew  if  he,  himself, 
did,  the  little  brother  would  try  it,  too. 
This  would  mean  an  accident — 
probably  a  serious  one — for  John.  Joe 
didn't  hesitate  in  his  decision:  quickly 
he  turned.  He  would  take  no  chance 
on  the  safety  of  his  younger  brother. 

Perfectly  Free 

1  Peter  2:11,12 
There  is  an  amusing  story  of  the 
early  days  of  the  Russian  revolution. 
After  the  Czar  had  abdicated,  a  stout 
old  woman  was  seen  walking  leisurely 
down  the  middle  of  one  of  the  busiest 
streets  in  Petrograd,  at  no  small  peril 
to  herself,  and  to  the  great  confusion 
of  traffic.  An  official  pointed  out  to 
her  that  there  was  a  sidewalk  for  pe- 
destrians and  that  the  streets  were 
for  wagons  and  automobiles.  But  she 
was  not  to  be  convinced.  "I'm  going  to 
walk  just  where  I  like,"  she  said. 
"We've  got  liberty  now."  When  we 
assert  our  right  to  "do  as  we  like,"  we 
are  as  thoughtless  as  that  old  woman. 
Freedom  is  not  a  question  of  our  doing 
as  we  like;  it  is  rather  a  question  of 
our  doing  as  we  ought. 

God's  -Mercy 

A  beautiful  ancient  Jewish  story 
tells  that  when  God  was  about  to 
create  man  He  took  into  His  coun- 
sel the  aneels  that  stood  about  His 
throne.  "Create  him  not,"  said 
the  Angel  of  Justice,  "for  if  thou 
dost,  he  will  commit  all  kinds  of 
wickedness  against  his  fellow 
men;  he  will  be  hard,  and  cruel, 
and  dishonest,  and  unrighteous." 
"Create  him  not,"  said  the  Angel 
of  Truth,  "for  he  will  be  false  and 
deceitful  to  his  brother  man,  and  even 
to  thee."  "Create  him  not,"  said  the 
Angel  of  Holiness;  "he  will  follow  that 
which  is  impure  in  thy  sight,  and  dis- 
honor thee  to  thy  face." 

Then  stepped  forward  the  Angel 
of  Mercy  and  said:  "Create  him,  O 
our  heavenly  Father,  for  when  he 
sins  and  turns  from  the  path  of  right 
and  truth  and  holiness,  I  will  take 
him  tenderly -by  the  hand,  and  speak 
loving  words  to  him,  and  then  lead 
him  back  to  thee."  And  God  created 
man. — Tarbell's   Teachers'   Guide. 

A  Life  Investment 

1  Corinthians  6:20 
Shortly  before  Dr.  John  E.  Williams 
met  his  death  at  the  hands  of  a 
Chinese  soldier  at  Nanking,  on  March 
24,  1927,  he  was  asked  by  his  wife,  as 
they  stood  one  evening  looking  at  the 
lights  of  Nanking  University,  to  which 
he  had  given  so  many  years  of  mis- 
sionary service,  "Jack,  if  you  had 
known  all  you  know  tonight,  would 
you  do  it  over  again?"  Quickly  was 
his  answer,  "Yes,  a  hundred  times 
over!  Where  else  could  I  have  invested 
my  life  in  a  way  that  would  have 
brought  me  such  large  returns?" 

Rejected 

A  young  man  in  India  received  a 
letter  from  his  father  in  England  but 


he  refused  to  read  it,  as  it  contained 
no  money.  About  a  year  afterward  he 
was  ill,  and  while  lying  helpless  in  a 
hospital  he  was  led  to  read  that  letter. 
It  told  him  that  his  father  had  pur- 
chased an  estate  for  him,  had  sent  out 
the  money  to  bring  him  home,  and  had 
affectionately  begged  him  to  return. 
But,  alas!  it  was  too  late.  So  it  is  with 
men  who  neglect  God's  invitations  and 
discard  His  word  of  divine  truth. 

The   True  Way 

Dan  Crawford  once  wrote  of  a  native 
guide  who  was  leading  him  along  a 
new  trail  one  day.  Being  somewhat 
dubious  of  the  direction,  he  asked  his 
proud  guide  just  where  they  were 
going.  "The  way?"  smiled  the  native. 
"You  want  to  know  the  way?  I  am 
the  way!"  pointing  proudly  to  his 
breast,  where  the  hidden  knowledge 
was  locked  urj.  Says  Crawford,  "I  took 
my  text  from  that,  sat  down  with  him 
in  the  forest  on  a  fallen  tree,  and  told 
him  of  the  Blessed  One  who  could 
truly  say,  'I  am  the  Way.' " 

"He  Loves  You  Too  Much" 

An  atheist,  blaspheming  in  a  certain 
market  place,  challenged  God  to  show 
His  power  by  striking  him  dead  within 
five  minutes.  The  five  minutes  elapsed, 
and  following  the  tense  delay,  the  man 
spoke  to  his  audience,  saying,  "What 
did  I  tell  you?"  An  old  lady  standing 
by  said,  "Sir,  have  you  any  children?" 
"Yes,"  replied  the  man.  "Why?" 
"Well,"  said  the  lady,  "if  one  of  your 
children  handed  you  a  knife  and  said, 
'Kill  me,  Daddy,'  would  you  do  it?" 
"Why,  no,"  replied  the  astonished 
man,  "I  love  them  too  much."  "That 
is  exactly  why  God  did  not  strike  you 
dead,"  said  the  lady,  "He  loves  you 
too  much." 

And  She  Was  Comforted 

Isaiah  40:11 
Little  Mary  was  tired  and  fretful,  so 
her  mother  took  her  up  and  held  her 
close  and  lovingly.  Presently  the  child 
was  rested  but  the  mother  herself  was 
weary.  A  great  sorrow  had  come  to 
her;  the  earth  was  still  fresh  above  the 
dear  mother  who  had  held  her  when 
she  was  a  little  girl,  and  to  whom  she 
had  gone  in  later  life  with  all  her 
cares  and  troubles.  Her  sieh  roused  the 
child,  and  Mary  said,  "Mother,  don't 
you  want  to  be  held?"  In  spite  of  her- 
self, the  tears  came  to  the  mother's 
eyes  as  her  little  daughter,  patting 
her  cheek,  and  thinking  of  words  with 
which  to  comfort,  whispered  at  last, 
"Mother,  God  will  hold  you,  won't 
He?" 

They   Repented 

Matthew  21:29 

There  is  an  account  that  John  Bun- 
yan  once  declared,  with  an  oath  so 
horrid  that  even  the  abandoned 
people  in  the  street  tried  to  silence 
him,  that  he  would  not  go  into  the 
kingdom  of  God.  Yet,  in  a  little  while 
he  dreamed  a  dream  of  heaven  so 
sweet  that  the  mere  recital  of  it  en- 
chanted all  Christendom. 

Mr.  Madden  went  to  scoff  at  John 
Wesley  while  he  preached,  and  the 
mere  announcement  of  the  text,  "Pre- 
pare to  meet  thy  God,"  converted 
him. 


April,  1944 
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What  Must  I  Do  To  Be  Saved?  Z 


By 
ames  L. 


Slay 


NOTE:  A  number  of  people  have  written  in  asking  for  the  address  of  the 
disappointed  soldier  whose  letter  was  in  the  February  issue,  on  Father's  and 
Mother's  Page,  so  that  they  might  write  and  tell  him  how  to  get  saved.  I  have 
asked  Brother  J.  L.  Slay,  Jr..  pastor  of  the  North  Cleveland  Church  of  God, 
to  send  a  message  to  all  the  disappointed  soldiers,  for  I  am  sure  there  are  many. 
— Editor. 


There  are  many  varied  ideas  as  to 
just  what  one  must  do  to  be  saved. 
Because  of  this  fact,  many  are  grop- 
ing in  the  darkness  of  unbelief  and  as 
yet  do  not  know  the  joy  of  full  salva- 
tion. After  all,  it  does  not.  matter  so 
much  how  you  get  saved,  but  it  is  of 
prime  importance  that  you  do  get 
saved.  There  are  so  many  arguments 
today  about  what  one  must  do  to  be 
saved  until  we  have  neglected  the 
preaching  of  Christ  and  the  ministry 
of  winning  souls  to  Him. 

It  is  not  here  our  purpose  to  enter 
into  a  theological  discussion  on  the 
profundities  of  salvation.  That  be- 
ing saved  is  a  profound  work  and  ex- 
perience, we  cannot  deny.  However, 
when  a  man  is  in  agony  of  soul  and 
is  reaching  out  for  something  stable, 
he  has  time  for  nothing  save  the  sim- 
ple childlike  faith  that  always  gets 
results. 

Before  you  are  saved  there  must 
arise  in  your  soul  the  realization  that 
you  are  lost.  I  would  say,  at  the  out- 
set, that  this  is  the  most  important 
factor  in  the  salvation  of  any  indi- 
vidual. One  who  has  reached  tne  con- 
clusion that  his  soul  is  lost  is  well  on 
the  way  to  victory.  We  who  preach 
the  gospel  do  not  find  it  so  very  hard 
to  get  men  to  believe,  once  we  get 
them  to  see  their  need  of  being 
saved.  There  are  many  who  will  read 
this  article  who  know  all  about  the 
work  of  Jesus,  yet  you  do  not  see  your 
need  for  salvation.  This  is  why  we 
have  the  blessed  ministry  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  It  is  His  job  to  show  you  your 
need.  Oh!  that  God  would  work- 
work  in  any  way  to  show  men  and 
women  their  utter  helplessness  in 
this  complex  world.  Once  a  person 
finds  out  that  he  is  lost,  he  will  begin 
to  seek  for  deliverance. 

The  first  thing  to  remember  in 
seeking  deliverance  is  the  fact  that 
most  of  the  work  involving  your  com- 
plete redemption  took  place  on  Cal- 
vary. Jesus  tasted  death  for  every 
man,  Heb.  2:9.  In  other  words,  be- 
fore you  were  born  God  foresaw  your 
need  and  provided  for  that  need  in 
Jesus.  In  James  2:8,  9  we  are  told  that 
a  man  is  not  saved  by  works,  "For  by 
grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith,  and 
that  not  of  yourself:  it  is  the  gift  cf 
God."  The  salvation  of  every  crea- 
ture was  wrought  by  the  death  of 
Jesus.  It  is  your  job  to  believe  this. 

Let  us  for  a  moment  consider  the 
facts  surrounding  the  conversion  of 
the  Philippian  jailer.  He  it  was  spoke 
the  words  of  our  text.  It  would  be 
impossible  to  set  a  pattern  of  occur- 
rences that  would  and  should  tran- 
spire at  the  conversion  of  every  one. 
We  are  safe  in  saying,  however,  that 
there  are  the  same  important  elements 
of  conviction,  repentance,  surrender 
and  belief  present  in  every  genuine 
conversion. 

This  jailer  was  a  pagan.  He  did  not 


know  even  the  elementary  things  in- 
volving personal  salvation.  What  was 
it  then  that  convicted  him  of  his  sins? 
Briefly  and  yet  conclusively,  we  can 
say  that  it  was  the  power  of  God. 
Jesus  in  John  6:44  said,  "No  man  can 
come  to  me,  except  the  Father  which 
hath  sent  me  draw  him."  Therefore 
it  was  God  in  His  power,  manifested 
in  an  earthquake,  that  stirred  this 
man's  heart.  No,  God  does  not  always 
use  an  earthquake.  Sometimes  He 
speaks  gently.  We  can  say  this 
though,  that  no  man  is  convicted  of 
his  sins  save  by  the  work  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Personality  and  persuasion  will 
not  bring  the  conviction  that  can  and 
will  come  from  God. 

After  the  mighty  demonstration  of 
God's  might  the  jailer  did  not  know 
just  what  to  do.  At  first  he  thought 
the  earthquake  had  caused  all  of  Irs 
prisoners  to  escape.  This  caused  him 
to  draw  his  sword  and  prepare  to  kill 
himself,  but  Paul  intervened  and  said, 
"Do  thyself  no  harm:  for  we  are  all 
here."  This  gesture  of  friendliness 
from  a  supposed  enemy,  coupled  with 
the  other  great  manifestation,  com- 
pletely overcame  the  heathen  and  he 
had  a  complete  change  of  mind  re- 
garding this  man  Paul,  and  what  he 
taught.   He,   therefore,   "called   for   a 


ngnt  ana  came  tremDimg  ana  ien 
down  before  Paul  and  Silas."  Re- 
pentance, in  the  strictest  sense  of  the 
word,  means  a  change  of  mind  or  at- 
titude toward  the  things  of  God.  Tnis 
man  surely  changed  his  mind,  as  was 
evidenced  by  his  surrender. 

Please  notice  the  utter  abandon- 
ment of  this  stern  and  calloused 
jailer.  See  him  kneeling  as  a  suppliant 
before  Paul  and  Silas.  Surely  such 
surrender  as  this  will  touch  even  the 
heart  of  God.  So  many  become  con- 
victed and  even  have  a  measure  of  re- 
pentance (see  2  Cor.  7:10)  but  do  not 
have  enough  conviction  or  true  re- 
pentance to  make  the  full  surrender. 
There  must  of  necessity  be  a  full  sur- 
render to  God's  will  before  complete 
salvation  can  come. 

After  the  surrender  Paul  and  Silas 
told  the  jailer  that  he  must  "Believe 
on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ"  before  he 
was  saved.  Please  notice  that  he  was 
enjoined  to  believe  only  after  he  had 
been  convicted,  repented  and  sur- 
rendered. Too  many  are  told  to  be- 
lieve before  they  are  ever  convicted. 
This  causes  them  to  mentally  assent 
to  something  that  they  do  not  fully 
accept  from  their  hearts.  Someone  has 
said  that  a  man  convinced  against 
his  will  is  of  the  same  opinion  still. 
Those  who  are  genuinely  converted 
are  really  sold  on  the  idea  by  God  be- 
fore they  are  made  to  believe. 

Here  you  have  briefly  outlined  some 
of  the  pertinent  facts  concerning  sal- 
vation. There  is  much  that  could  be 
written  about  this  great  phenomena, 
but  we  trust  that  the  above  will  suf- 
fice in  enabling  the  earnest  seeker 
to  find  salvation. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


M  Saster  blessing 


The  afternoon  before  Easter,  a 
bright,  mild,  April  afternoon,  was 
drawing  toward  a  close,  when  a  car- 
riage drew  up  at  the  curb  of  the 
stone  church  on  the  corner. 

As  it  did  so  one  and  another  of  the 
the  passers-by  glanced  toward  it,  and 
then  paused  for  a  longer  look.  This 
was  not  for  the  sad-faced  lady  in 
black  who  sat  alone  inside;  sorrow- 
ful faces  and  signs  of  mourning  are 
far  too  common  to  attract  special 
notice.  It  was  the  wealth  of  golden- 
hearted,  snowy  lilies  that  filled  every 
inch  of  the  carriage,  and  pressed 
against  the  windows,  and  rested 
against  the  crepe  veil  and  pale  cheek 
of  its  occupant,  that  caught  the  in- 
terest and  brought  a  fresh  bright- 
ness to  more  than  one  f?ce. 

Mr.  Marvin,  the  nr  aster  of  the 
church,  saw  the  carr'-  ie  drive  up;  in 
fact,  he  had  been  waiching  for  sight 
of  it,  and  hastened  out  from  his  home 
next  door.  Mrs.  Field  was  a  lover  of 
flowers,  and  one  rarely  successful  in 
their  culture.  Through  the  habit  of 
years  it  had  become  the  custom  for 
her  to  furnish  the  Easter  decorations 
for  the  church.  But  Mr.  Marvin  had 
wondered  if  she  would  this  year,  and, 
fearing  to  put  the  question,  had  re- 
solved to  wait  for  her  till  the  last 
possible  moment. 

"I  have  brought  the  lilies,  Mr. 
Marvin,"  she  said,  as  she  stood  beside 
him.  "I  do  not  see  how  a  flower  can 
blossom  in  my  house  now  that  its 
sunshine  has  gone  out  of  it,  but  I 
guess  flowers  are  without  hearts. 

"I  am  a  little  late,  for  I  hesitated 
whether  to  bring  them.  At  first  it 
seemed  almost  wrong,  for  how  can 
they  lift  upward  the  thoughts  and 
hearts  of  the  people,  when  there  is  no 
joy  or  Easter  spirit  behind  the  gift; 
but  Mabel  so  loved  to  have  me  bring 
them.  Only  last  Easter  she  watched 
so  eagerly  the  opening  of  every 
bud."  Her  voice  broke  over  the  last 
words. 

"I  know,"  said  Rev.  Marvin, 
softly,  as  he  lifted  the  plants  and 
walked  beside  her  up  the  aisle,  "last 
Easter  you  had  a  dear  earth-child; 
this  Easter  a  heaven-child  is  yours." 

"But  I  don't  want  an  angel  in 
heaven;  I  want  my  child  here  in  my 
arms."  And  then,  with  a  motion  of 
the  hand,  as  though  putting  the  sub- 
ject away,  she  began  to  arrange  the 
flowers,  and  in  a  little  while,  behind 
a  bank  of  ferny  green,  the  tall  and 
stately  lilies  stood  in  a  line  of  radiant 
bloom  around  the  pulpit  platform.  • 

"There,"  she  said,  giving  a  last 
touch  to  a  great  cluster,  "I  think  that 
will  do." 

"What  a  gift  you  have  for  always 
putting  a  flower  into  its  right  place," 
said  Mrs.  Marvin,  who  had  come  in  a 
little  after  her  husband,  and  stood 
watching  Mrs.  Field.  "And  such  tall 
and  perfect  lilies  it  seems  to  me  I 
never  saw!" 

Mrs.  Field  had  seated  herself  in  a 
pew  and  was  giving  the  whole  effect 
a  critical  survey,  when  all  at  once  two 
dimpled  hands  parted  the  lily-blooms, 
and  a  child's  face  on  a  level  with  them 
looked    through.    A    flower-like    little 


face  it  was,  hardly  less  fair  than  the 
lilies,  with  golden  hair  that  looked  as 
though  it  might  have  been  spun  from 
their  hearts 

"Be  these  the  little  lilies  that  Jesus 
loved?"  lisped  a  sweet  voice,  as  a 
pair  of  questioning  blue  eyes  looked 
down  at  them.  "Mamma  said  Jesus 
loves  lilies,  and  He  would  love  me 
'cause  I  was  a  lily  too." 

At  the  appearance  of  the  child  Mrs. 
Field  had  started  up  in  evident  fear 
of  injury  to  the  flowers.  "Do  not  be 
alarmed,"  Mrs.  Marvin  hastened  to 
say,  "she  will  not  hurt  them.  I  never 
saw  a  child  who  loved  flowers  so 
much."  But  a  change  had  come 
quickly  over  the  child's  face.  The  rose- 
leaf  mouth  had  a  pitiful  droop,  tears 
filled  the  large,  blue  eyes,  as  looking 
from  one  to  another  she  added,  "I 
want  my  mamma.  Won't  Jesus  ever 
give  her  back  to  me?" 

"Whose  child  it  that?"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Field.  "How  came  she  here?  I 
never  saw  her  before." 

"She  is  Lily  Ward,"  answered  Rev. 
Marvin.  "Her  mother,  a  young  widow 
without  relatives,  died  last  week.  I  had 
visited  her  several  times  during  her 
sickness  and  attended  her  funeral. 
It  seems  her  illness  had  taken  all  she 
had,  for  day  before  yesterday  the  bell 
rang,  and  there  at  the  door  stood  little 
Lily.  The  woman  where  she  lived  had 
sent  her  to  me  with  a  message  that 
she  could  help  no  longer,  and  we 
must  take  care  of  her." 

"And,"  said  Mrs.  Marvin,  taking  up 
the  story,  "she  is  such  a  dear  little 
girl,  and  has  been  so  carefully 
trained,  that  Mr.  Marvin  and  I  de- 
cided to  keep  her  a  little  while  to  see 
if  a  home  would  not  open  for  her 
so  that  we  need  not  send  her  to  the 
orphanage." 

The  dainty  little  face,  between  the 
parted  lilies,  had  carried  no  appeal 
to  Mrs.  Field.  She  had  seen  beautiful 
children  by  the  score  without  the  stir- 
ring of  a  heart-chord.  To  the  sugges- 


tion often  made  to  her  tnat  sne  case 
some  friendless  little  one  into  the 
vacancy  of  her  home  and  heart,  she 
had  turned  an  unresponsive  ear. 

"No  one,"  had  been  her  answer, 
"could  or  ever  should  come  into 
Mabel's  place."  But  the  cry  of  the  lit- 
tle voice,  its  longing  for  one  who 
should  come  no  more,  was  something 
she  had  felt  so  often  and  keenly  that 
tears  of  sympathy  sprang  to  her  own 
eyes  at  the  sound.  But  Mrs.  Field  was 
not  a  woman  of  impulse.  She  did  not 
answer,  "My  dear,  I  will  be  a  mother 
to  you."  In  her  own  mind  she  did 
not  go  beyond  the  wish  to  give  pres- 
ent comfort.  And,  turning  to  the 
minister's  wife,  she  said,  "Mrs.  Marvin, 
with  your  own  flock  this  is  too  much; 
I  will  take  the  little  one  home  with 
me  and  try  to  make  her  happy  for  a 
few  days,  till  you  have  time  to  see 
what  can  be  done  for  her." 

The  minister  and  his  wife  elanced 
at  each  other.  "And  to  think,"  she 
exclaimed,  when  they  were  by  them- 
selves, "it  was  the  very  thing  we  were 
wishing  for,  but  dared  not  mention;  a 
wisdom  above  our  own  has  surely 
brought  it  all  about." 

So  Mrs.  Field  drove  away  with  the 
little  head  resting  against  her  shoul- 
der. "Poor  little  Lily,"  she  whispered, 
as  she  kissed  the  white  forehead,  "my 
hair  is  gray  and  yours  is  baby  gold, 
but  our  hearts  both  know  the  measure 
of  their  grief." 

Another  Easter  was  at  hand,  and 
again  Mrs.  Field's  flower-laden  car- 
riage drew  up  at  the  old  stone  church. 
This  time  a  child  sat  by  her  side,  and 
she  followed  her  into  the  church  with 
a  great  sheaf  of  the  lilies  clasped  in 
her  arms. 

"Here  are  the  flowers,"  was  the 
cheerful  greeting,  as  Rev.  Marvin 
came  to  meet  her.  "I  never  had  them 
finer;  but,"  and  she  drew  the  child 
closer  to  her,  "the  dearest  Lily  of  them 
all  is  the  one  I  found  here  last  Easter, 
and  who  taught  me  that  the  true 
Easter  spirit  is  gained,  not  by  shutting 
the  heart  over  its  own  sorrow,  but  in 
opening  it  to  comfort  that  of 
another." — Christian  Intelligencer. 


H!S  CROSS— MY  CROSS 


By  George  W.  Wiseman 

His  cross  was  heavy,  awkward,  large, 

So  very  plain; 
Designed  to  cause    the    utmost  sense 

Of  human  pain. 

My  cross  is  made  of  yellow  gold, 

A  pretty   thing; 
I  wear  it,  yet  it  has  no  weight 

Or  painful  sting. 

His  cross    bloomed    from    the    blood- 
sweat 

Of  Gethsemane, 
And  bore  salvation  through  the  heat 

Of  Calvary. 

My  cross  has  never  felt  the  drip 

Of  blood  and  sweat, 
And  not  through  choice  or  force  has  it 

And  Calvary  met. 

His  cross  still  sheds  upon  the  world 

A  deathless  glow; 
My  cross  just  dangles  from  a  chain, 

Exposed  for  show. 


April,  1944 
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CHRISTMAS  IN  CUBA 

The  curtain  is  falling  on  our  first 
Christmas  season  in  Cuba.  You  friends 
at  home,  as  well  as  dear  friends  here, 
have  made  it  a  very  happy  time  for 
us.  We  have  enjoyed  it  most  of  all  be- 
cause the  Prince  of  Peace  is  reigning 
in  our  hearts,  but  on  the  other  hand, 
how  heavily  burdened  our  hearts  have 
been  made  by  seeing  how  very  few 
people  really  celebrate  this  season 
with  the  true  spirit  of  Christmas  and 
in  the  way  which  would  please  the 
Christ-Child  Himself. 

As  far  as  Christmas  customs  are 
concerned,  there  is  a  mixture  here  of 
American  and  Spanish  traditions,  for 
in  most  of  the  stores,  and  as  many 
homes  as  can  afford  them,  there  are 
heavily-decorated  Christmas  trees 
(artificial)  with  pictures  of  Santa 
Claus,  and  even  in  one  store  a  real 
Santa  Claus,  as  the  children  say. 
These  children  do  not  expect  gifts  on 
Christmas  day.  Their  gift-day  is  Jan- 
uary 6.  Neither  do  they  think  that 
Santa  Claus  brings  their  gifts,  but 
rather  hold  to  the  tradition  that 
during  the  night  of  January  5  the 
three  Wise  Men  pass  on  their  camels 
and  leave  presents  for  all  the  good 
children!  So  before  retiring  (early  of 
course,  as  the  American  children  on 
Christmas  Eve)  the  children  place 
their  shoes,  a  box,  a  basket  or  a  chair 
near  a  front  window,  and  in  it  they 
put  corn  and  even  water  for  the 
camels.  Early  the  next  morning  when 
they  run  to  the  window  they  find  the 
corn  and  water  gone  and  their  jys 
and  gifts  instead! 

Last  evening,  January  5,  the  stree  s 
were  full  of  busy,  last-minute  shop- 
pers. It  was  very  difficult  to  push 
one's  way  through  the  crowded  stores, 
and  even  the  streets  are  almost  im- 
passable at  places  where  men  have 
handmade  toys  of  all  descriptions  dis- 
played on  the  sidewalks  and  streets. 
As  we  returned  from  our  mission 
across  town  last  night,  the  shops 
were  still  open  and  many  remained 
open  until  midnight!  As  we  came 
through  the  main  street  of  town  in 
the  streetcar,  how  we  longed  for  all 
of  you  to  see  that  jostling  crowd  that 
absolutely  filled  both  the  sidewalks 
and  the  street,  talking,  laughing, 
whistling,  ringing  bells  and  blowing 
whistles.  There  were  no  cars,  only 
people,  a  veritable  sea  of  people,  and 
the  streetcar  moved  through  that 
crowd,  or  rather  crept  through  it,  at 
a  much  slower  pace  than  our  gait 
when  we  go  for  a  stroll  and  even  then 
moved  only  when  the  crowd  parted, 
inch  by  inch,  to  let  it  through.  So  this 
is  the  Cuban  children's  Christmas 
Day! 

There  is  also  a  big  celebration  on 
Christmas  Eve,  December  24.  It  is  the 
custom  to  have  family  reunions  for 
this  occasion  with  a  big  feast  at  mid- 
night, which  is  the  hour  they  consider 
as  Christ's  birth.  As  you  know,  the 
atmosphere  is  Catholic  here.  Nearly 
everyone  goes  to  midnight  mass  and 
then  returns  home  for  the  Noche 
Buena  feast  ("Noche  Buena"  means 
the  Good  Night  or  Holy  Night) .  There 
are  dozens  of  special  plates  of  food 


for  this  festive  occasion,  but  the  most 
popular  one  is  roast  pig  (whole) .  So 
for  a  day  or  two  before  Noche  Buena 
we  heard  pigs  squealing  through  the 
streets  being  carried  to  the  butcher! 
There  are  many  little  sandwich  carts 
on  the  streets  and  every  one  had  its 
whole  roast  pig,  head  and  all,  and 
the  people  who  could  not  afford  to 
buy  a  whole  pig  and  roast  it  could  go 
and  buy  from  these  carts,  choosing  the 
slices  from  the  part  they  liked  best, 
while  the  pig  himself  seemed  almost  to 
wiggle  his  greasy  ear  and  smile  com- 
placently at  his  carvers!  Really  we 
were  surprised  the  next  day  to  find  a 
live  pig,  so  many  had  been  served  for 
Noche  Buena  feast!  At  all  the  family 
tables,  Protestant  and  Catholic  alike, 
wine  and  beer  were  served — to  digest 
the  pork,  they  say! 

At  this  time  we  saw  the  most 
drunkenness  we've  ever  seen  there. 
One  man  asked  a  friend,  whom  he  had 
never  seen  drinking  before,  why  he 
got  drunk  on  Noche  Buena  and  he 
answered,  "Well,  don't  you  know 
this  is  the  time  decent  people  get 
drunk?"  One  man  and  his  wife,  re- 
cently converted  here,  said  it  was  the 
first  Christmas  that  they  had  not  had 
wine  in  their  house  and  they  were 
very  happy  that  they  could  celebrate 
this,  our  first  Christmas  here,  in  the 
way  Christ  would  be  pleased,  for  they 
said  if  we  had  not  come  they  would 

soeosoeosoeeoscooosoaosososo 

Has  God  Called  You? 

The  Church  of  God  is  in  need  of 
missionaries  for  work  in  the  foreign 
field,  both  for  present  and  future  work. 
We  believe  there  will  be  many  open 
doors  after  the  war  and  we  have  more 
calls  now  than  we  can  fill.  We  need 
Spirit-filled,  God-called,  consecrated, 
talented  men  and  women  who  have 
prepared  themselves  educationally 
for  the  great  task  of  going  into  all  the 
world  and  preaching  the  gospel  to 
every  creature. 

This  does  not  mean  that  you  will 
have  to  have  a  Ph.  D.  degree  in  order 
to  go  as  a  missionary,  but  you  will 
certainly  need,  at  least,  the  call  of  God 
and  a  reasonable  knowledge  of  His 
Word,  and  the  more  you  can  add  to 
this  the  better  prepared  you  will  be 
for  the  work  that  God  has  called  you 
to  do. 

If  you  feel  the  call  and  burden, 
please  write  the  Church  of  God 
Foreign  Mission  Department,  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee,  and  we  will  send  you 
a  questionnaire  to  be  filled  out;  and 
I  am  sure  the  Board  will  give  the  mat- 
ter careful  and  prayerful  con- 
sideration. 

Of  course,  this  does  not  mean  that 
all  who  apply  will  be  sent  out  im- 
mediately. Jesus  gave  His  apostles  ex- 
tensive training  after  He  "called" 
them  before  He  "sent"  them  out. — M. 
P.  Cross,  Executive  Mission  Secretary. 

NOTE:  "A  Trip  Into  the  Tropical 
Wilds  of  Southern  Mexico,"  by  J.  W. 
Archer,  will  be  continued  in  a  later  is- 
sue. Our  space  is  so  limited  this  time. — 
Editor. 


still  be  in  darkness. 

We  enjoyed  the  family  reunion  of 
Brother  and  Sister  Blanco  to  which  we 
were  so  cordially  invited.  We  had  a  very 
good  meal,  about  10:30  p.  m.,  but,  of 
course,  without  the  wine,  and  enjoyed 
very  much  being  one  of  their  family, 
as  Sister  Blanco's  sister  expressed  it,  as 
we  were  so  far  from  our  own  families. 

While, others  have  been  reveling,  we 
have  tried  to  help  at  least  a  few  to 
feel  the  true  spirit  of  Christmas  and 
see  the  real  value  of  this  season.  The 
Y.  P.  E.  here  distributed  packages  of 
food  to  the  poor  on  Christmas  Eve  and 
helped  us  prepare  the  Christmas  treat 
for  the  Sunday  School  children,  which 
was  given  out  both  here  and  at  our 
mission  across  town  on  Sunday,  the 
26th.  We  sought  a  pine  branch  in  the 
country  for  a  tree  and  the  young 
people  helped  us  decorate  it  and  the 
meeting  hall  for  the  program  here  on 
Christmas  night,  which  was  very  well 
attended.  On  Monday  evening,  the 
27th,  we  had  the  program  in  the  mis- 
sion in  Santa  Barbara.  Knowing  that 
the  little  room  where  we  hold  our 
meetings  would  be  too  small,  a  small 
platform  and  the  benches  were  placed 
in  the  yard  beside  the  house  and  at 
the  entrance  an  arch  of  coconut  palm 
boughs,  with  potted  plants  to  adorn 
the  crude  platform.  All  the  seats  were 
filled  long  before  time  to  start.  The 
rest  of  the  space  in  the  yard  was 
packed  and  the  street  jammed  with 
grownups  of  the  families  of  the  many 
children  who  come  to  our  Sunday 
School  there.  Such  a  crowd  we  have 
never  seen  here  before! 

In  these  programs  Sylvia  Sue  had 
her  little  poem  in  Spanish  to  say  along 
with  the  other  children  and  she  was 
surely  enthusiastic  over  it,  as  this  was 
her  first  experience  to  take  part  in  a 
Christmas  program  and  she 
thoroughly  enjoyed  every  bit  of  it. 
As  we  returned  home  after  the  Santa 
Barbara  program  she  said,  "Mama,  I 
wish  we  would  have  a  Christmas  pro- 
gram every  night!" 

New  Year's  Eve  is  another  time  of 
feasting  and  celebration.  We  did  not 
see  this,  for  we  were  happily  engaged 
in  a  very  blessed  watch-night  service, 
closing  the  old  year  with  the  Lord's 
Supper  and  greeting  the  New  Year  in 
communion  with  Christ  and  a  prayer 
for  deeper  consecration  to  Him  during 
the  coming  year.  Our  congregation 
was  comparatively  small,  for  every- 
body wanted  to  go  to  the  central  park 
in  front  of  the  City  Hall,  which  was 
highly  decorated  with  lights,  and  ex- 
actly midnight  as  the  cathedral  bell 
chimed,  the  Cuban  flag  was  hoisted 
amid  cheers,  as  is  the  custom  here. 
They  say  if  the  flag  unfurls  freely  in 
the  breeze  as  it  goes  up,  it  predicts  a 
good  year,  but  if  not  they'll  have  a 
year  of  trouble.  So  everybody  wants 
to  see  the  flag  raised  on  New  Year's 
Eve. 

The  past  two  weeks  have  been  real 
holidays  for  Cuba— beginning  with 
the  Noche  Buena  feast,  December 
24th  midnight,  New  Year's  Eve  flag- 
raising  and  toast  for  the  New  Year, 
and  then  January  6,  El  Dia  de  los  Reyes 
(the  day  of  the  Wise  Men).  It  has 
been  a  time  of  generosity,  for  every- 
one feels  that  this  is  the  one  time  of 
the  year  when  everyone  should  have 
something  special  to  eat.  It  is  the 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HYMN  STORIES 


"ALAS!  AND   DID   MY  SAVIOUR 
BLEED?" 

Edward  Rayson  Scott  was  a  mis- 
sionary who  labored  in  India  some 
years  ago.  At  one  time  he  became  con- 
vinced that  the  Lord  wanted  him  to 
preach  the  good  tidings  to  a  hill  tribe 
known  as  the  Naga.  He  had  never  vis- 
ited them,  but  managed  to  master 
their  language  in  some  small  measure 
before  setting  out  on  his  great  ven- 
ture. They  were  a  fierce  tribe,  and 
hostile  toward  strangers,  and  his 
friends  did  their  utmost  to  dissuade 
him  from  going  among  them;  but  re- 
lying on  the  promise:  "Go  ye  there- 
fore," and  "Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway," 
he  set  out,  refusing  the  military  escort 
which  he  had  been  offered,  fearing 
lest  his  mission  of  peace  might  be 
misunderstood. 

He  set  out  by  himself,  taking  with 
him  his  violin,  for  he  was  a  great  lover 
of  music.  After  three  or  four  days' 
journey,  he  found  himself  at  the  foot 
of  the  hills  which  led  to  the  Naga 
country.  The  tribesmen  had  heard  of 
his  approach,  and  had  planned  an 
ambush.  Suddenly,  as  he  ascended  a 
hillside,  Scott  found  himself  sur- 
rounded by  savage  men,  armed  with 
spears  which  were  levelled  at  his 
heart.  Any  moment  might  be  his  last, 
but  the  mighty  power  of  Christ  was 
his  stronghold  in  that  hour  of  his 
need.  Had  He  not  sent  him  saying: 
"Lo,  I  am  with  you"? 

At  the  prompting  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
he  unslung  his  violin  from  his  shoul- 
der, tucked  it  under  his  chin,  and  be- 
gan to  play  a  hymn,  singing  to  it  some 
words  he  had  translated  into  their 
language: 

"Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sov'reign  die? 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I?" 

The  men  stood  spellbound  as  he 
continued: 

"Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  Tree? 

Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree! 

"But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do." 

When  he  had  finished  singing,  he 
looked  up  and  saw  to  his  amazement 
that  tears  were  flowing  down  the 
cheeks  of  some  of  those  wild  tribes- 
men, and  all  trace  of  hostility  had 
disappeared.  In  that  extremity  Scott 
had  proved  beyond  doubt  the  mighty 
power  of  Christ  to  deliver  and  pro- 
tect all  who  put  their  trust  in  Him! 
The  missionary  settled  down  among 
the  Naga,  and  had  the  joy  of  leading 
many  of  them  to  Christ  before  his 
death,  for  he  spent  the  rest  of  his  life 
among  them. — Selected. 

"GOD  SAVF AMERICA" 

By  Calvin  W.  Laufer 
Doctor  Ballantine,  author  of  "God 
Save   America,"   is   a    great    educator 


who  has  held  eminent  chairs  as  teach- 
er in  colleges  and  seminaries.  In  Jan- 
uary, 1912,  he  had  occasion  to  visit 
New  York  City.  The  visit  was  profit- 
able in  many  ways,  but,  perhaps, 
mainly  because  "God  Save  America" 
was  then  inspired.  "The  hymn  was 
written,"  so  he  writes,  "immediately 
after  my  return  from  the  city,  when 
I  had  been  deeply  impressed  with  the 
vast  roaring  crowds  and  the  electric 
lighting  of  the  tall  buildings  at  night. 
I  felt  that  a  hymn  of  wider  outlooks 
than  our  national  anthem  was  needed. 
'My  Country  'Tis  of  Thee'  breathes  the 
air  of  the  New  England  hills  and  has 
but  one  idea — political  liberty.  We  now 
live  in  cities  and  face  four  problems: 
interracial  good  will,  industrial  jus- 
tice, international  peace,  and  the 
spiritual  use  of  wealth.  'God  Save 
America'  deals  with  this  new  situa- 
tion." 

These  four  great  problems  are  skill- 
fully met  in  this  hymn,  which,  while 
not  so  widely  used  as  "America  the 
Beautiful,"  is  one  of  our  national 
anthems. 

The  first  stanza  is  introductory  and 
portrays  America  of  today,  with  her 
great  cities,  gigantic  industries,  vast 
wealth,  and  her  newborn  "freedom, 
knowledge,  and  power." 

In  the  second  stanza,  is  an  impres- 
sive picture  in  which  the  interracial 
character  of  America  is  thought  of 
as  "an  empire  of  brotherly  kindness," 
where  all  people  mix  and  mingle, 
"equal  in  liberty,  made  of  one  blood  " 
The  stanza  is  a  prayer  that  these 
things  may  be,  and  that  America's 
citizens  may  live  together  as  children 
of  God. 

Industrial  justice,  in  a  few  swift 
lines,  is  dealt  with  in  the  third  stanza. 
How  this  can  be  established,  so  that 
the  "wail  of  the  worker  and  the  curse 
of  the  crushed"  shall  be  no  more,  is 
indicated.  Brotherhood  alone  can  ac- 
complish it  and  cause  joy  to  break 
forth  in  "songs  from  her  jubilant  mil- 
lions." 

The  "olive  branch  of  peace"  is  the 
metaphor  used  in  the  fourth  stanza  in 
connection  with  the  problem  of  inter- 
national peace.  In  this  stanza  the  au- 
thor, like  Tennyson  years  ago,  con- 
templates "the  glad  federation  of  the 
nations"  where  war  is  superceded  by 
"the  triumph  of  love." 

The  fifth  stanza  is  a  passionate 
prayer,  which  without  self-adulation 
or  boasting,  beseeches  God  for  a  re- 
dedication  of  national  life. 

From  all  this,  it  is  obvious  that  the 
hymn  reflects  the  new  nationalism 
taught  in  church  and  school.  Indeed, 
"God  Save  America"  is  exactly  the 
kind  of  hymn  needed  to  challenge  this 
great  country  to  view  anew  her  place 
and  station,  and  to  inspire  the  best 
kind  of  patriotism. 

The  "Russian  Hymn,"  with  which 
Dr.  Ballantine's  verses  are  associated, 
is  known  throughout  the  world.  It  is 
a  great  tune,  majestic  as  the  march  of 
grenadiers,  wide  in  sweep  as  the  Rus- 
sian steppes,  and  deep  as  the  human 
heart.  It  should  be  sung  with  an  an- 
dante tempo  and  with  all  parts  care- 


fully intoned. 

God  save  America!  New  world  glory, 
Newborn  to  freedom  and  knowledge 
and  power, 
Lifting  the  towers  of  her  lightning-lit 
cities 
Where  the  flood  tides  of  humanity 
roar! 

God  save  America!  Here  may  all  races 
Mingle  together  as  children  of  God, 

Founding    an    empire    on    brotherly 
kindness, 
Equal  in  liberty,  made  of  one  blood! 

God  save  America!  Brotherhood  ban- 
ish 
Wail  of  the  worker  and  curse  of  the 
crushed; 
Joy  break  in  songs  from  her  jubilant 
millions, 
Hailing  the  day  when  all  discords 
are  hushed! 

God  save  America!  Bearing  the  olive, 
Hers    be    the    blessing    the    peace- 
makers prove, 
Calling  the  nations  to  glad  federation, 
Leading  the  world  in  the  triumph 
of  love! 

God  save  America!  'Mid  all  her  splen- 
dors, 
Save  her  from  pride  and  from  lux- 
ury; 
Throne  in  her  heart  the  unseen  and 
eternal; 
Right  be  her  might  and  the  truth 
make  her  free! 

"HAIL  TO  THE   BRIGHTNESS  OF 
ZION'S  GLAD  MORNING!" 

By  Calvin  W.  Laufer 

How  God  finds  and  trains  the 
workers  He  needs  is  always  inspiring 
reading.  Great  Adventurer  that  God 
is,  He  is  always  in  quest  for  those 
whom  He  can  use,  and  frequently 
finds  them  in  the  most  unexpected 
places  and  lifts  them  out  of  discour- 
aging situations  to  make  history.  Di- 
rected and  fortified  by  His  Spirit,  He 
leads  them  forth  to  usher  in  new  days 
and  eras. 

Thomas  Hastings,  the  author  of 
"Hail  to  the  Brightness  of  Zion's  Glad 
Morning,"  was  such  a  man.  No  proph- 
et .  was  ever  more  truly  called  than 
he,  who  rose  from  an  obscure  coun- 
try district  to  be  a  peer  in  the  do- 
mains of  religious  verse  and  music. 
His  career  began  with  a  four-page 
primer  of  music,  costing  sixpence,  and 
by  self-training  at  first  and  by  ap- 
propriating the  best  others  had  to 
give,  rose  to  such  eminence  that  the 
University  of  the  City  of  New  York 
honored  him  with  the  degree,  Doctor 
of  Music,  and  his  countrymen  ac- 
claimed him  as  "the  sweet  singer  in 
Israel." 

The  son  of  a  country  physician,  Dr. 
Hastings  was  born  at  Washington, 
Litchfield  County,  Connecticut,  Octo- 
ber 15,  1784.  While  still  a  boy,  his 
family  was  conveyed  by  a  team  of  ox- 
en to  Clinton,  Oneida  County,  New 
York,  where  he  lived  on  the  farm  and 
performed  all  the  duties  of  that  oc- 
cupation under  frontier  conditions. 
His  educational  facilities  were  mea- 
ger, but  he  availed  himself  of  them 
by  walking  six  miles  to  school.  Apart 
from  the  public  schools  he  had  no 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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WHAT    KIND   OF    LEADERSHIP 
SHOULD  WE  FOLLOW 

Scripture:  Luke  5:1-11;  Col.  2:18-19. 

NOTE:  Distribute  the  following 
scripture  references  among  your 
speakers.  Perhaps  you  may  not  need 
so  many  speakers  but  have  these 
scriptures  read  anyway,  as  they  are 
very  important.  Each  speaker  should 
study  the  reference  as  a  whole  and 
then  build  his  talk  on  the  thought  in 
the  lesson  discussion  as  well  as  the 
scripture  he  has  been  given. 
BIBLE  READINGS 

Follow  Not  False  Teachers — 1  Tim. 
4:1-8. 

False  Prophets — 1  John  4:1-8. 

Follow  Christ— Matt.  4:18-22. 

Follow  Inspired  Leaders — Phil.  3: 
17-21. 

Follow  the  Word— Matt.  7:24-27. 

Follow  the  Good — 1  Thess.  5:15. 
IN  TIME  OF  CONFUSION 

March  in  a  big  parade  that  has  more 
than  one  band  and  you  will  find  that 
at  times  you  are  keeping  step  to  the 
wrong  drummer.  Is  this  not  like  the 
confusion  in  which  we  are  always  find- 
ing ourselves?  What  drummer  shall 
we  keep  step  to  as  we  try  to  make 
progress?  A  few  months  ago  the 
bishops  of  a  great  denomination  de- 
clared that  this  is  an  age  of  confu- 
sion. Do  you  agree  with  them?  Do 
you  believe  with  them  that  we  are 
living  in  times  of  moral  confusion? 
Why  or  why  not? 

CHOOSE  THE  BEST 

A  young  man,  who  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  enter  upon  a  particular  life- 
work,  chose  a  professional  school  of 
the  highest  rank  in  the  country.  He 
never  regretted  his  choice.  Can  we 
afford  to  follow  leaders  who  are  less 
worthy  than  the  best?  Who  are  the 
leaders  worthy  of  being  followed?  Do 
you  think  you  can  go  wrong  if 
you  try  to  fashion  your  life  after  those 
who  embody  the  highest  ideals  that 
you  know?  Give  reasons  for  your  an- 
swer. 
LOOK  FOR  BROAD  SYMPATHIES 

We  admire  leaders  who  are  sincere, 
who  say  what  they  mean  and  mean 
what  they  say.  Is  there  not  something 
admirable  even  about  Saul,  the  perse- 
cutor? Why  is  sincerity  not  enough? 
What  does  sincerity  need  in  order  to 
be  useful  and  worthy  of  being  copied? 
Why  should  we  seek  out  those  who 
are  intelligent  in  the  highest  sense 
and  who  have  broad  sympathies?  Why 
should  we  avoid  those  who  are  always 
trying  to  make  everything  fit  into 
their  own  narrow  opinions?  Emerson 
said,  "A  foolish  consistency  is  the 
hobgoblin  of  little  minds." 

Do  you  think  we  make  a  mis- 
take when  we  pick  for  our  leaders  only 
those  who  look  at  life  with  a  cold,  in- 
tellectual stare,  who  attempt  to  meas- 
ure everything  by  a  yardstick  which 
is  wholly  material? 

An  incident  illustrates  the  need  for 
making  the  intellect  sane  by  a  com- 
pensating sensitiveness  to  the  unseen 
realities.  The  leader  of  an  expedition 
through  an  uncharted  region  had  been 
forcing  his  native  carriers  at  an  un- 
usually high   rate   of   speed   for   two 


days.  On  the  third  morning  they  re- 
fused to  budge.  When  asked  the  rea- 
son why,  they  replied,  "We  are  wait- 
ing for  our  souls  to  catch  up  with  our 
bodies."  We  may  know  otherwise 
worthy  leaders  whose  hearts  do  not 
keep  pace  with  their  heads. 

FOLLOW  THE  DOERS 

Why  should  we  refuse  to  follow 
those  who  are  mere  dreamers?  Why 
should  we  say  no  to  those  who  believe 
in  luck  when  they  ask  us  to  fashion 
our  lives  according  to  their  way  of 
thinking?  "Shallow  men  believe  in 
luck,"  said  a  wise  writer. 

A  young  man  bought  an  encyclo- 
pedia and  after  a  few  years  sold  the 
set  for  less  than  he  paid  for  it.  But 
he  made  a  good  investment,  for  he 
had  carefully  studied  the  short  biog- 
raphies of  successful  men,  resolving 
to  emulate  them.  Make  a  list  of  men 
who  have  made  good  and  tell  what 
you  admire  in  each,  and  relate  how 
pluck  played  a  greater  part  in  achiev- 
ing success  than  luck. 

WALKING  HUMBLY  WITH  GOD 

The  prophet  Micah  has  given  us  a 
type  of  worthy  leadership  in  Micah 
6:8,  and  in  the  last  phrase  of  this  oft- 
repeated  verse  is  suggested  a  charac- 
teristic which  we  should  readily  find 
in  those  whom  we  choose  to  follow. 
What  is  the  opposite  of  walking  hum- 
bly with  God,  and  why  should  we  re- 
fuse to  follow  those  who  take  this 
contrary  course? 


THE  SUFFERING  SAVIOR  AND 
CONQUERING  KING 

(An  Easter  Lesson) 
Text:   Isaiah  53. 
Thoughts   for   the   Leader 
As  we  approach  another  Easter  sea- 
son, we  want  to  let  our  thoughts  drift 
to  Calvary,  and  not  only  to  Calvary  but 
the  resurrected  and  glorified  Christ. 
The  price  of  our  salvation  was  paid  at 
an  awful  price,  but  thanks  be  unto 
our  God,  our  Savior  and  King  did  not 
remain  in  the  tomb.  That  tomb  has 
been  burst  asunder  and  our  Redeemer 
is  now  reigning  at  the  right  hand  of 
the  Father,  making  intercessions  for 
us. 

THE  SUFFERING  LORD 
Heb.  13:12;  St.  John  19:17,  18 
As  we  try  in  our  imagination  to  let 
our  thoughts  drift  to  that  terrible  day 
of  the  crucifixion,  we  can  picture  our 
Savior  bearing  the  cross  alone  up  the 
rugged  hillside.  It  had  been  spoken 
of  by  the  prophets  and  He  Himself  had 
mentioned  His  suffering  to  the  dis- 
ciples, but  they  had  been  dull  of  un- 
derstanding. They  failed  to  realize  the 
awful  death  that  He  was  to  die.  They 
went  to  sleep  in  the  garden,  and  in  the 
trying  hours  at  the  trial  they  fled.  If 
we  could  only  realize  and  see  the 
meaning  of  His  suffering,  I  am  sure 
we  would  live  closer  to  Him  and  be 
willing  to  bear  our  cross.  Each  of  us 
has  a  cross  to  bear.  They  are  not  all 
alike  but  they  will  come.  If  we  will 
look  to  Jesus,  He  has  promised  to  help 
us  and  we  will  not  bear  the  cross 
alone. 


IT  IS  FINISHED 
John  17:4;   19:30 

I  wonder  how  many  today  realize 
what  Jesus  meant  when  He  spoke 
those  words,  "It  is  finished."  He  was 
not  referring  to  His  life,  which  was 
ebbing  away  at  this  time,  but  was 
looking  much  farther  than  men  could 
see.  He  saw  the  sins  of  the  world  that 
had  been  and  of  the  world  that  was 
to  be.  He  'saw  that  the  people  needed 
help  that  only  He  could  give.  He  knew 
that  He  Himself  was  now  paying  the 
supreme  price  for  sin  and  that  men 
could  be  set  free  from  sin  and  death. 
That  day  on  the  cross  brought  the  cli- 
max of  the  old  Jewish  law  and  ushered 
in  a  new  day  of  grace.  The  plan  of 
salvation  was  finished  and  now  every 
one  could  enter  in  the  holy  place  with 
God.  Christ  became  our  mediator  once 
for  all  and  broke  down  the  vale  that 
hung  between  God  and  man  and  ev- 
ery one  alike  can  now  have  access  to 
the  throne  of  grace. 

TRIUMPH  OVER  DEATH 
Matt.  28:5,6 

It  must  have  been  a  sad  day  when 
those  disciples  went  to  the  Master's 
tomb.  They  had  failed  to  understand 
when  He  told  of  the  resurrection  that 
would  take  place  on  the  third  day.  But 
thanks  be  to  God,  death  had  no 
power  over  the  mighty  Son  of  God. 
He  arose  from  the  grave  as  a  mighty 
conqueror.  The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
had  been  taken  from  the  devil's  hands 
and  Christ  had  set  captive  saints  of 
God  free.  There  were  those  who  had 
looked  for  this  time  as  a  day  of  hope 
and  gladness,  and  when  Jesus  arose 
the  prisoners  of  hope  arose  with  Him. 
THE  PROMISE  OF  ETERNAL  LIFE 
John  3:16;  Rev.  2:7;  22:14 

I  am  glad  today  that  the  promise 
of  eternal  life  has  been  provided  for 
the  righteous.  Truly  we  have  a  real 
treasure  to  look  forward  to.  Many 
today  may  be  discouraged  and  blue, 
but  the  thought  of  eternal  life  is 
enough  to  make  us  rejoice.  It  is  only 
through  Jesus'  suffering  and  death 
on  the  cross  that  we  can  have  this 
hope.  After  He  had  risen  again, 
He  went  back  to  the  Father  to  pre- 
pare us  a  home  of  eternal  rest.  We  may 
be  the  poorest  of  the  poor  in  this  life, 
but  we  can  be  rich  in  heavenly  things 
which  pass  not  away.  Thank  God  for 
the  promise  of  eternal  life. 

CLOSING  THOUGHTS 

As  we  have  viewed  the  thought  of 
Jesus'  suffering,  death  and  resurrec- 
tion, we  should  feel  more  of  a  sacred 
obligation  to  our  Lord  for  the  price 
He  paid  for  us.  There  will  never  be  a 
crown  for  the  faithful  without  a  cross. 
Many  like  to  think  of  the  crown  but 
fail  to  see  the  cross.  These  two  cannot 
be  torn  apart  in  the  plan  of  salvation. 

Let  each  of  us  try  to  live  closer  to 
Jesus  and  bear  the  cross  for  Him  that 
we  might  be  worthy  of  the  crown  some 
day. 


WHAT  CONFESSION  OF  CHRIST 
INCLUDES 

Scripture  lesson:  Rom.  10:1-13; 
Luke  12:8.  9. 

REPENTANCE  OF  SIN 

On  the  dav  of  Pentecost'Peter  called 
to  the  people,  "Repent,  and  be  bap- 
tized every  one  of  you  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  Christ  for  the  remission  of 
sms,  and  ye  shall  receive  the  gift  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,"  Acts  2:38.  God  does 
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not  lavish  either  gift  or  blessing  upon 
the  unrepentant.  The  mouth  of  the 
inconsistent  one  who  lives  a  double 
or  doubtful  life  is  sealed  so  far  as  ef- 
fective witnessing  goes.  A  heart 
cleansed  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  can 
alone  speak  with  power.  What  the 
world  wants  to  hear  is  that  the  power 
of  sin  in  a  life  has  been  broken.  It 
matters  not  how  deep  that  sin  may 
be,  so  long  as  it  has  been  actually 
cleansed  and  its  power  broken.  What 
one  of  us  had  not  thrilled  to  hear  the 
testimony  of  a  "Whitey"  with  a 
shameful  past,  who  had  a  new  begin- 
ning from  the  moment  he  believed 
Christ?  The  record  of  the  past  is  whol- 
ly unbelievable  as  one  looks  into  the 
face  of  that  gentleman  from  the  mis- 
sion. It  certainly  does  not  belong  now 
to  the  one  who  witnesses  for  Christ 
down  there  among  his  former  com- 
panions. 

RESTITUTION  OF  WRONG 

We  who  belong  to  this  dispensation 
of  grace  should  not  seek  a  lesser 
standard  for  our  Christian  living  than 
that  which  God  gave  to  the  sinner  of 
Ezekiel's  time.  "If  he  turn  from  his  sin, 
and  do  that  which  is  lawful  and  right; 
if  the  wicked  restore  the  pledge,  give 
again  that  he  had  robbed,  walk  in  the 
statutes  of  life,  without  committing 
iniquity;  he  shall  surely  live,  he  shall 
not  die.  None  of  his  sins  that  he  hath 
committed  shall  be  mentioned  unto 
him:  he  hath  done  that  which  is  law- 
ful and  right;  he  shall  surely  live." 
Ezekiel  33:14-16.  But  the  law  left  him 
as  helpless  as  it  found  him.  How  much 
better  for  us  to  live  today,  when  God 
offers  in  Christ  to  make  us  "new  crea- 
tures." What  we  were,  we  are  no  long- 
er by  God's  mercy  in  Christ.  The  sin- 
ner of  the  Old  Testament  had  to  "re- 
store the  pledge"  and  "give  again  that 
he  had  robbed."  There  may  be  need 
for  you  to  retrace  some  of  your  steps 
and  make  some  things  right. 
CONFESSION  INCLUDES  IMPLICIT 
OBEDIENCE 
1  John  5:3. 

We  are  told  by  Jeremiah.  Jer.  10:23, 
"It  is  not  in  man  that  walketh  to  di- 
rect his  steps."  The  sinner's  step  is 
accustomed  to  straying;  he  loves  the 
bypaths.  He  doesn't  think  right  even 
though  he  has  piled  up  his  college  de- 
grees. Our  newspapers  confirm  this. 
Therefore  we  need  guidance  as  Chris- 
tians. We  also  need  a  code  of  Chris- 
tian ethics.  We  need  the  counsel  of  a 
Father.  We  need  the  law  of  a  new  life. 
We  need  the  authority  of  Christ.  We 
need  to  be  governed  by  the  King  of 
kings.  God  has  commanded  for  our 
good.  We  suffer  when  we  violate  His 
law.  There  is  blessing  and  life  if  we 
obey.  He  has  planned  for  our  eternal 
welfare,  and  there  is  joy  and  peace 
only  in  obedienc  e — gladhearted, 
wholehearted  obedience.  Our  effec- 
tive witnessing  for  God  depends  on 
our  obedience  to  Him.  Therefore  let 
us  be  as  well  disciplined  soldiers  under 
authority. 

DENIAL  OF  THE  WORLD 
1  John  5:4. 

"The  world  is  such  a  misunderstood 
word.  Men  in  their  desire  to  keep  to 
the  letter  of  this  inspired  word  have 
gone  into  exclusion  and  have  become 
hermits.  Others  have  pulled  aloof  en- 
tirely from  moral  obligations  to  their 
country,  forgetting  in  their  zeal  that 
they  are  to  render  unto  Caesar  the 
things  that  are  Caesar's," 


wnat  is  tne  normal  attitude  ior  tne 
Christian  to  take?  It  is  plain  that  we 
are  to  deny  the  world.  We  must  with- 
draw from  everything  in  life  that  has 
the  mark  of  sin,  of  inconsistency,  of 
compromise  upon  it.  Paul,  in  Rom.  1:1, 
said,  "Separated  unto  the  gospel  of 
Christ."  This  is  a  wonderful  secret.  We 
are  not  to  dwell  upon  such  questions 
as  "Must  I  give  this?"  "Must  I  deny 
myself  of  that?"  "Must  I  do  certain 
things?"  "Is  this  harmful?"  That  is 
all  negation.  Paul  was  "separated  un- 
to." Young  people  are  often  disturbed 
because  they  are  having  to  separate 
"from"  the  preposition  "from"  which 
keeps  one  always  looking  backward, 
possibly  with  hankering,  or  regret,  or 
questioning.  Paul  in  his  separation 
looked  forward,  to  him  it  was  "unto 
the  gospel,"  unto  the  Lord.  Phil.  3:13, 
14.  In  Num.  16:9  the  same  thought  is 
expressed,  "Seemeth  it  but  a  small 
thing  unto  you,  that  the  God  of  Israel 
hath  separated  you  from  ...  to  bring 
you  near  to  himself?" 

AN   EFFECTIVE  WITNESS 
Psa.  40:3. 

If  you  will  use  every  opportunity  to 
witness  for  the  Lord,  He  will  give  you 
f-rwt  and  maKe  you  a  winner  of  souls. 
Do  not  excuse  yourself  on  the  ground 
oi  vuur  nmited  training,  or  lack  of 
gifts,  a  potential  witness  for  Christ  re- 
quires neither  training  nor  gifts  since 
all  he  needs  to  do  is  to  tell  what  he 
knows. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  LESSON 

Each  month  we  are  asking  our 
young  people  to  use  the  contents  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  as  one  lesson. 
To  those  who  have  not  used  the  les- 
sons before  we  are  giving  some  in- 
structions. 

To  the  leader  of  this  meeting  we 
would  say,  Read  and  study  carefully 
the  whole  paper  and  then  decide  what 
you  want  to  use.  You  will  not  know 
what  would  be  interesting  and  help- 
ful unless  you  study  closely  the  con- 
tents of  the  paper. 

Be  sure  to  make  a  study  of  the  mis- 
sion article  by  Hoyle  and  Mildred 
Case  on  page  10,  also  "What  Shall  I 
Do  To  Be  Saved,"  by  J.  L.  Slay,  page 
8.  Some  good  thoughts  can  be  pre- 
sented from  the  story  on  page  9,  "An 
Easter  Blessing,"  showing  how  we  can 
cure  our  own  despondency  by  helping 
someone  else.  Poems,  Treasured 
Gleanings,  Glints  of  Knowledge  will 
give  you  something  to  think  about. 

AN  EASTER  SERVICE 

Grace  Churchman 

In  the  center  of  the  platform  there 
should  be  a  large  white  cross  with 
flowers,  signifying  the  glorified  cross. 
The  main  light  should  be  coming  from 
the  cross,  but,  of  course,  all  lights 
must  be  soft  and  dim. 

First  have  a  chorus.  The  singers 
should  be  dressed  in  white,  gathered 
around  the  cross,  and  singing  Easter 
hymns  very  softly.  Then  you  might 
have  the  Easter  poems  and  drills  and 
then  this  little  playlet  by  a  reader 
and  a  group  of  singers.  (Reader  and 
singer  should  be  behind  curtain,  only 
the  cross  on  stage.)  Reader  reads: 

This  year,  1944,  finds  the  world  in 
the  most  horrible  war  that  was  ever 
known.  Men,  women,  and  children  are 
being  snatched  into  eternity  by  the 
largest  number  known  to  mankind. 

And  at  this  Easter  season  we  might 


ass,    wnat   snail   we   ace    is   mere   iiu 
hope  for  us?  To  whom  shall  we  turn? 

These  are  perplexing  questions,  yet 
they  are  easy  to  answer  if  we  will 
look  in  the  right  place  and  if  our 
hearts  are  desiring  the  truth. 

Song:  "Tell  Me  the  Story  of  Jesus." 

We  know  that  Easter  is  a  festival 
of  the  Cnristian  church  to  commem- 
orate the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Chr.st. 

Jesus,  the  Savior,  came  to  the  woild 
and  preached  the  gospel,  forgave  peo- 
ple of  their  sins,  healed  the  sick  and 
performed  many  miracles  to  the  glory 
of  God,  and  many  were  the  people 
who  believed  on  Him. 

Soon,  however,  public  opinion 
turned  against  Him.  Tne  chief  priest 
and  scribes  sought  how  they  might 
take  Him  and  put  Him  to  death.  Read 
Mark  14:32,35,36,41,42. 

Song:  "In  the  Garden  'Neath  the 
Old  Olive  Tree." 

Read  Mark  14:56,57;  Luke  23:1,  13, 
14,  21,  33,  34;  Matt.  27:57-60. 

Song:  "The  Old  Rugged  Cross." 
(Lights   even   dimmer   during   song.) 

But  the  darkest  hour  is  just  before 
the  dawn,  so  we  find  in  Matt.  28:1-10. 
Read  scripture. 

Song:  "He  Arose." 

Now  that  Chnst  has  arisen  from 
the  dead,  He  became  the  first  fruits 
of  them  that  slept.  And  now  the  deaih 
of  a  righteous  person  is  not  death 
but  sleep.  They  are  merely  sleeping, 
waiting  for  the  trumpet  of  God  to 
sound  when  they,  too,  shall  triumph 
over  the  last  enemy,  death. 

This  is  the  meaning  of  Easter  and 
great  is  the  power  of  this  day.  So  we 
have  found  the  answers  to  our  ques- 
tions. We  should  turn  to  God;  we 
should  work  and  pray  for  His  will  in 
our  life  and  then  there  is  hope,  a 
glorious  hope  for  us. 

An  effective  closing  of  the  service 
would  be  for  a  woman  with  very  long 
hair  to  kneel  at  the  cross,  hand  reach- 
ing to  the  cross,  hair  hanging  loose, 
with  white  robe  on,  while  hidden 
choir  sings  first  verse  of  "Rock  of 
Ages."  Then  as  pianist  plays  very 
softly  give  the  following  prayer. 
AN  EASTER  PRAYER 

Lord,  we  are  so  thankful  for  Thee 
and  Thy  manifold  blessings.  We  are 
thankful  because  you  loved  us  enough 
to  lay  your  life  down  for  us,  that  we, 
too,  might  be  saved. 

Lord,  in  this  day  of  chaos,  in  this 
day  of  great  trouble,  we  ask  for  Thy 
guidance.  O  God,  we  do  need  Thee! 
May  we  cling  to  the  cross,  the  Rock  of 
Ages,  then  we  will  be  able  to  arise  as 
You  arose  that  Easter  morn  so  long 
ago. 

God,  we  ask  Thy  blessing  on  all  of 
Thy  children  everywhere.  We  ask  that 
Thou  wilt  bless  the  leaders  of  our 
country,  state,  and  city.  And,  O  Lord, 
we  pray  that  You  will  be  with  our 
boys  and  girls  who  are  in  the  Armed 
Forces.  May  they  look  to  Thee  and 
put  their  trust  in  the  Rock  of  Ages. 
Lord,  we  pray  that  soon  this  conflict 
will  end  and  we  will  again  greet  our 
loved  ones — if  not  in  this  world,  in 
the  world  to  come  on  a  future  Easter. 
Again,  Lord,  we  ask  that  you  will 
bless  us  and  help  us  to  be  a  blessing, 
and  may  we  keep  our  eyes  on  the 
cross.  These  things  we  ask  in  Thy 
sweet,  holy  and  righteous  name. 
Amen. 


APRIL„  1944 


[Page  13] 


FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


GLORIOUS  EASTER 

Thelma  C.  Levy 

Glorious   springtide  morning,   blessed 

morn  so  fair, 
On    which    is    risen    our    Savior,   our 

blessed  Lord  so  dear. 

Yes,  He  has  arisen,  and  is  gone  up  on 

high, 
That   is  why   all  His   children   never 

fear  to  die. 

Now  we  know  that  dying  truly  is  but 

a  name 
That  we  fuller,  richer,  purer  eternal 

life  might  claim. 

On  this  glorious  Easter  let  all  things 

sing  His  praise, 
Sea    and    earth,    birds,    flowers,    your 

joyous  anthems  raise. 

God's  own  heart  is  with  us,  God's  own 

heart  of  love 
Ever    guiding,    blessing,    lifting    our 

thoughts  above. 


OLIVET 

J.  A.  Huffman 

(Inspired  by  several  visits  by  the 
author  to  the  Mount  of  Olives) 

Thou  art  beautiful,  O  Olivet! 

Thy  hilltop  and  thy  slope; 
The  morning  light  across  thee  breaks, 

And  kindles  each  new  hope. 
On  eastern  side  stands  Bethany, 

'Midst  trees  of  spreading  green; 
And  from  thy  highest  pinnacle 

The  Dead  Sea  may  be  seen. 

Thou  art  worshipful,  O  Olivet! 

A  place  of  calm  retreat. 
Beneath  thy  ancient  olive  trees 

Rest  many  weary  feet. 
When  falls  the  shade  of  eventide, 

And  all  about  is  still, 
Thy  suppliant  is  undisturbed 

By  noise  on  yonder  hill. 

Thou  art  sorrowful,  O  Olivet! 

The  Savior  on  thee  wept, 
When  looking  on  Jerusalem, 

As  down  thy  side  He  swept. 
But  more  on  thee  alone  He  prayed, 

While  others  failed  to  weep; 
On  thee  He  drank  the  bitter  cup 

The  Father  bade  Him  take. 

Thou  art  glorious,  O  Olivet! 

The  Savior's  prints  are  there; 
By  day  He  taught  the  multitude, 

By  night  retired  in  prayer. 
When    down    from    heaven    He    shall 
come, 

All  clad  in  bright  array, 
His  feet  again  shall  on  thee  stand, 

In  that  His  wondrous  day. 


RESURRECTION 

Lois  Snelling 

Beneath  December's  bleak,  gray  skies, 
Where   lilies   once   had   gleamed,   I 
walked; 

Frostbit  and  sere  the  brown  sod  lay, 
And  gloomy  desolation  stalked. 

But  when  I  walked  'neath  April's  ski~~ 


The  cold,  hard  fingers  of  the  earth 
Had  loosed  their  grip,  and  lily  plants 
Had   sprung   to   life   in   green,    new 
birth! 

Once  long  ago  grim  bonds  were  rent, 
When    stone    and    guard    and    seal 
proved  vain; 
The  purest  Lily,  God's  loved  Son, 
Though     dead,     triumphant     lived 
again! 


WHEN  EASTER  CAME 

Iris  Jean  Crawford 

When   Easter   came   to   the    city    the 

steeple  chimes  rang  out, 
But  one  couldn't  hear  them  a  block 

away  for  the  traffic  noise  about. 

The  sky  was  so  blue,  where  you  could 
see,  and  the  sun  shone  every- 
where, 

But  the  skyscrapers  didn't  notice  and 
the  pavements  didn't  care. 

I  had  never  met  Easter  like  this  be- 
fore, and  I  thought  as  I  watched 
it  pass 

Of  flowers  in  my  mother's  garden,  and 
birds  and  new-born  grass. 

Easter  belongs  in  a  garden,  because  it 
began  that  way. 

I  think  Christ  must  have  been  lonely, 
too,  as  He  walked  in  the  city  to- 
day. 


The  Lonely  Olive  Mill 

Mrs.  Belle  Hawkins 

There  is  a  peaceful  vale  in  a  sunny 

clime 
Where  the  hills  keep  guard  around, 
And   the    soft    breeze   stirs   the    olive 

trees 
And  the  grass  that  clothes  the  ground. 
And  in  the  hush  and  solitude, 
Where  even  the  birds  are  still, 
There  stands  untended  and  alone 
An  ancient  olive  mill. 
Through  the  long  bright  day  the  mill 

wheel  turns, 
And  the  fruit  is  crushed  by  the  stone, 
And  drips  in  silence  the  fragrant  oil, 
In  silence  and  alone. 
But  somewhere   out  in   the     circling 

hills, 
Unseen,  unheard,  unknown, 
The  Master  of  the  olive  mill 
Is  mindful  of  His  own. 
So  many  hours  and  wheel  must  turn, 
And  stone  on  stone  must  grind, 
And  then  He  will  come  to  His  olive 

mill 
His  need  of  oil  to  find. 
He  knows  how  heavy  the  weight  must 

be, 
How  long  to  let  it  lie, 
Ere  He  can  gather  the  precious  oil 
And  throw  the  refuse  by. 
O  child  of  God!  are  you  lying  crushed 
'Neath  trial,  pain  and  woe? 
No  eye  to  pity,  no  ear  to  hear, 
No  voice  to  whisper  low? 
Alone  in  your  Gethsemane 
Christ  watches  with  you  there, 
He  will  not  suffer  one  ounce  of  weight 
More  than  your  strength  can  bear. 


Hope 

Mrs.  Grade  Elwood 

In  this  world  full  of  trouble,  while  war 

clouds  hang  low 
There's  a  hope  in  my  bosom  wherever 

I  go, 
A  hope  that  I'll  rise  as  my  Savior  rose 
When  He  came  forth  a  conqueror  o'er 

all  of  His  foes. 
When    the  trumpet  shall  sound    and 

the  dead  shall  arise, 
The  living  be  changed  and  caught  up 

in  the  skies 
Oh,   glorious   thought,   how   it   thrills 

my  soul  now, 
When    I    think    of    that    meeting    in 

contrition  I  bow. 
I'm    glad  Jesus    rose    from  the    dead 

long  ago 
To  give  me  this  hope  in  my  soul  as  I 

go. 
I'm  glad  He  has  promised  to  come  for 

His  own, 
So  let  us  be  faithful,  till  the  race  here 

is  won. 


Gethsemane 

William  Wileman 

O  Garden,  more  than  Eden  fair, 
When  Christ  my  Lord  resorted  there! 
Twas  love  to  sinners,  and  to  me, 
That  led  Him  to  Gethsemane. 
"Thy  will  be  done,"  my  Savior  prayed, 
Beneath    the   olive's   sacred   shade. 
It  was  ordained  in  heaven  that  He 
Should  suffer  in  Gethsemane. 
No  human  arm  could  aid  Him  there, 
No  human  heart  His  sorrow  share; 
The  "Man  of  Sorrows,"  none  but  He 
Could  have  endured  Gethsemane. 
Herein  my  soul  delights  to  trace 
The  depth  of  sin-atoning  grace, 
Nor  did  I  know  what  sin  could  be 
Until  I  knew  Gethsemane. 
Now  let  my  wayward  heart  be  still, 
And  bow  before  my  Father's  will; 
In  nearer  union  thus  to  be 
With    Him  who    loved    Gethsemane. 


Easter  Dream 

William  Steward  Gordon 

I  heard  the  great  celestial  choir, 
With  vibrant  strings  and  tongues  of 

fire, 
As    from    the    temple    of    the    soul 
They  made  the  Easter  anthems  roll — 
The  Resurrection  victory, 
The  joys  of  immortality. 

And  fresh  from  the  lips  we  laid  in  the 

sod, 
Now  pulsing  with  life  and  the  glory  of 

God, 
This  is  the  message  that  came  to  me 
On  the  wings  of  faith  o'er  the  infinite 

sea — 
Singing     and  ringing  it  leaped     the 

wave: 
"Our  God  cannot  perish!  Be  brave,  be 

brave!" 

ON  CALVARY 

Margarette    (Dobbs)    Yeargin 

Up  the  hill  they  went  together, 
Trudging  up  the  hill  so  high, 

Bending   'neath  their  burdens  heavy, 

Went  the  three  condemned  to  die. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison:  While  sitting 
in  one  of  the  day  rooms  on  this  field, 
I  picked  up  a  Lighted  Pathway  and 
read  your  editorial.  It  was  for  October, 
1943,  and  I  never  read  anything  that 
was  so  befitting  for  me.  I  have  been 
living  under  a  great  deal  of  hurry  and 
nervous  tension  recently  so  that  I 
haven't  taken  the  time  to  listen  for 
God's  still  small  voice.  Having  enjoyed 
the  sweetness  of  the  Christian  spirit 
in  times  before  through  God's  grace, 
I  had  a  complete  comprehension  of 
just  what  you  were  trying  to  stress. 
As  you  know,  it  is  one  thing  to  read 
the  Bible  and  its  teachings  and 
another  to  get  the  beautiful  meaning. 
It  drove  home  to  me  how  essential  it 
is  for  Christians  to  "Be  still  and  know 
that  I  am  God"  in  order  to  derive  the 
blessings. 

I  do  not  know  the  fundamental 
doctrine  of  the  Church  of  God. 
Whether  I  would  call  it  heresay  or  not, 
your  article  sounded  God-inspired.  I 
live  only  thirty  miles  south  of  the 
Publishing  House,  Chattanooga,  but 
it  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  the 
magazine.  I  am  Protestant,  denom- 
inationally Presbyterian. 

I  am  compelled  to  be  a  premillen- 
nialist  and  am  looking  for  that  blessed 
promise — His  coming  again. 

I  need  your  prayers  as  I  will  soon  be 
making  dangerous  missions. — Your 
friend  in  Christ,  S.  R.  R. 

Note:  This  letter  had  no  name  nor 
address.  It  was  signed  S.  R.  R.  I  should 
like  to  write  a  personal  letter  to  this 
young  man  if  he  will  send  me  his  ad- 
dress.— Ed. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

A  very  close  friend  of  mine,  who  is 
now  a  sailor  on  a  submarine,  wrote 
these  words  the  other  day,  and  I  wish 
to  pass  them  on  to  you  for  publica- 
tion in  the  Lighted  Pathway  if  you 
will  please. 

"We  went  down  to  the  bottom  for 
an  eight-hour  test  and  when  ready 
to  come  up  found  we  were  stuck  fast 
to  the  mud.  Suction  was  so  great  that 
all  efforts  failed  to  raise  the  sub.  After 
every  conceivable  method  was  used, 
the  commanding  officer  brought  to 
the  crew's  attention  that  all  human 
power  had  failed  and  only  God  could 
undertake  at  that  crucial  hour.  Seems 
everyone  got  to  praying  and  calling 
on  God.  Suddenly  the  sub  turned  end 
first,  and  shot  to  the  surface  in  a  very 
short  time.  Only  God  could  do  a  thing 
like  that  and  heard  the  cry  of  those 
who  looked  to  Him  for  deliverance  and 
mercy.  The  Great  Creator  is  on  our 
side  and  we  owe  every  deliverance  to 
answered  prayer.  I  am  holding  up 
all  right,  due,  no  doubt,  to  my  folks' 
prayers.  If  it  wasn't  for  your  prayers, 
Dad  and  Mother,  I  know  I  would  be 
lost.  It  is  so  wonderful  to  have  such 
parents  as  you.  Not  every  one  of  the 
boys  are  as  fortunate  as  I  am  to  have 
a  praying  mother  and  dad.  Keep  send- 
ing up  prayers  for  us,  we  know  that 
they  amount  to  so  much.  Don't  ever 
forget  to  pray  for  all  of  us,  for  we 
could  never  make  these  sacrifices  if 
it  were  not  for  God's  help,  so  pray  on. 


Only  by  the  power  of  His  might  will 
we  win." 

This  testimony  was  given  to  me  by 
a  brother  and  sister  of  our  church, 
that  is  a  Church  of  God  of  which  I  was 
formerly  the  pastor.  They  didn't  wish 
to  disclose  any  names  as  that  was  the 
desire  of  the  boy  on  the  sub.  Thank 
you. — W.  Edwin  Tull,  pastor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  I  received  the 
bundle  of  Lighted  Pathways  and  was 
so  very  thankful  to  get  them.  I  have 
given  the  papers  out  to  the  fellows 
here  and  they  seem  to  get  a  world  of 
enjoyment  from  the  pages. 

Sister  Harrison,  at  one  time,  I 
don't  think  there  was  anyone  who  had 
a  deeper  experience  in  God  than  I. 
Today  though  I  must  say  that  I  am 
out  in  the  cold,  so  to  speak.  My  salva- 
tion isn't  what  it  was.  I  have  let  so 
many  things  come  in  between  me  and 
my  Lord.  Now  the  calling  of  salva- 
tion doesn't  call  me  as  it  once  did.  I 
no  sooner  start  praying  than  I  am  up 
against  a  wall.  I  know  what's  wrong, 
but  I  don't  have  the  courage  or  some- 
thing to  lay  them  aside  and  make  my 
crooked  deeds  right,  to  serve  God  as 
I  should.  I  do  need  to  get  back  on  the 
mountain  with  Christ,  so  will  you  and 
all  the  Church  of  God  people  please 
bear  me  in  mind  when  you  pray?  Do 
please  pray  for  my  sin-sick  soul. — 
Pfc.  James  E.  Daniel,  2nd.  Hq.  Sp. 
Trs.  Third  Army,  Camp  Claiborne,  La. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  Having  al- 
ready read  my  January  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  I  must  write  you  of 


Dear  Boys  in  the  Service  of  Our 

Country: 

I  have  been  shedding  some  tears 
for  you  this  afternoon.  God  has 
been  making  me  to  realize  the  re- 
sponsibility that  is  mine.  I  was  just 
reading  an  article  about  praying 
mothers  and  it  seemed  I  could  see 
the  great  army  of  brokenhearted 
mothers  praying  for  their  absent 
boys.  I  recalled  the  hundreds  of 
these  mothers  who  have  written 
letters,  saying,  "Pray  for  my  boy 
and  here  is  a  dollar.  Please  send 
him  the  Lighted  Pathway."  I  real- 
ize anew  that  these  mothers  are 
trusting  me  as  an  instrument  in 
God's  hand  to  send  a  gospel  mes- 
sage to  that  boy.  I  am  happy  for 
this  privilege,  but  I  need  the 
prayers  of  all  who  pray  that  God 
will  lead  me  in  all  I  do. 

Thank  you,  boys,  for  the  wonder- 
ful letters  you  have  written  inform- 
ing us  you  have  received  a  blessing 
from  its  pages.  So  sorry  we  do  not 
have  space  to  publish  all  of  your 
letters.  I  will  continue  to  do  my 
best  for  you  with  God's  help,  but 
I  need  your  prayers. 

Boys,  when  you  accept  Christ  as 
your  Savior,  then  the  ninety-first 
Psalm  will  be  yours.  Read  it. 

We  would  be  glad  to  hear  from 
some  of  our  girls  in  service  also. 
—Editor. 


the  blessing  I  received  from  every 
page  of  it.  It  just  came  this  morning. 
Not  seeing  one  in  nearly  a  month  al- 
most starved  me,  and  already  I've  ab- 
sorbed so  much  of  its  goodness.  On 
reading  it  over  and  over,  these  eyes 
will  again  and  again  shed  tears,  and 
praise  God  for  the  good  work  you  are 
doing. 

Keep  up  the  good  work,  and  may 
God  bless  you  all  in  your  splendid  ef- 
forts.— Your  brother  in  Christ  our 
Savior,  Cpl.  V.  L.  Ivey,  2516  Brook 
Gen.  Hosp.,  Ward  16,  Ft.  Sam  Houston, 
Tex. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison:  I  am  another 
lonely  soldier  for  God  and  my  country. 
I  have  been  overseas  almost  a  year. 
Since  being  over  here  I  have  given  my 
heart  to  God  and  have  learned  to  lc— 
His  Word. 

Tonight  I  am  reading  the  first  copy 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  since  leaving 
home,  and  believe  it  or  not,  an  un- 
saved friend  sends  it  to  me.  It  does  a 
person's  soul  good  to  have  a  magazine 
like  it  to  read.  I  gave  my  heart  to 
God  on  a  field  that  two  days  before 
was  a  bloody  battlefield.  I  know 
beyond  doubt  that  Jesus  was  with  me 
in  my  first  and  last  battle.  His  hand, 
praise  His  name,  surely  was  guiding 
the  bullet  that  struck  me,  otherwise 
I  would  not  be  writing  tonight.  I  am 
asking  the  prayers  of  all  who  pray,  if 
it  be  His  will,  to  send  me  back  safely 
to  my  wife  and  baby.  My  heart's  de- 
sire is  to  go  all  the  way  with  our 
Savior,  and  when  He  is  finished  with 
me  on  this  earth  I  humbly  beg  for  a 
home  in  heaven — where  there  aren't 
any  wars,  no  parting  of  loved  ones,  no 
bloodshed;  everything  will  be  won- 
derful. 

Pray  that  God  will  bless  and  keep 
my  soul  in  the  straight  and  narrow 
path.  There  is  one  verse  in  the  Bible 
that  comes  to  my  mind  and  gives 
me  new  hope  as  I  go  from  day  to  day: 
1  Thess.  3:8,  "For  now  we  live,  if  ye 
stand  fast  in  the  Lord."  That  has  been 
my  comforting  verse  in  my  struggle 
along  this  rugged  road.  Again  I  desire 
the  prayers  of  all. 

I  would  enjoy  hearing  from  anyone 
who  wishes  to  write. — Pvt.  Lewis 
Lumpkin. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  The  Lighted 
Pathway  is  a  real  joy  to  my  soul  and 
truthfully  I  can  say  I  have  never  read 
such  an  inspiring  paper. 

I  get  pretty  lonesome  sometimes  for 
a  place  to  worship,  but  God  has  al- 
ways comforted  my  heart.  I  need 
your  prayers.  If  any  Christian  mothers 
would  like  to  write  me,  I  would  be 
very  glad  to  answer.  Also  anyone  else 
who  would  care  to  write  me,  I  will  be 
glad  to  hear  from  you. — Pvt.  Wilbert 
L.  Keith,  33766651,  Co.  A.,  31st  Bn., 
8th  Reg't,  I.  R.  T.  C,  Fort  MeClellan, 
Ala. 


B.  T.  S.  students,  please  write  to  me 
and  remember  me  in  prayer. — Floyd  I. 
Childers,    P.    R.    3|c,    N.  A.  S.,    Vero 
Beach,  Fla. 


April,  1944 
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Books  and  Magazines  for  Parents 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

Cook,  Elgin,  111.  Price  "25c  per  year. 

The  book,  "Child  Training  and  So- 
cial Evangelism,"  price  35c,  I  think 
would  be  a  blessing  to  you.  Order  from 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Parents  Magazine  can  be  bought  at 
your  bookstand  anywhere.  It  wJl 
prove  a  blessing  to  your  circle. 

Do  not  order  these  books  and  mag- 
azines from  me,  but  direct  from  the 
company.  We  would  appreciate  your 
mentioning  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
When  you  send  your  subscription  say, 
"I  saw  your  ad  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way." 


The  Baby's  Mother,  which  we  have 
been  suggesting  heretofore,  has  been 
changed  to  "Christian  Home  Life." 
You  will  like  this  magazine.  Order 
from  the  Standard  Publishing  House, 
8th  and  Cutter  Streets,  Cincinnati, 
Onio.  Price  50c  a  year. 


IF  J  COULD  SEE  MY  BOY  TONIGHT 

I'm   thinking   of  my   boy   tonight 
Who  went  across  the  sea  to  fight. 

Oh,  keep  him  safe,  dear  Lord,  I  pray, 
And  send  him  back  to  me  some  day. 

If  I  could  see  my  coy  tonight, 
And  see  his  smile  that  was  so  bright; 

If  I  could  only  see  my  boy, 
My  heart  would  overflow  with  joy. 

I  love  him  more  than  words  can  tell, 
His  funny  ways  I  know  so  well; 

The  day  I  kissed  my  boy  good-bye 
He   said,   "Now,  Mother,   don't   you 
cry." 

And  when  at  last  we  had  to  part 
It  left  me  with  an  aching  heart. 

He  said,  "i'm  coming  back,  Mom  and 
Dad, 
To  the  sweetest  pals  I  ever  had." 

Oh,  send  my  boy  back  to  me, 
When  this  old  world  again  is  free; 

We'll  be  so  glad  when  he  comes  home 
And   I'm   sure   that   he   will   never 
roam. 

If  I  could  see  that  boy  of  n.ine, 
The   stars    again   so   bright   would 
shine — 

It  cannot  be,  but  this  I  know: 
I  love  my  darling  boy  so. 

Oh,  please  watch  o'er  my  boy  tonight 
And  always  be  his  guiding  light; 

And,  Lord,  help  us  this  war  to  win 
That  we  may  all  have  peace  again. 

— Charles  N.  Hodge. 


LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR    MEN 
IN  SERVICE 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
fund  for  sending  Lighted  Pathways 
to  men  in  service: 


North   Carolina   4 

118.25 

Kentucky   ...  ...  

71.16 

South  Carolina  

47.00 

Missouri  .       .  - 

44.90 

Ohio    

44.00 

Illinois 

43.10 

Virginia     

39.00 

Texas   

18.00 

Maryland    .. 

13.80 

Georgia   

10.70 

Florida 

10.00 

Washington,  D.  C.    — 

10.00 

Tennessee  

8.50 

California  

8.00 

Pennsylvania 

7.00 

Oklahoma  

5.00 

Massachusetts     

5.00 

West  Virginia 

4.00 

Alabama   

3.50 

Montana   

3.00 

Mississippi 

2.00 

New  York . 

2.00 

Delaware                        

2.00 

Oregon  

1.00 

South  Dakota  ..   ~   

1.00 

Michigan    

1.00 

Wisconsin  

1.00 

Arkansas  

1.00 

Indiana  

1.00 

1.00 

.70 

j\.ansas  

Iowa    — -    -    

$527.61 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  MarcJi        Total 

Alabama  2,456  15,492 

Alaska  15  15 

Arizona  : 284  1,444 

Arkansas    560  3,694 

California 1,125  6,069 

Canada  274  1,457 

Colorado  _...       94  234 

Connecticut  65  111 

Delaware    194  1,137 

Florida    3,165  22,486 

Foreign  618  2,587 

Georgia  5,869  38,402 

Idaho    110  647 

Illinois  4,212  18,234 

Indiana    .     527  3,237 

Iowa  _.-l:.  "  146  1,074 

Kansas    375  1,863 

Kentucky  '1 3,113  15,199 

Louisiana  606  3,718 

Maine 251  1,724 

Massachusetts 163  540 

Maryland  1,711  9,165 

Michigan    1,681  9,562 

Minnesota 74  415 

Mississippi  833  5,842 

Missouri   2,246  11,722 

Montana  193  1,295 

Nebraska   40  251 

New  Hampshire  _         1  16 

New  Jersey  237  1,458 

New  Mexico  __._ 190  1,100 

New  York __     166  878 

Nevada _         4  14 

North  Carolina    ...11,283  50,385 

North  Dakota  234  1,566 

Ohio  3,827  18,305 

Oklahoma    _ 409  2,702 

Oregon    285  1,581 

Pennsylvania    1,165  7,180 

Rhode  Island  ..._ 3  18 

South  Carolina  ....  9,710  63.636 

South  Dakota  202  1,304 

Tennessee    3,644  23,117 

Texas 2,429  18,516 


Utah    55 

Virginia _ 2,787 

Washington  „» 570 

Washington,  D.  C.       189 

West   Virginia   2,268 

Wisconsin    _ 77 

Wyoming   109 


80,844 


180 

13,848 

3,261 

913 
12,799 

438 

C20 

401,431 


February  Prize  Winner 

Olen  Peele,  Dillon,  S.  C,  is  the  happy 
winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5  for 
selling  the  most  papers  and  having 
the  money  in  on  time. 


February  Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Imogene  Elders,  Canton,  Mo. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Miss  Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
Irene  Settlemeyer,  Valdese,  N.  C. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE 

Due  to  government  regulations,  all 
accounts  for  merchandise  must  be 
paid  for  within  a  period  of  sixty  days. 
— Managing  Editor. 


On  Calvary 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
On  the  summit  of  the  mountain, 
In  the  morning  sunlight  gleam, 
Three  great  crosses  were  erected — 
Christ   was    nailed    to    one's   broad 
beam. 

With  His  flesh  all  torn  and  bloody, 
With    His    head    bowed    down    in 
shame, 

Christ  our  Savior  died  to  save  us, 
There  He  gladly  took  the  blame. 

He  was  weighted  down  with  sorrow, 
All  our  sins  on  Him  were  lain, 

But  He  knew  that  three  days  later 
He  would  rise  and  walk  again. 

The  sun  in  darkness  hid  its  glory, 
When  our  blessed  Savior  died, 

But  He  still  remains  here  with  us, 
In  our  hearts  He  doth  abide. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
Kreisler  thing.  Cutting  half  the  re- 
hearsals, it's  a  wonder  Mr.  Alden  had 
not  dropped  her  from  the  choir.  He 
probably  would,  after  her  flunking 
out  today  on  that  trio  she  promised  to 
sing  in.  They  had  to  make  it  a  duet; 
left  her  low  part  to  the  organ!  Worst 
of  all,  Clara  had  failed  to  make  the 
National  Honor  Society,  which  her 
Mother  had  set  her  heart  on.  She 
knew  all  too  well  she  could  have  beat- 
en all  the  five  who  won  it  had  she 
really  tried.  "The  first  Ewing  not  to 
live  up  to  the  family  record."  She  had 
overheard  Miss  Carr's  sad  voice  say- 
ing that  to  the  principal  when  she 
came  back  after  school  for  that  library 
book.  Yes,  four  valedictorians  in  the 
family,  Dad,  Mother,  Dot,  and  Ken; 
but  she  had  let  the  family  down.  But 
the  worst  was  what  Mr.  Dana  said: 
"Yes,  most  brilliant  one  in  the  class 
two  years  ago.  But  slumped  badly.  Got 
lazy,  and  evidently  boy-crazy.  Lost  all 
ambition.  Too  bad." 

Sitting  in  the  back  seat  at  church 
three  days  afterwards,  Clara  could 
still  hear  those  awful  words  which  had 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


made  her  flush  scarlet.  While  Dr. 
Capen  was  preaching,  all  she  could 
think  of  was:  "Oh,  for  a  Christ  to 
arise  in  me,  that  the  girl  that  I  am 
might  cease  to  be!" 

It  wasn't  simply  that  Clara  had 
failed  to  win  honors  and  bring  credit 
to  the  Ewing  family.  Oh  no.  It  was 
because  she  knew,  and  her  friends 
knew,  that  it  was  at  bottom  a  failure 
in  character.  She  had  slumped  moral- 
ly, by  dodging  obligations,  by  not  keep- 
ing appointments  and  promises.  She 
had  proved  unreliable.  She  had  failed 
in  self-control.  She  could  not  say  no 
when  the  boys  wanted  her  to  go 
motoring,  swimming,  hiking,  picnic- 
ing,  when  she  snould  have  studied  or 
met  other  obligations.  She  was  frit- 
tering away  her  life  in  a  working 
world.  Through  the  week  she  became 
more  depressed  and  disgusted  with 
herself.  Finally  she  mustered  courage 
Saturday  night  to  tell  her  mother 
what  was  worrying  her.  It  was  won- 
derful how  Mother  understood  all 
about  it.  How  kind  and  wise  in  ad- 
vising Clara  how  to  make  a  new  start! 
She  preferred  to  sit  with  Mother  in 
church  next  morning.  Never  had  the 
anthems  meant  so  much  to  her.  She 
felt  the  thrill  of  the  Easter  faith  as 
never  before.  This  time  she  could  real- 
ly feel  the  Savior's  resurrection  in  her 
own  heart  and  life.  And  this  was  the 
song  in  her  heart:  "Truly  the  Christ 
has  arisen  in  me.  And  the  girl  that  I 
was  has  ceased  to  be!" 

Boys  and  girls,  will  you  not  sing  this 
little  song  with  Clara?  "Truly  the 
Christ  has  arisen  in  me,  and  the  girl 
(or  boy)  I  was  has  ceased  to  be." 

BUND  TOMMY 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
outdoors  for  him  to  empty,  though  he 
stumbled  over  it  half  a  dozen  times 
through  the  day.  As  for  the  coal  buck- 
et, which  Tommy  was  supposed  to  keep 
filled  for  mother — and  every  boy 
knows  that  mother,  with  a  good,  stout 
boy  of  her  own,  ought  never  to  lilt 
a  bucket  of  coal — Tommy  never 
seemed  to  see  it  as  it  stood  by  the 
cellar  stairs. 

There  were  other  things  that  Tom- 
my could  not  see.  The  garden  walks 
might  be  green  with  straying  grass  or 
the  flower  beds  with  weeds,  the  lawn 
might  sadly  need  a  shearing,  but  blind 
Tommy  would  go  whistling  away,  and 
presently  his  voice  would  be  heard 
shouting  and  laughing  in  busy  play 
with  other  children. 

Queer  about  Tommy's  blindness, 
wasn't  it?  Do  you  suppose  any  doctor 
could  cure  it? — Publisher  Unknown. 


"Just  for  Todav" 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
alone.  But    God    never    fails  me,  not 
once!"  she. says. 

Another,'  an  old  mother,  recently 
shut  in,  and  living  now  "from  pillar  to 
post,"  says:  "How  wonderful  to  have 
a  dear  heavenly  Father  who  is  able 
to  help  all  of  us!  What  a  wonderful, 
loving,  heavenly  Father,  if  we  will 
trust  and  obey  Him!  I  thank  and 
praise  Him  for  His  loving  kindness  to 
me." 

..  A  hopeless  girl,  shut-in,  in  a  county 
home,  says:  "Yes,  it  surely  pays  to 
trust  Jesus.  I  couldn't  get  along  with- 
out Him.  He  is  an  ever-present  Help 


in  every  need.  I  haven't  any  money," 
she  says,  "and  have  to  look  to  Him  for 
everything  I  need — and  He  never  fails 
me.  Praise  His  name!" 

Another,  semi-shut-in,  says:  "My 
heart  goes  out  to  all  the  poor,  sick  and 
lonely.  I  sometimes  feel  my  lot  is  hard, 
but  when  I  think  of  those  even  home- 
less, I  thank  God,  and,  were  it  not  for 
His  abiding  strength,  I  never  could  go 
on,"  she  says. 

Still  another,  a  needy  one,  and  a 
young  mother,  also  says:  "God  will 
help  us  through.  'For  the  Lord  is  good; 
His  mercy  is  everlasting;  and  His  truth 
endureth  to  all  generations' "  (Ps. 
100:5). 

Summing  them  up  in  that  wonder- 
ful paean  of  praise  by  Annie  Johnson 
Flint,  we  join  in  praise  for  His  help 
for  today,  and  always: 
"He's  helping  me  now — this  moment, 

Though  I  may  not  see  it  nor  hear, 
Perhaps  by  a  friend  far-distant, 

Perhaps  by  a  stranger  near; 
Perhaps  by  a  spoken  message, 

Perhaps  by  a  printed  word; 
In  ways  that  I  know  and  know  not, 

I  have  the  help  of  the  Lord." 


HYMN  STORIES 

(Continued  from  page  ID 
other  institutional  training.  His  tal- 
ent for  music  made  itself  felt  quite 
early,  so  that  by  the  time  he  was 
eighteen  years  of  age,  he  was  leader 
of  the  village  choir  and  leader  of  sev- 
eral singing  schools,  then  very  much 
in  favor.  In  1832  he  withdrew  from 
farm  life  to  edit  a  paper  at  Utica,  New 
York,  which  he  made  a  channel  to 
voice  his  ideas  about  sacred  music. 
Because  of  his  labors  at  other  places, 
such  as  Troy  and  Albany,  and  his 
growing  fame,  twelve  churches  in  New 
York  City  invited  him  to  train  and 
lead  their  choir.  In  that  position  he 
did  for  the  metropolis  what  Lowell 
Mason  accomplished  in  Boston. 

Dr.  Hastings  was  a  man  of  great 
piety.  This  was  so  true  of  him  that 
Dr.  Charles  S.  Robinson,  editor  of 
many  hymnals,  averred  that  "his 
poems  breathe  the  air  of  heaven."  His 
tunes,  nearly  a  thousand  of  them,  are 
tender,  stately,  joyous,  and  singable. 
This  can  also  be  said. of  his  religious 
verses,  numbering  nearly  six  hun- 
dred. Especially  is  this  true  of  "Hail 
to  the  Brightness  of  Zion's  Glad  Morn- 
ing!" which  for  sheer  joy  and  glowing 
passion  reminds  one  of  the  sixtieth 
chapter  of  Isaiah,  and  in  connection 
with  which  it  can  be  studied  with 
profit.  Isaiah's  symbol  of  the  golden 
dawn  is  in  the  first  stanza  of  the 
hymn.  In  the  second  stanza  is  reflect- 
ed the  imagery  of  thronging  crowds 
returning  to  life,  light,  and  freedom. 
Verses  five  to  eight  of  the  prophecy 
are  in  stanzas  three  and  four  of  the 
hymn.  While  not  a  great  hymn,  it  is 
full  of  the  splendor  of  God,  the  tri- 
umph of  His  purpose,  the  realization 
of  His  hopes  for  man.  The  Oriental 
sun,  which  does  not  rise  leisurely  but 
comes  leaping  above  the  horizon,  is  in 
it — a  sublime  picture  of  Christ's  tri- 
umph among  the  peoples  of  the 
earth.  It  is  thus  a  great  missionary 
hymn.  It  was  called  "Missionary  Suc- 
cess." 

The  tune  is  by  Dr.  Hastings'  friend, 
Lowell  Mason,  the  singing  schoolmas- 
ter of  America.  In  structure  it  is  sim- 


ple, there  are  no  unusual  chords  In  it. 
It  is  fluent,  but  not  devoid  of  depth; 
heart  and  passion  breathe  through  it. 
Like  the  hymn  which  it  seeks  to  ex- 
press, the  tune  is  bright,  joyous,  and 
electrifying.  Hymn  and  tune  are  in- 
separable, like  twin  brothers,  and  not 
unlike  the  relation  between  author 
and  composer-,  who  were  fast  friends 
during  their  lifetime. 

Some  of  Dr.  Hastings'  tunes  are 
well  known.  The  most  familiar  are 
"Toplady,"  "Retreat,"  "Ortonville," 
and  "Zion."  Nine  of  them  appear  in 
the  Presbyterian  Hymnal  of  1911.  In 
hymnals  of  other  denominations  the 
number  is  even  larger.  Dr.  Hastings 
lived  to  the  ripe  old  age  of  eighty- 
eight,  and  died  May  15,  1872.  America 
owes  him  a  great  debt  of  gratitude 
for  his  services. 
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time  when  everyone  who  serves  you  in 
any  way  expects  a  tip— ice  man,  mail 
man,  water  boy,  night  watchman, 
street  cleaner,  fireman,  etc.  Each  one 
presents  his  card  wishing  you  a  Merry 
Christmas  and  Happy  New  Year  and 
expects  a  little  tip!  And  the  part 
which  has  impressed  me  most  is  that 
everyone  greets  everyone  else  in  a 
friendly  way  with  a  kindly  wish  for 
their  health  and  happiness  through- 
out the  year.  Even  the  grocer,  butcher 
and  others  who  work  in  various  shops 
greet  all  their  customers  with  best 
wishes  for  the  new  year.  The  people 
all  go  out  of  their  way  and  even  pay 
special  visits  simply  to  express  their 
wishes  for  the  health  and  prosperity 
of  the  family  they  visit.  Someone  here 
remarked,  "Oh,  that  we  had  this  sea- 
son all  year!"  and  I  say,  "Yes,  if  only 
this  spirit  would  prevail  in  our  hearts 
throughout  the  year,  this  world  would 
be  a  much  better  place  in  which  to 
live." 

We  hope  this  very  limited  descrip- 
tion of  this  joyful  season  has  not  only 
given  you  a  little  better  insight  of 
Cuban  life  and  character,  but  also  a 
burden  for  the  great  work  that 
needs  to  be  done  here.  May  it  put  an 
eagerness  in  your  hearts  to  "come  over 
and  help  us." — Your  faithful  co- 
workers in  Cuba,  Hoyle,  Mildred  and 
Sylvia  Sue  Case,  Corona  808,  Santiago 
de  Cuba,  Cuba. 


RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
mountains.  It  has  seven  rooms  and 
three  baths,  and  all  modern  improve- 
ments. Electrical  equipment  for  ev- 
erything. You  won't  know  yourself, 
your  housework  will  be  so  easy. 

There's  a  fine  garage,  and  inside  of 
it  there's  going  to  be  a  big  surprise 
I've  bought  for  you.  I  won't  tell  you 
what  it  is,  but  believe  me,  she's  a 
beauty,  and  all  your  very  own. 

Everything  is  yours — within  one 
week — for  just  your  promise  to  give 
up  your  faith  in  Jesus  Christ.  So  it's 
up  to  you. 

Now  do  be  sensible,  Ray,  and  think 
it  over.  You  know,  darling,  how  much 
I  love  you  and  how  I  want  you  with 
me.  So  wire  quick  and  tell  me  that 
you're  coming  home. 

With  much  love.  Faithfully,  your 
husband,  MAX. 

P.  S. — Every  night  Little  Abie  cries 


April,  1944 
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This  was  the  first  of  many  similar 
letters.  They  began  coming  thick  and 
fast,  and  each  one  was  more  insistent, 
more  pleading,  more  full  of  tender 
endearments  than  the  last.  The  bat- 
tle every  time  was  fearful.  With  each 
letter  Rachel's  heart  was  torn.  The 
temptation  to  yield  to  natural  love 
and  longing  was  terrific. 

But  God  kept  Rachel  Kalinsky 
strong.  Prostrated  though  she  was 
during  every  conflict,  she  came  out  of 
all  of  them  more  than  conqueror 
through  Him  Who  loved  her.  Christ 
was  her  choice  above  every  earthly 
tie  however  dear.  Christ  was  her  por- 
tion. Christ  was  her  stronghold  in  the 
day  of  trouble,  Christ  was  her  all  in 
all. 

Thus  she  replied  invariably  to  Max. 
She  assured  him  of  her  unchanging 
love.  He  and  Little  Abie  were  dearer 
to  her  than  her  life.  But  her  Lord 
Christ  Jesus  must  always  hold  first 
place.  Oh,  if  only  Max  would  confess 
Him  too,  she  would  start  for  Cali- 
fornia in  a  moment.  And  then  they 
all  would  be  so  happy  together — just 
she  and  Max  and  Little  Abie  in  their 
own  dear  Christian  home. 

Then  letters  of  another  sort  began 
to  come.  These  were  from  Mrs.  Ka- 
linsky or  Sarah.  Little  Abie  was  sick, 
awfully  sick.  Last  night  they  thought 
he  was  going  to  die.  They  had  to  have 
three  doctors  for  him  and  two  trained 
nurses.  They  all  said  they  had  never 
seen  a  worse  case.  Next  week  he  had 
to  have  a  terrible  operation.  What 
kind  of  a  mother  was  she  anyway,  to 
stay  away  from  her  dying,  only  child? 
These  letters  shattered  Rachel's 
nerves  completely.  Each  one  brought 
on  a  fit  of  hysterical  weeping  followed 
always  by  prostration.  Sne  could 
neither  eat  nor  sleep.  Her  work  and 
study  fell  to  pieces.  Her  friends  in  the 
Institute  and  elsewhere  watched  her 
with  alarm.  They  feared  her  mind 
would  finally  give  way  beneath  the 
awful  strain. 

But  One  had  promised:  '"When 
thou  passest  through  the  waters,  I 
will  be  with  thee;  and  through  the 
rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee; 
when  thou  walkest  through  the  fire, 
thou  shalt  not  be  burned;  neither 
shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee." 
And  God  held  Rachel  fast.  He  Who 
was  refining  the  gold  in  the  fires  of 
His  own  all-wise  design  would  never 
allow  one  degree  of  heat  too  much. 
The  fires,  the  crucible,  and  the  pre- 
cious gold  within  the  crucible  were  all 
held  secure  within  the  pierced  hand. 
And  through  that  mysterious  al- 
chemy of  suffering,  very  gradually, 
very  gently,  God's  blessed  gift  of 
peace  began  to  fill  Rachel's  being. 
Like  a  river  it  flooded  her  inmost 
soul.  She  entered  upon  an  altogether 
new  and  wonderful  spiritual  exper- 
ience— a  realization  of  the  depths  of 
that  mysterious  joy  that  goes  deeper 
down  than  any  pain.  She  remember- 
ed how  once,  when  she  was  a  little 
child  she  had  been  very  ill.  And  one 
night  the  suffering  had  been  intense 
but  beneath  it  she  was  conscious  of 
the  warmth  and  soothing  of  her  moth- 
er's arms,  and  in  a  strange,  mys- 
terious way  the  pain  itself  grew 
sweet.  So  even  now,  the  agony  of 
heart  was  sanctified   by   God's  own 


peace — i/iie    ueep     uiiueiiicaui    pence — 

that  peace  of  God,  which  passeth  all 
understanding. 

This  peace  enfolded  Rachel  as  with 
a  softest  mantle  until  the  pain  was 
soothed  and  until  her  heart  seemed 
even  like  the  poet's  "burnt  out  craters 
healed  with  snow." 

Rachel  herself  marvelled  at  it.  It 
was  a  paradox,  how  she  could  suffer 
to  the  last  ounce  almost  of  her  very 
life  blood,  and  yet  at  the  same  time 
experience  as  an  actual  and  vivid 
reality,  the  restfulness  of  God — that 
perfect  calm  that  abides  at  the  center 
of  a  storm. 

She  marvelled — until  she  realized 
that  her  peace  was  born  of  faith — 
faith  in  her  all-conquering  Christ. 
She  was  His  and  He  would  guard  His 
own. 

Her  loved  ones,  too,  were  in  His 
tender  keeping.  One  day,  in  His  all- 
gracious  love,  He  would  bring  them  to 
Himself  and  He  would  give  them  back 
to  her.  She  did  not  know  how,  she  did 
not  know  when.  But  she  knew  that  He 
was  faithful  Who  had  promised.  And 
He  had  promised:  "Ask  and  ye  shall 
receive."  So  Rachel  asked  for  Max  and 
Little  Abie.  And  with  the  simplicity 
of  a  child  she  claimed  the  answer  to 
her  prayer. 

Out  of  this  wonderful  trust  there 
came  new  strength.  Not  only  did  Ra- 
chel become  sufficiently  strong  in 
herself — strong  of  body  and  of  spirit — 
to  resume  her  duties,  but  she  received 
that  overflowing  strength  which 
blesses  other  lives.  Consciously  she 
realized  that  she  was  being  used  of 
God  with  spiritual  power.  This  caused 
her  deep  thanksgiving.  Somewhere 
she  had  read,  "When  we  cease  to 
bleed,  we  cease  to  bless."  And  her 
prayer  thenceforth  had  been  that  ac- 
cording to  the  measure  of  her  bleed- 
ing might  be  the  measure  of  her  bless- 
ing unto  other  lives. 

When,  therefore,  she  had  tokens 
that  out  of  her  suffering,  streams  of 
healing  were  flowing  into  many  other 
hearts,  she  accepted  with  sweet  con- 
tent her  bitter  cross.  Nay  more,  she 
rejoiced  with  joy  unspeakable  and  full 
of  glory  that  God  had  thus  honored 
her,  in  entrusting  her  with  such  a 
sacred  sorrow  which  He  Himself 
would  sanctify  and  bless.  When  with 
the  close  of  each  day  she  knelt  in 
prayer,  she  smiled  through  her  tears 
as  she  whispered  to  Him:  "My  Father 
— my  Lord — with  all  my  heart  I  thank 
Thee!" 

Day  by  day  as  the  missionary  vision 
became  clearer,  the  conviction  deep- 
ened in  Rachel's  heart  that  God  had 
called  her  as  a  chosen  witness  for 
Himself.  And  as,  in  obedience  to  His 
call,  she  yielded  her  life  to  Him  in 
joyous  consecration,  she  prayed  in  all 
sincerity  of  Christian  purpose  the 
prayer  of  every  true  missionary  of 
the  cross  of  Jesus  Christ: 

"Lord,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak 
In  living  echoes  of  Thy  tone; 

As  Thou  hast  sought,  so  let  me  seek 
Thy  erring  children  lost  and  lone. 

"Oh,  teach  me,  Lord,  teach  even  me 
The  precious  truths  Thou  dost  im- 
part; 
And  wing  my  words  that   they  may 
reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 


kjic,  sLftfnycutiu  nm,  Lrcut,  wane  i  stunu  — 
Firm   on    the   Rock,   and   strong  in 
Thee, 
I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

"Oh,  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me 
Just  as  Thou  wilt,  and  when  and 
where, 

Until  Thy  blessed  face  I  see, 
Thy  rest,  Thy  joy,  Thy  glory  share." 

And  God  answered  this  prayer  in  a 
wonderful  degree  in  Rachel  Kalinsky's 
life.  Through  her,  His  Spirit  breathed 
comfort  and  peace  to  many  a  weary 
heart;  through  her,  He  imparted  to 
many  a  storm-tossed  mind  the  wis-  -; 
dom  that  cometh  only  from  above; 
through  her  He  graciously  gave  the 
Word  of  Life  unto  the  salvation  of 
many  nrecious  souls. 

Ere  long  Rachel  became  a  recog- 
nized spiritual  power  in  the  life  of  the 
Bible  Institute.  Her  room  became  a 
sanctuary  for  her  many  friends. 
Problems  and  sorrows  of  every  -kind 
were  brought  for  her  unfailing  sym- 
pathy and  prayer.  In  the  classroom 
her  counsel  was  constantly  sought  by 
fellow  students.  Even  the  faculty  dis- 
cerned clearly  her  Spirit-taught  wis- 
dom and  entrusted  her  with  many 
confidences. 

Steadily  her  missionary  witness 
among  her  own  Jewish  people  broad- 
ened. Whether  it  were  in  the  quiet 
visits  in  the  Ghetto  homes  and  in  the 
hospitals,  or  in  the  bolder  witness 
upon  the  New  York  streets,  in  con- 
nection with  the  frequent  open-air 
meeting  of  the  Institute,  her  testi- 
mony was  always  with  conviction. 

More  and  more,  too,  she  was  used  in 
deputation  ministry.  "The  little  Jew- 
ess who  has  suffered  so  much  for 
Christ"  became  well  known,  not  only 
in  the  city  churches  and  drawing 
rooms,  but  in  many  suburban  ones  as 
well.  And  through  her  simple, 
straightforward  story,  many  indiffer- 
ent Christians  were  aroused  to  an  in- 
terest in  the  Jewish  people,  and  a 
sense  of  responsibility  for  their  evan- 
gelization hitherto  undreamed  of.  On 
one  notable  occasion  Rachel's  ringing 
testimony  for  the  Lord  Jesus  was 
radio-broadcast. 

In  the  Jewish  Mission  on  Delancey 
Street  as  well,  Rachel  was  greatly 
used  of  God.  Every  Saturday  after- 
noon she  went  there,  and  as  many 
evenings  through  the  week  as  she  was 
able,  assisting  her  good  friends,  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Nathan  and  Miss  Hamilton, 
in  whatever  way  she  might.  Her  mu- 
sic, her  loving  ministry  among  the 
children  and  the  mothers,  and  her 
clear  testimony  for  Israel's  Messiah 
in  the  gospel  meetings  at  every  oppor- 
tunity— all  contributed  in  no  small 
degree  to  the  life  and  the  effective 
service  of  the  Mission. 

Thus  with  her  spiritual  growth  and 
witness  advancing  rapidly,  and  with 
God's  peace  prevailing  underneath 
her  constant  sorrow,  Rachel  completed 
the  second  year  of  her  missionary 
training  course,  and  following  that, 
her  third  and  last. 

In  June  she  graduated,  not  with 
brilliant  scholastic  honors,  but  with 
what  carried  a  far  more  eternal 
weight — a  record  of  faithfulness  and 
fruitfulness  for  Christ. 

(To  be  continued) 
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War  Enters  Its  Horror  Stage 

Horror  fought  with  horror  for  space 
on  the  front  pages  throughout  a  week 
when  Russia  opened  the  graves  of 
slain  Poles,  the  United  States  heard 
of  Japanese  atrocities  in  the  Philip- 
pines and  Great  Britain  and  the 
government  of  India  revealed  how 
their  nationals  had  been  tortured.  Few 
paid  any  attention  to  the  Australian 
spokesman  in  Melbourne,  who  de- 
clared that  "the  government  view  is 
that  such  stories  lead  to  a  vicious 
circle  of  retaliation  and  reprisal  as 
well  as  causing  unnecessary  distress  to 
relatives  of  war  prisoners."  In  America 
the  emotional  reaction  to  stories  of 
what  happened  to  the  soldiers  taken 
prisoner  with  the  fall  of  Corregidor 
was  so  violent  as  to  preclude  thought. 
The  occasional  voice  raised  to  ask  why 
the  stories,  which  had  been  in  official 
hands  for  a  year  or  longer,  were  re- 
leased at  this  time  was  drowned  in  a 
chorus  of  cries  for  revenge.  But  second 
thoughts  were  cooler.  Senator  Chavez, 
a  Democrat  of  New  Mexico,  from  which 
state  came  a  disproportionate  number 
of  the  soldiers  trapped  in  the  Philip- 
pines, charged  in  the  Senate  that  the 
government's  release  of  the  Bataan 
atrocity  stories  was  "inopportune  and 
inhuman."  He  condemned  it  for  telling 
American  mothers  for  many  months 
that  help  was  reaching  their  sons  in 
prison  camps,  only  now  to  turn  and 
declare  that  "they  suffered  the  tor- 
tures of  the  damned."  "Why  was  it 
necessary?"  he  asked.  "I  have  heard 
only  one  answer.  The  secretary  of  the 
treasury  says  we  will  sell  more  bonds." 
The  New  York  Times  headline  writer 
said  as  much  in  his  headline:  "Anger 
Over  Japanese  Atrocities  Almost  Dou- 
bles War  Bond  Sales."  If  there  was  any 
doubt  that  the  atrocity  stories  were 
deliberately  being  used  to  sell  bonds, 
that  doubt  was  removed  by  the  re- 
membrance that  a  year  ago  the  same 
thing  happened.  It  was  while  the 
second  bond  drive  was  on  that,  on 
April  21,  1943,  the  President  released 
the  account  of  the  execution  of  the 
Tokyo  fliers.  And  in  the  closing  stages 
of  that  bond  drive  the  secretary  of  the 
treasury  announced  that  all  the 
Chinese  villagers  who  tried  to  aid  the 
fliers  had  been  slaughtered  by  the 
Japanese.  The  drive  went  over  the 
top,  as  this  one  is  certain  to  do.  But 
such  manipulation  of  the  terrible 
truth  has  not  noticeably  increased 
the  confidence  of  the  people  in  the 
news  policy  of  the  government. 

Army  Chaplain  Casualties 

Publication  of  casualty  figures 
among  chaplains  by  the  Army  enables 
us  to  state  that  since  Pearl  Harbor 
nineteen  have  been  killed  in  battle; 
thirty-one  died  from  sickness  or  ac- 
cidents; eighteen  died  from  wounds; 
thirty-three  are  prisoners  of  war  and 
one  is  missing  in  action. 

Seventy-six  chaplains  have  been 
decorated  for  bravery  "beyond  the  call 
of  duty."  A  sharp  rise  in  casualties  in 
the  last  three  months  is  noted  by  the 
published  report.  Navy  figures 
are  not  available. 

As  contact  is  made  with  the 
enemy  over  an  ever  wider  area,  these 


sad  records  will  increase.  Chaplains 
are  in  the  thick  of  action  as  they  go 
with  their  units.  We  are  glad  to  say 
that  every  bit  of  information  coming 
to  hand  about  the  work  of  our  chap- 
lains is  being  carefully  preserved.  It 
will  make  a  remarkable  story  of  the 
War  when  it  can  be  told.  This  is  aug- 
mented by  pictures  so  far  as  they  can 
be  obtained. — The  Presbyterian. 

Loyalty  Attested 

At  the  time  of  Pearl  Harbor,  there 
were  between  four  and  five  thousand 
Nisei  Japanese  in  the  American  army, 
and  a  large  number  sought  to  enlist 
at  once  but  were  refused.  About  a  year 
ago  the  Japanese  Civic  Association 
of  Honolulu  sent  in  a  request  to  Wash- 
ington, endorsed  by  the  leading  citi- 
zens of  the  city  and  territory,  asking 
that  the  Japanese  be  allowed  to  enlist 
in  the  American  army  to  serve  in 
Europe.  This  report  was  handed  about 
in  different  government  departments 
for  a .  time,  but  the  Army  finally 
undertook  a  painstaking  investigation 
of  the  loyalty  of  the  Nisei,  using  the 
F.  B.  I.  and  various  other  agencies  to 
gather  the  information.  This  investi- 
gation was  carried  on  for  six  months. 
At  the  end  of  this  time,  there  came  a 
letter  from  Secretary  Stimson  permit- 
ting the  voluntary  enlistment  of  1,500 
Japanese  from  the  Islands.  Within 
two  weeks,  7,500  had  volunteered.  This 
offer  was  later  opened  to  those  in  the 
Resettlement  Camps  in  this  country. 
Here  the  response  has  not  been  so  en- 
thusiastic, but  they  have  asked  that 
they  be  drafted  the  same  as  other 
American  citizens,  a  request  recently 
endorsed  by  army  spokesmen.  There 
are  now  over  7,500  Japanese  in  the 
American  army.  As  the  Nisei  in  this 
country  represent  altogether  a  group 
of  135,000  they  are  almost  exactly  one- 
tenth  of  one  per  cent  of  our  popu- 
lation of  135,000,000.  If  we  multiply 
the  7,500  by  1000,  we  get  7,500,000,  the 
approximate  size  of  our  total  army. 
Thus,  our  Japanese  citizens  have 
maintained  the  same  ratio  of  soldiers 
to  their  numbers,  voluntarily,  that 
the  country  as  a  whole  has  maintained 
through  the  draft. — Henry  S.  Curtis. 

When  Jesus  commissioned  members 
of  the  early  Church,  He  commanded 
His  disciples  to  tarry  until  they  were 
endued  with  power.  Whatever  ex- 
perience He  thought  essential  to  the 
life  and  witness  of  the  first-century 
Church  must  be  essential  to  the  life 
and  witness  of  the  twentieth-century 
Church. — Bishop  Arthur  J.  Moore. 

Eternities   Versus   Hours 

An  American  boy,  son  of  the  dean 
of  a  famous  American  law  school, 
serving  somewhere  in  India,  wrote 
the  following  letter  home  to  his 
father: 
Dear  Dad: 

The  other  day  I  ran  across  an  item 
which  you  may  be  able  to  use  in  your 
matins  talks.  It  is  the  statement  of 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  "Religion  is 
believing  what  the  centuries  say 
against  the  hours."  To  me  it  seems  a 
rather  timely  idea — the  hours  are  say- 


ing we  must  hate  and  destroy  and  kill 
— the  centuries  are  saying  that  each 
individual  is  a  personality  of  dignity 
and  worth.  The  hours  are  saying  that 
Christian  higher  education  is  doomed, 
but  the  centuries  say  its  largest 
achievements  lie  ahead. 

The  pastor  who  has  furnished  us 
with  the  letter  has  added  this  cryptic 
comment,  "As  long  as  we  can  keep  this 
kind  of  faith  there  is  hope."  To  which 
we  add  a  fervent  "amen." — Selected. 

Records  Make  a  Record 
When  Thomas  Edison  showed  the 
world  how  to  make  phonograph 
records,  he  started  something. 
Today  the  record  business  is  booming, 
so  that  records  are  breaking  all 
records! 

Recently  the  Victor  Company  made 
its  800,000,000th  record,  which  is  quite 
a  few.  Stacked  on  one  pile  they  would 
reach  1,100  miles  into  the  air,  and 
side  by  side  they  would  reach  138, 
889  miles.  To  play  them  all  would  re- 
quire 5,321  years. 

For  a  long  time  the  world  has  prized 
the  great  books  of  past  authors,  and 
today  the  world  is  learning  the  value 
of  the  production  of  great  musicians — 
instrumentalists  and  singers  —  re- 
corded on  wax  and  preserved  for 
future  generations  to  enjoy.  The  voice 
of  Caruso,  the  nimble  fingers  of 
Paderewski  on  the  piano,  the  military 
band  of  Sousa,  and  the  orchestra  of 
Victor  Herbert — all  can  be  enjoyed 
for  years  and  years  to  come,  thanks  to 
records. — The  Friend    (Dayton) . 

We  Congratulate  Ourselves 

The  American  people  can  take  great 
satisfaction  in  the  fact  that  the 
national  record  in  the  matter  of 
lynchings  for  1943  is  the  best  in  at 
least  a  generation.  In  the  twelve- 
month period  ending  December  31, 
1943,  only  three  had  occurred.  The 
peak  year  was  1892  with  231  lynchings. 
During  the  fifty-seven-year  period 
preceding  1938  the  average  was 
eighty-five  per  year.  In  the  case  of  one 
of  the  1943  lynchings,  the  sheriff,  his 
deputy,  and  a  county  policeman  were 
indicted  for  their  failure  to  perform 
their  duty,  tried  in  the  federal  dis- 
trict court,  and  convicted  by  a  Georgia 
jury  and  sentenced  to  prison  by  a 
Georgia  judge.  It  has  been  a  bad  year 
for  Judge  Lynch,  it  has  been  a  good 
year  for  Americanism. — Church  Paper. 

Wonders  of  the  World 

The  editor  of  Popular  Mechanics 
recently  secured  from  men  of  science 
a  list  of  "modern  wonders,"  designat- 
ing the  seven  that  may  be  regarded 
as  the  greatest,  and  he  put  these  into 
contrast  with  the  seven  wonders  of 
the  ancient  world.  Those  of  the 
ancient  world  were:  The  Pyramids 
of  Egypt,  The  Pharaohs  of  Alexandria, 
The  Hanging  Gardens  of  Babylon, 
The  Temple  of  Diana  in  Ephesus,  The 
statue  of  Jupiter  by  Phidias,  The 
Mausoleum  of  Artemesia,  The  Colosus 
of  Rhodes.  The  modern  wonders  are: 
Wireless  Telegraphy,  The  Telephone, 
Airplane,  Radium,  Antiseptics  and 
Antitoxins,  Spectrum  Analysis,  X-ray. 
— Religious  Telescope. 
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PERHAPS  SOME  Dili  HE  MAY  USE  ME 


THE  MASTER  STOOD  IN  HIS  GARDEN 

The  Master  stood  in  His  garden  among  the  lilies  so  fair 

That  His  otvn  right  hand  had  planted  and  trained  with  tenderest  care. 

He  looked  on  their  snowy  blossoms  and  marked  with  observant  eye 

That  His  flowers  were  sadly  drooping  and  their  leaves  were  parched  and  dry. 

"My  lilies  have  need  to  be  watered"  the  heavenly  Master  said, 
"But  wherein  shall  I  draw  it'  for  them,  and  raise  each  drooping  head}" 
Close,  close  to  His  feet  in  the  pathtvay,  all  empty  and  frail  and  small, 
Was  an  earthen  vessel  lying,  which  seemed  of  no  use  at  all. 

The  Master  saw  it  and  raised  it  from  the  dust  in  which  it  lay, 
And  smiled  as  He  gently  whispered,  "My  work  it  shall  do  today, 
'Tis  only  an  earthen  vessel,  but  close  it  is  lying  to  me', 
Thoy  so  small,  His  clean  and  empty.  That  is  all  that  it  needs  to  be." 

So  forth  to  the  fountain  He  bore  it,  and  filled  it  full  to  the  brim; 
How  glad  was  the  earthen  vessel,  to  be  of  some  use  to  Him! 
He  poured  forth  the  living  waters  all  over  the  lilies  fair 
Till  empty  was  the  vessel,  and  again  He  filled  it  there. 

The  drooping  lilies  He  watered,  till  all  reviving  again, 

The  Master  saw  with  pleasure  that  His  work  was  not  in  vain. 

His  own  right  hand  drew  the  waters,  refreshing  the  thirsty  flowers 

But  He  used  the  earthen  vessel  to  convey  the  living  showers. 

And  then  to  itself  it  whispered,  as  aside  He  laid  it  once  more, 
"I  still  will  lie  in  His  pathway  just  tvhere  I  lay  before. 
Close,  close  would  I  keep  to  the  Master,  and  empty  would  I  remain, 
Perchance  some  day  He  may  USE  ME  to  water  His  lilies  again." 

— Publisher  Unknown. 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 
Yesterday  someone  asked  me  the  question,  What  will  be 

your  message  to  the  boys  and  girls  in  this  Parents'  Issue? 

I  said,  I  do  not  know,  as  I  have  had  no  leading  as  yet.    I 

felt  so  blank  and  empty,  then  I  thought  of  my  poem  on 
the  back  cover  of  the  Easter  issue, 
and  I  think  I  shall  use  two  verses 
in  order  to  bring  the  thought  to 
you. 

"My  lilies  have  need  to  be  watered," 
the  heavenly  Master  said, 

."But  wherein  shall  I  draw  it  for 
them,  and  raise  each  drooping 
head?" 

Close,  close  to  His  feet  in  the  path- 
way, all  empty  and  frail  and 
small, 

Was  an  earthen  vessel  lying,  which 
seemed  of  no  use  at  all. 

The   Master  saw   it   and   raised   it 
from  the  dust  in  which  it  lay, 
And  smiled  as  He  gently  whispered,  "My  work  it  shall  do 

today, 
Tis  only  an  earthen  vessel,  but  close  it  is  lying  to  me; 
Tho'  so  small,  'tis  clean  and  empty.     That  is  all  that  it 
needs  to  be." 

Then  I  decided  it  was  very  good  that  I  did  feel  empty  so 
that  I  would  not  depend  on  self  for  this  message,  for  if  I 
did  it  would  be  a  failure.  Now  I  am  depending  on  Him  to 
fill  me  and  use  me  to  give  you  just  the  message  you  need 
today. 

We  find  on  our  cover  page  a  picture  of  home  and  home 
life,  which  is  very  beautiful,  and  what  could  we  choose  that 
would  be  more  refreshing  than  a  subject  like  this.  We  are 
giving  our  young  fathers  and  mothers  a  page  each  month 
for  their  encouragement  and  we  are  very  glad  that  good 
reports  are  coming  in  from  this  department.  In  this  mes- 
sage we  want  to  especially  talk  to  our  young  men  and 
women  who  do  not  yet  have  a  home  but  expect  to  have 
sometime  in  the  future.  We  want  you  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
that  home  that  is  to  be  and  feel  your  responsibility  now 
of  making  it  what  it  should  be.  It  is  true  that  you  can  begin 
right  now  to  train  for  this,  the  most  important  work  in 
the  world,  that  of  making  a  home.  Most  young  people  think 
that  all  they  have  to  do  is  to  find  someone  to  be  their 
companion,  call  for  the  preacher,  rent  a  house  and  fill  it 
with  furniture  and  they  are  all  ready  to  make  a  home. 
Little  have  they  thought  of  the  responsibilities  of  home 
and  parenthood.  You  would  not  think  of  being  a  teacher 
or  a  stenographer  without  much  preparation.  The  fact  is 


you  would  not  hold  a  job  long  without  'it.  People  must  be 
prepared  for  their  jobs  these  days  to  hold  them.  In  an  of- 
fice or  a  schoolroom  it  is  very  easy  for  the  school  board 
or  the  one  for  whom  you  are  working  to  pay  you  off,  and 
say,  We  will  not  need  your  services  longer.  But  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  discharge  a  wife  or  husband  if  they  are  not  equal 
to  the  responsibilities  of  the  home.  No  it  is  a  lifetime  job. 
Then  you  should  know  something  about  the  qualifications 
of  that  one  with  whom  you  are  about  to  join  hands  in 
order  to  know  whether  your  home  will  have  a  solid  founda- 
tion or  whether  the  tide  will  come  in  and  sweep  it  away. 
Remember  the  tide  will  be  sure  to  come  in.  This  is  why 
these  sad  letters  come  to  me  so  often.  Some  want  to  know 
what  to  do,  since  their  home  is  so  unhappy.  Bless  your 
hearts,  boys  and  girls,  there  just  isn't  much  to  tell  you 
to  do  but  make  the  best  of  it,  keep  God  in  your  life  and 
ask  Him  to  overrule  your  mistakes.  The  letter  I  read  this 
morning,  which  led  me  to  write  along  this  line,  was  from 
a  young  woman  who  was  called  to  preach  but  married  an 
unsaved  young  man.  Now  she  wants  to  know  just  what  she 
should  do  to  enable  her  to  be  obedient  to  the  call  of  God. 
The  only  advice  I  can  give  to  one  like  this  is  to  do  the 
best  she  can  to  make  a  happy  home  and  work  for  God  in 
her  church  and  in  her  community.  God  will  forgive,  but 
you  will  no  doubt  have  to  suffer  for  your  disobedience.  No 
young  Christian  is  safe  in  marrying  one  who  is  unsaved. 
It  is  impossible  for  you  to  be  happy  together  under  these 
circumstances.  There  is  no  sweet  fellowship  in  prayer.  You 
will  likely  have  to  battle  through  storms  to  go  to  God's 
house  to  worship.  It  will  be  hard  to  train  your  little  ones 
for  God  through  this  opposition  and  many  times  you 
weaken  and  give  up  the  fight  and  your  home  is  gone. 
Every  young  man  or  woman  should  study  to  know  some- 
thing about  homemaking  before  you  take  the  all-impor- 
tant step.  Remember,  the  only  way  to  happiness  for  you 
is  to  obey  the  Word  of  God  and  when  it  so  plainly  tells  you, 
"Be  not  unequally  yoked  together  with  unbelievers,"  then 
if  you  disobey  orders,  how  can  you  expect  to  make  a  suc- 
cess of  your  home? 

If  you  are  one  who  is  conscientious  in  your  religious  be- 
lief and  plan  to  stand  by  your  convictions,  then  it  is  just 
as  detrimental  to  a  home  for  you  to  marry  someone  who 
belongs  to  another  church  as  it  is  to  marry  a  sinner,  for 
it  is  impossible  for  you  to  be  happy  when  on  Sunday  you 
go  in  different  directions.  Your  children's  lives  will  be 
saddened  by  the  conflict  this  causes  in  the  home  and  they 
will  pe'rhaps  be  disgusted  to  the  extent  that  they  may  be 
turned,  away  from  the  church  entirely.  You  should  make 
up  your  mind  to  pull  together  before  you  take  the  impor- 
tant step.  Just  a  few  days  ago  we  received  a  letter  from 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


"THE  ROOF-TREE" 

Dedicated  to  those  who  have  loved  ones  scattered  far  and  wide  over  this  great  world  of  ours.    Isn't  it  wonderful  that 

we  are  all  under  the  roof  of  God's  great  love? 


Once,  in  the  days  of  long  ago, 
Days  of  my  whole  life  the  best, 
When  the  time  for  sleep  had  come 
And  the  house  was  hushed  to  rest, 
It  was  such  a  happy  thought, 
Used  to  make  my  heart  so  light, 
We  were  all  beneath  one  roof 
When  I  barred  the  door  at  night. 

Let  the  wind  moan  as  it  would, 
Let  the  raindrops  patter  fast, 
They  were  near  me,  nestled  warm 
From  the  midnight  and  the  blast. 
Not  one  lingering  out  of  reach, 
Not' one  banished  far  aloof — 
It's  a  woman's  heaven  to  have 
All  she  loves  beneath  one  roof. 


Now,  tonight  the  autumn  wind 
Thru  the  keyhole  whistles  shrill; 
It  must  roar  among  the  firs 
In  that  graveyard  on  the  hill; 
Dying  leaves  are  whirled  aloft, 
Swaying  branches  knock  the  pane; 
In  the  pauses  of  the  wind, 
Listen!  Oh,  the  rain,  the  rain! 

Now  when  bedtime  comes  at  length 
To  me,  sitting  here  alone, 
And  the  ticking  of  the  clock 
Tells  how  still  the  house  has  grown; 
Oh,  how  heavy  is  the  heart 
That  was  once  so  light  of  yore; 
Now — /  seem  to  bar  them  out 
When  at  night  I  bar  the  door. 


But  our  Father  surely  needs 
All  His  dear  ones  near  Him  still; 
Are  we  not  at  home  with  Him 
In  the  house  or  on  the  hill? 
So  I  fill  my  empty  heart, 
With  the  thought  that  far  above, 
Over  them,  as  over  me,  spreads 
One  roof  of  heavenly  love. 

So  I  can  go  up  to  bed, 
Pass  the  door  where  once  I  heard 
Gentle  breathing,  as  I  crept 
Softly  by,  without  a  word; 
Though  the  house  is  silent  now, 
Though  they  wish  me  no  "Goodnight," 
We  are  still  beneath  one  roof — 
When  I  bar  the  doors  at  night. — Sel. 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

It  was  the  morning  following  Ra- 
chel's graduation.  She  was  taking  a 
brief  holiday  previous  to  moving  back 
to  Dr.  Nathan's  mission  where,  in  the 
absence  of  Miss  Hamilton,  she  was  to 
assist  for  the  summer  in  the  chil- 
dren's work.  Miss  Hamilton  was  at 
present  in  the  West,  combining  a 
study  of  the  Jewish  missions  there, 
with  a  much-needed  rest  in  her  Cali- 
fornia home. 

Rachel  was  packing  her  trunk,  amid 
many  interruptions  from  friends  who 
dropped  in  for  a  fond  good-bye,  when 
the  fateful  Pasadena  letter  came! 

It  was  the  first  California  letter  she 
had  had  in  many  months.  In  her  ex- 
citement she  did  not  notice  that  the 
handwriting  was  not  in  Max's  usual 
style.  She  tore  it  open  with  controlled 
excitement,  but  the  control  gave  way 
to  screams  of  joy  as  she  grasped  the 
import  of  the  words: 

Pasadena,  California,  June  7,  19 — 
Dear  Rachel: 

You  have  won  at  last! 

I  have  decided  to  join  you  in  your 
Christian  religion. 

I  promise  you  that  I,  too,  will  be- 
lieve in  Jesus  Christ  and  will  confess 
Him  publicly  as  our  Messiah,  if  only 
you  will  come  home. 

I  can't  stand  it  without  you  any 
longer.  Come  soon.  Take  the  first 
train  possible.  Wire  me  what  time  you 
will  arrive. 

With  love,  MAX. 

P.S.— Enclosed  is  a  cheque  for  $300 
for  your  trip.  Lots  more  money  when 
you  get  here.  MAX. 

P.S.  2 — Little  Abie  is  fine.   He  says, 

Tell  Mamma  to  hurry  up  and  come, 
i  want  my  Mamma."  MAX. 

P.S.  3 — Get  here   by   a   week  from 
Sunday  so  we   can  have   a   drive   in 
your  swell  new  limousine.  Just   wait 
"U  you  see  it.  She's  a  beauty. 
Much  love,   MAX. 

"a0chel  was  wildly,  deliriously  hap- 
of ' m! .  rushed  from  one  to  another 
*hii  glrls  in  her  room  hugging  them, 
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dena."  All  of  Rachel's  younger  friends 
exulted  with  her  in  loud  exclamations 
of  praise  and  jubilation. 

Her  older  friends,  however,  and 
those  of  the  faculty  who  were  yet  re- 
maining in  the  building,  were  more 
reserved  in  their  expression  of  con- 
gratulation and  joy.  Their  satisfac- 
tion was  tempered  with  the  caution 
born  of  longer  experience.  Would  not 
Rachel  sit  down  and  talk  things  over 
with  them  quietly  before  she  made 
preparation  for  her  distant  journey? 

But  Rachel  had  no  time.  She  must 
get  her  money.  She  must  wire  Max. 
She  must  tell  Dr.  Nathan.  She  must 
go  shopping.  She  would  have  to  buy 
new  clothes.  Then  she  must  get  her 
ticket  and  see  about  her  trunk.  It  was 
eleven  o'clock  already  and  the  West- 
ern Limited  left  at  seven-thirty. 

So  off  she  flew  at  once.  She  went  to 
the  telegraph  office  first  of  all,  and 
then  to  the  mission  on  Delancey 
Street.  There,  in  a  manner  utterly 
foreign  to  her  usual  reserve,  she  burst 
suddenly  upon  good  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Na- 
than with  the  startling  tidings,  "O 
Dr.  Nathan!  Mrs.  Nathan!  Max  is 
converted!  My  husband  is  a  Chris- 
tian! And  he  has  sent  for  me  to  come 
to  him  at  once!  I  am  leaving  tonight 
for  California!" 

While  gentle  Mrs.  Nathan  drew  the 
excited  girl  to  a  seat  beside  her,  Dr. 
Nathan  took  the  letter  Rachel  ex- 
tended to  him  and  read  it  gravely. 
And  then  his  face  grew  sad,  for  it 
grieved  him  exceedingly  to  dash  the 
hopes  of  this  happy,  trustful  child, 
but  well  he  understood  the  duplicity 
of  the  unregenerated  Jacobs  of  his 
race,  and  clearly  this  letter  was  spuri- 
ous. 

As  gently,  therefore,  and  as  kindly 
as  it  was  possible  for  him  to  do  so, 
Dr.  Nathan,  assisted  by  his  motherly 
wife,  endeavored  to  enlighten  Rachel 
and  to  restrain  her  from  her  purpose 
of  going  to  Max — at  least  until  she 
could  receive  evidence  of  the  genuine- 
ness of  his  conversion. 

But  Rachel  was  deaf  to  every  argu- 
ment. Of  course,  Max  was  converted. 
Why  else  would  he  have  written  her? 
And  had  she  not  prayed?  Had  not 
they  all  prayed  for"  this  very  thing? 
Where  was  Dr.  Nathan's  faith?  No, 
she  couldn't'  possibly  wait,  not  anoth- 
er day.  She  was  so  sorry  to  disappoint 
these  dear  friends  about  the  summer's 
work  among  the  children,  and  after 
all  they  had  done  for  her  too.  She 
owed  them  a  debt  of  gratitude  and  of 
love  that  she  could  never  repay,  but 
Max  was  her  husband  and  he  needed 
her.  She  must  go  to  him  at  once.  No, 
nothing  would  stop  her,  nothing.  She 
was  going  to  California  tonight. 

And  so,  realizing  that  further  re- 
monstrance was  vain,  sadly  and  with 
deep  misgivings  of  heart,  her  kind 
Hebrew-Christian  friends  could  only 
bid  her  a  loving  farewell,  as  they  com- 
mitted her  with  earnest  prayer  to  the 
Lord  for  His  grace  and  guidance  upon 
all  the  future  pathway. 

When  she  returned  to  the  Institute, 
the  friends  there — with  whom  Dr.  Na- 
than meanwhile  had  been  in  anxious 


consultation  on  the  phone — also  tried 
to  restrain  her  from  her  hasty  de- 
parture. But  they,  too,  saw  that  all 
their  efforts  would  be  useless.  She  was 
adamant  against  every  entreaty.  Her 
husband  was  converted.  He  needed 
her.  God  had  sent  her  the  money. 
This  was  proof  surely  that  it  was  His 
will  that  she  should  go. 

She  spent  a  feverish  afternoon 
completing  her  preparations.  She  had 
no  time  for  visiting  with  ever  her 
closest  and  dearest  friends.  She  had 
no  time  for  prayer — and  no  inclina- 
tion. One  thought  alone  obsessed  her 
— she  was  going  to  California!  She 
was  going  to  Max  and  Little  Abie ! 

Not  until  she  was  actually  aboard 
the  Overland  Express,  with  the  last 
good-byes  said  to  the  large  group  of 
institute  and  mission  friends  who  had 
gathered  at  the  Pennsylvania  station 
— not  until  the  wheels  were  actually 
turning  westward — did  she  pause  to 
question  the  wisdom  of  her  going. 

And  then  doubts  assailed.  Like  a 
flood  the  enemy  came  in.  What  was 
she  doing?  Could  those  dreadful 
things  be  true  that  Dr.  Nathan  and 
some  of  the  others  had  suggested? 
Could  it  be  possible  that  her  husband 
was  deceiving  her?  But  no!  She  had 
prayed!  She  had  pleaded  earnestly 
for  Max  for  over  three  years,  and  God 
had  answered  at  last.  She  must  not 
doubt.  It  was  lack  of  faith.  She  would 
believe. 

But  still  the  uneasy  questionings 
persisted.  Added  to  them  was  intense 
nervousness  and  not  a  little  fear.  It 
was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  she 
had  traveled  so  far.  And  the  first  time, 
too,  that  she  had  been  on  a  train  over- 
night. She  felt  suddenly  very  lonely. 
The  good  friends  in  New  York  were 
now  all  left  behind — and  what  lay 
before  her?  She  scarcely  slept  all 
night,  so  frightened  did  she  become. 

But  with  the  morning  she  felt  bet- 
ter. After  breakfast  she  made  friends 
with  a  lady  and  her  little  children  in 
the  opposite  seat.  Some  other  pas- 
sengers also  were  friendly,  and  the 
conductor  and  the  porter  both  were 
very  kind.  The  scenery,  too,  was  keen- 
continued  on  page  17) 
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LITTLE  HANDS 

Such  little  hands  are  mine 
That  you  would  never  guess 

How  many  things  they  do 
To  comfort  and  to  bless. 

They  bring  down  father's  hat 

Before  he  goes  away, 
And  do  the  errands  small 

For  grandpa  every  day. 

They  find  the  darning  ball, 
And  mother's  scissors,  too; 

And  latch  the  wicket  gate, 
So  baby  can't  slip  through. 

When  grandma  dear  comes  in, 
They  bring  her  shawl  and  book, 

And  wheel  her  easy-chair 
Into  the  warmest  nook. 

They  gather  up  the  toys 

When  darkness  shades  the  stair; 
And,  last  of  all,  they  fold 

Upon  a  little  prayer. 

YOUR  MOTHER— MY  MOTHER 

Mrs.  E.  G.  Marsh 

The  world  is  full  of  mothers — all 
kinds  of  mothers — but  there  is  only 
one  you  can  call  "my  mother."  I  do 
not  know  what  you  think  of  your 
mother,  but  I  love  my  mother  dearly, 
and  am  proud  of  her.  Even  from  girl- 
hood, mother  has  been  my  best  earth- 
ly friend,  and  we  have  always  been 
comrades.  Have  you  ever  seen  anyone 
else's  mother  and  wished  that  she 
could  be  your  mother — thought  that 
she  was  nicer  than  your  own  mother? 
Do  you  really  know  how  beautiful 
your  mother  is?  I  will  tell  you  a  story 
to  make  plain  what  I  am  trying  to  tell 
you. 

Two  girls  were  walking  along  the 
street  when  Mrs.  Hunter,  a  handsome, 
richly  dressed  woman  came  out  of 
her  splendid  home  to  enter  a  car. 
"That's  Grace  Hunter's  mother!  Isn't 
she  the  prettiest  woman  you  ever 
saw?"  said  Mamie  Waring  to  her 
friend  Phoebe.  "I  guess  Grace  is  aw- 
fully proud  of  her!"  Phoebe  had  al- 
ways thought  of  mothers  as  a  little 
round-shouldered,  with  wrinkled  faces 
and  gray  hairs. 

After  the  girls  passed  on,  Mamie 
made  a  few  more  remarks,  and  ended 
by  saying,  "Wouldn't  you  be  proud  if 
you  had  a  mother  who  looked  like 
that?"  The  question  stayed  with 
Phoebe  long  after  the  girls  had  part- 
ed. "How  would  it  seem,"  she  thought, 
"to    have    a    beautiful    mother    like 
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that!"  The  mere  sight  of  Grace  Hun- 
ter's mother  had  made  her  heart  beat 
faster.  Oh,  if  she,  too,  had  a  mother 
of  whom  she  could  be  proud! 

The  house  was  very  still  when 
Phoebe  entered.  In  another  minute 
she  remembered  that  her  mother  was 
over  at  a  neighbor's  taking  care  of 
sick  Willie.  But  the  house  was  all  in 
order,  just  as  her  mother  had  left  it, 
although  it  was  a  humble  home. 

Soon  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
door,  and  almost  immediately  in 
walked  Miss  Crone,  the  deaconess. 
Phoebe  loved  this  little  woman,  whose 
sweet"  smile  now  greeted  her.  Then 
came  the  question,  "Is  your  mother  at 
home?" 

"No,  Mother's  at  Gray's.  They're 
sick  over  there.  Mother  stayed  with 
them  last  night  and  Sunday  night." 

The  deaconess  drew  a  long  breath. 
"Phoebe,"  she  said,  "you  must  be 
very  proud  of  your  mother!" 

Phoebe  did  not  know  how  to  answer. 
She  stood  looking  at  the  deaconess 
blankly. 

"I  wonder  if  you  realize,  Phoebe, 
what  your  mother  means  to  her 
friends  and  neighbors  here!  No,  you 
do  not;  none  of  us  can.  If  ever  I  feel 
discouraged,  I  think  of  her,  of  her 
beautiful,  helpful  life,  lightening  oth- 
ers' burdens.  You  are  a  fortunate  girl, 
my  dear,  to  have  such  a  mother.  I 
only  hope  that  you  are  as  proud  of  her 
as  she  deserves.  Now  I  shall  go  over 
to  Mrs.  Gray's  and  send  your  mother 
home  for  a  little  rest — "  and  the  little 
deaconess  went' out,  not  knowing  what 
a  flood  of  thoughts  she  stirred  up  in 
Phoebe's -mind. 

Phoebe  stood  looking  thoughtfully 
out  of  the  window  when  the  door 
opened  and  her  mother  came  in.  She 
was  no  longer  young,  and  looked  years 
older  than  she  was.  Her  face  was  a 
little  weary,  but  her  eyes  had  a  shin- 
ing brightness  like  clear  sunshine  as 
she  said,  "Little  Willie  is  better,  and 
we  are  so  thankful  to  our  heavenly 
Father.  I  thought  last  night  that  we 
would  lose  him,  but  now  it  looks  as  if 
he  will  get  well!"  She  started  to- 
ward the  stove  to  put  on  more  coal 
when  Phoebe  caught  her  in  her  arms 
saying,  "Mother,  O  Mother!  why  didn't 
I  ever  know  before  how  beautiful  you 
are?" 

And  now,  children,  let  this  be  a 
lesson  to  us.  Let  us  look  upon  Mother 
as  beautiful,  not  because  she  can  dress 
prettily  as  Grace  Hunter's  mother  did, 
but  because  of  her  loving  heart  and 


her  gentle  ways.  And  let  us  give  her 
the  tokens  of  love  she  deserves,  but 
above  everything  else,  give  her  the 
true  love  of  our  hearts. 

"Dear  Mother,  ne'er  shall  I  forget 
Thy   brow,   thine   eyes,   thy   pleasant 

smile; 
Oh,  never  shall  thy  form  depart 
From  the  bright  picture  of  my  heart." 
— God's  Revivalist. 

MONEY"  TALKS 
The  Disappointed   Dollars 

I  wanted  to  go  to  China,  but  a  lit- 
tle girl  spent  me  for  ice  cream  and 
candy. 

I  wanted  to  help  preach  the  gospel 
in  Africa,  but  a  young  man  spent  me 
in  the  movies. 

I  wanted  to  go  to  Moslem  lands  to 
tell  of  Christ,  but  a  little  boy  spent 
me  for  popcorn  and  gum. 

I  was  planning  to  help  the  ignor- 
ant women  in  India,  but  a  lady  spent 
me  to  go  to  the  theater. 

A  little  girl  gave  me  for  missions, 
but  the  church  board  borrowed  me  for 
current  expenses  and  didn't  pay  me 
back. 

I  wanted  to  help  build  a  chapel  in 
the  Philippines,  but  a  deacon  spent 
me  for  cigars. 

An  elder  had  me  and  I  wanted  to  go 
to  Japan,  but  the  elder  said,  "A  quar- 
ter is  enough,"  and  put  me  in  his 
stuffy  old  pocketbook. 

We  are  so  disappointed!  We  wanted 
to  do  some  good  in  the  world.  We  are 
heartbroken  because  we  can  not  go. 
Won't  you  people,  who  love  the  Lord 
and  love  those  for  whom  Christ  died, 
be  sure  next  time  to  put  us  in  the 
offering,  so  we  can  help  tell  of  Jesus 
all  over  the  world? 

The  Happy,  Joyous  Dollars 

I  am  going  to  buy  twenty  New 
Testaments  for  China. 

I  am  going  across  the  ocean  to  sup- 
port a  student  in  a  mission  school  one 
week  in  India. 

I  am  going  to  the  Philippines  to 
help  print  Christian  literature. 

I  am  on  my  way  to  Japan  to  help 
run  a  Christian  kindergarten. 

I  will  supply  Christian  books  for 
ten  pupils  in  a  day  school  in  India. 

I  will  support  a  native  evangelist 
for  a  week  in  Africa. 

I  will  pay  the  rent  for  a  chapel  for 
two  weeks  in  South  America. 

I  will  give  the  Mohammedans  two 
thousand  one-leaf  tracts  in  Moslem 
lands. — King's  Highway. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

This  is  the  first  anniversary  of  our 
"Happy  Home  Circle"  work.  We  are 
wondering  just  how  each  member  is 
progressing.  How  many  have  ordered 
the  study  material  and  how  are  you 
enjoying  it?  I  shall  not  be  able  to  an- 
swer you  with  a  personal  letter  per- 
haps, but  it  will  do  me  good  to  hear 
from  you  and  then  I  can  answer  you 
through  this  page  in  a  later  issue. 

I  hope  I  have  written  all  who  have 
joined  the  Circle.  If  I  have  neglected 
anyone,  please  write  me  again.  I  am 
praying  daily  for  you  that  God  will 
help  you  over  every  hard  place  and 
bring  you  and  your  little  family  out 
more  than  conquerors  through  Him 
that  loved  us  and  gave  Himself  for  us.. 


FAMILY  DEVOTIONS  THAT 
WORK 

Alva  Leach  James 

"I  hate  devotions!" 

My  husband  opened  the  Bible  and 
read  a  portion  followed  by  readings 
from  a  commentator.  We  knelt  in 
prayer,  and  our  family  worship  was 
over  for  the  day. 

I  rose  from  my  knees  as  one 
stunned.  My  mind  had  been  in  a  daze 
throughout  the  reading,  and  I  couldn't 
have  named  the  passage  from  which 
he  had  read.  I  hadn't  heard  the  prayer 
either.  Instead  those  three  words  con- 
tinued to  ring  in  my  ears  and  I  gazed 
at  my  child  in  utter  bewilderment. 

Never  had  she  so  asserted  herself 
before.  My  first  impulse  was  to  re- 
buke her,  and  I  found  myself  feebly 
saying,  "Why,  Esther!" 

But  I  could  say  no  more. 

There  had  been  a  long  pent-up 
feeling  in  her  heart,  and  suddenly  it 
had  burst  forth  uncontrolled  and  ugly 
in  its  childlike  frankness.  This  was  no 
time  for  correction.  It  was  time  for 
fact-finding. 

I  determined  to  go  to  the  bottom  of 
her  statement. 

As  I  waited  her  reply  I  caught  a 
brief  glimpse  of  myself  as  a  mother. 
I  had  been  trying  to  be  all  a  mother 
should  be.  We  had  sought  to  leave  no 
stone  unturned  in  the  early  training 
of  our  children,  but  of  a  sudden  I  felt 
something  must  be  dead  wrong.  We 
had  missed  the  mark  entirely. 

"Oh,  I  have  to  sit  so  still,"  was  the 
Qesitant  reply.  "And  I  don't  like  what 
°addy  reads." 

Then  I  recalled  the  little  sighs  as 
«ie  children  tried  to  control  that  un- 
controllable wiggle  within  them,  and 
Realized  how  hard  it  must  be  to  listen 
attentively  to  reading  prepared  for 
guilts.  Gradually  a  vision  of  great 
risibility  opened  before  me,  and  I 
*SKed  God  to  help  me  to  transform  our 

period  of  family  worship  from  a  life- 

a?s  obligation  into  a  period  of  intense 

jPPeal  for  even  the  youngest,  a  time 
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anticipated  rather  than  dread- 
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ed,  a  time  of  uplift  and  inspiration 
for  those  little  minds  and  tiny  feet. 

So  it  was  that  our  family  worship 
took  on  new  life.  I  feel  it  can  still  be 
enriched  and  developed  even  more, 
but  the  items  mentioned  here  may 
serve  as  stimulating  seeds  of  thought 
for  you  and  your  particular  family 
needs. 

What  I  needed  first,  I  decided,  was 
stories  briefly  depicting  Biblical  doc- 
trine and  truth  through  the  medium 
of  childhood's  experiences  in  every- 
day life. 

I  sought  in  vain. 

The  stores  were  oversupplied  with 


I  WANT  TO  TELL  JESUS  MY 
DADDY  PRAYS 

A  farmer  lived  near  a  little  running 
brook.  In  one  corner  of  the  fence  near 
by  his  little  eight-year-old  girl  had 
built  a  playhouse  where  she  spent 
many  happy  hours  by  the  side  of  the 
brook.  Her  father  was  not  a  praying 
man  but  he  dearly  loved  her.  She  was 
taken  sick,  and  when  near  the  close 
of  life,  she  felt  a  strong  desire  to  see 
her  playhouse  again,  and  "asked  her 
father  to  take  her  there. 

"My  dear,  you  are  too  sick  to  go 
there."  But  she  insisted,  and  he 
finally  took  her  carefully  in  his  arms 
and  carried  her  down  to  her  play- 
house, and  sat  down  with  her.  She 
gazed  a  long  time  at  the  place  she  had 
so  often  visited,  and  then,  turning  to- 
ward her  father,  said,  "Daddy,  I  wish 
you  would  pray." 

"Why  do  you  want  me  to  pray,  my 
dear?" 

"I  want  to  tell  Jesus  my  daddy 
prays." 

He  turned  his  face  away  for  a  mo- 
ment to  hide  the  starting  tears,  and 
when  he  turned  again  to  look  at  her, 
the  gentle  spirit  had  fled. 

He  carefully  lifted  the  loved  form 
and  carried  her  back  to  her  bed,  but 
those  words,  "I  want  to  tell  Jesus  my 
daddy  prays,"  kept  ringing  in  his 
ears,  until  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and 
became  a  praying  man.  "A  little  child 
shall  lead  them." — Selected. 


folklore  and  mythical  fiction  of  every 
variety,  but  I  was  told  repeatedly, 
"Children  of  that  age  cannot  grasp 
religious  truths." 

I  clung  to  my  own  convictions, 
nevertheless,  and  decided  to  write  my 
own  stories.  I  usually  dashed  them  off 
while  the  dinner  was  cooking,  or  rid- 
ing to  a  meeting  on  the  bus.  Often  the 
last  sentence  was  completed  about  five 
minutes  before  time  for  family  wor- 
ship to  begin. 

They  were  simple  stories  that  any 
mother  could  write,  fitted  to  the  world 
in  which  our  children  lived,  and  leav- 
ing each  time  one  simple  spiritual 
thought. 

"If  you  sit  still  during  the  Bible 
reading,  you  may  have  one  of  your 
stories,"  was  the  bait  hung  before  the 
children  at  each  devotional  hour. 

How  remarkably  it  worked! 

The  air  of  depression  and  resigna- 
tion was  replaced  by  eager  anticipa- 
tion. 

Frequently  I  overheard  the  children 
referring  to  the  stories  later  in  the 
day.  At  last  they  had  found  a  message 
in  the  family  altar  for  themselves. 

What's  more,  I  saw  their  little  minds 
reaching  hungrily  for  spiritual  light. 
The  stories  often  brought  on  discus- 
sions of  truths  I  had  never  dreamed 
such  tiny  minds  were  capable  of 
grasping. 

Three  years  have  passed  since 
Esther  challenged  us  with  those 
shocking  words.  Our  problem  now  is 
to  induce  the  children  to  be  willing  to 
close  the  worship  period!  It  has  be- 
come the  most  cherished  and  antici- 
pated event  of  our  family  life,  and  I 
find  myself  wondering  how  to  keep 
ahead  of  their  spiritual  appetites  and 
demands. 

After  breakfast  we  had  our  Scrip- 
ture reading  and  brief  comments  and 
prayer.  This  is  not  our  family  worship, 
but  serves  merely  as  an  appetizer  to 
give  strength  and  courage  for  the  day. 

This  comes  after  the  evening  meal 
and  the  children  are  ready  for  bed. 

Lights  are  extinguished  and  three 
candles  are  lighted.  Somehow  a  sense 
of  hallowed  stillness  settles  about  us, 
and  we  unquestionably  feel  the  pres- 
ence of  that  unseen  Guest  whom  we 
worship  and  love. 

Edward,  age  three,  leads  the  songs. 
He  selects  his  own  hymns  and 
choruses  and  sometimes  improvises 
new  verses  for  them. 

This  is  followed  by  the  repetition  of 
a  Psalm.  We  have  learned  several  and 
always  have  a  new  one  under  way. 

The  next  item  may  be  another  song, 
or  one  of  the  children  may  ask  to 
recite  the  books  of  the  Bible  alone  or 
in  unison.  We  are  learning  the  divi- 
sions of  the  Bible,  and  many  other  in- 
teresting things  about  its  construction 
and  inspiration. 

About  this  time  Elisabeth,  aged  five, 

conducts  her  part  of  the  program.  She 

asks  each  one  in  the  circle  what  he 

is  thankful  for.  It  is  challenging  and 

(Continued  on  page  13) 
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Partners  in  Service  and  Freedom 

(This  letter  was  written  by  Brother  R.  P.  Johnson  to  his  son,  J.  P.,  who 
is  in  the  Armed  Forces.) 


Dear  Son:  It  is  strange  that  it  took 
the  falling  of  bombs  at  Pearl  Harbor, 
the  destructive  work  of  torpedoes 
blowing  up  our  ships,  and  slaughter 
of  our  own  people  to  arouse  us  as  to 
the  horrible  fact  that  our  own  way 
of  life  was  not  only  despised  by  strong, 
crafty,  and  well-organized  beastly 
forces,  but  that  these  same  forces  had 
actually  launched  a  murderous 
campaign  with  determined  purpose 
to  destroy  and  end  forever  our  liber- 
ties and  rights,  such  as  our  going  to 
church  together,  where  we  learned 
our  lessons  of  good  will,  prayer, 
tolerance,  love,  mercy,  sympathy,  and 
justice,  and  where  we  came  to  hear 
about  and  finally  experience  the 
glorious  right  to  know  Jesus  as  our 
personal  Savior,  Sanctifier,  Advocate, 
and  coming  King. 

Now  that  you,  my  dear  son,  have 
gone,  we  are  so  far  apart  in  miles; 
yet  I  can  see  in  us,  as  father  and  son, 
as  minister  and  soldier,  that  we  are 
drawn  and  bound  so  very  closely  to- 
gether in  purpose  and  that  instead  of 
aging,  whining,  and  pining  I  live 
again  the  years  we  had  together — 
glorious  years,  unmarred  and  un- 
crossed by  hands  of  slavery  and  de- 
struction, which  had  for  years  held  a 
grip  upon  the  throats,  the  rights  and 
liberties  of  God-loving  people  of  other 
countries — years  when  we  could  shop 
together  and  help  each  other  pur- 
chase the  car,  the  shoes,  the  suit,  the 
shirts  and  the  ties  that  the  other 
liked  best — blessed  years  when  I 
could  plan  with  you  your  school  work 
and  you  could  plan  with  me  my  trips 
to  the  East,  the  West,  the  North,  and 
the  South.  Together  we  slept  and  even 
played.  We  rejoiced  in  the  other's 
pleasures  and  happiness.  We  talked 
together  and  planned  your  learning 
in  one  of  the  best  colleges  of  the 
South,  where  men  of  dignity  and 
principles  taught,  where  you  were  to 
grow  in  knowledge  as  you  grew  to 
manhood  to  share  in  the  services  and 
gifts  of  a  righteous  society. 

We  thought  and  felt  ourselves  and 
our  way  of  life  safe  and  secure  from 
haters  of  our  religious,  political,  and 
economic  ideals  until  we  saw  blood 
and  death  at  Pearl  Harbor.  We  had 
given  but  little  thought  to  the  ills  of 
other  millions  of  other  countries, 
whose  speech  had  been  silenced,  press 
and  radio-shackled,  with  their 
pantries  robbed,  going  about  hungry 
and  cold,  crying  and  dying  for  want 
of  food  and  shelter — because  our  way 
of  life  had  not  as  yet  been  assaulted! 
Yes,  the  kind  of  life  that  you  and  I 
enjoyed  because  of  our  religious  and 
governmental  standards. 

Today  and  for  a  time  we  work, 
serve,  sacrifice  in  different  fields, 
still  close  together;  and  together  we 
go    on,      uncomplaining,      suffering, 
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sacrificing,  praying  and  hoping  that 
the  freedom  and  rights  which  came 
to  us  through  the  sufferings  and 
sacrifices,  first,  of  our  Lord  and 
Savior  Jesus  Christ  and,  second, 
through  that  of  our  forefathers,  the 
founders   of   our   country. 

Yes,  we  go  on  together  that  these 
rights  may  be  preserved,  that  your 
soul  and  my  soul  will  never  be  robbed 
of  their  God-given  right  to  commune 
as  often  and  freely  as  we  please  with 
our  Maker  to  the  satisfaction  of  our 
own  consciences  and  to  the  happiness 
of  our  own  spirits,  that  our  minds 
shall  never  be  ruled  by  godless 
political  isms,  that  your  body  and  my 
body  shall  never  be  enslaved,  that 
our  opportunities  to  enjoy  the  way  of 
life,  which  is  your  birthright  and  my 
birthright  by  virtue  of  the  fact  that 
we  were  born  the  first  time  in  the 
land  of  the  free  and  under  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  and  then  again  at  the 
altar  of  God  of  the  Spirit  of  the  living 
God. 

It  is  strange,  indeed,  that  it  took 
the  tragedy  of  Calvary  and  the 
horrors  of  this  war  to  unite  liberty- 
loving  men  of  all  nations  in  the 
struggle  for  the  highest  cause  for 
which  you  and  I  could  possibly  dedi- 
cate our  time,  our  substance,  and  our 
lives. 

There  are  many  things  that  could 
claim  my  attention  and  time,  but 
knowing  my  limitations,  I  dare  not 
put  too  many  irons  in  the  fire.  I  must 
not  lose  myself  in  dreams,  for  I  have 
a  full-time  job,  that  of  the  ministry 
of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  and  the  duties 
which  the  Church  of  God  appoints 
me  to  fulfill.  That  which  is  nearest 
and  dearest  to  both  of  us  calls  me  to 
do  something  and  do  it  efficiently.  If 
I  faithfully  perform  well  the  work  as- 
signed to  my  hands  I  will  contribute 
to  the  restoration  of  the  liberties  and 
rights  which  -  we  once  enjoyed — of 
going  to  church'  together,  shopping 
together,  traveling  together,  sitting 
together,  at  the  same  table  and  under 
the  same  roof.  These  things  inspire 
me  to  promise  you  that  although  we 
may  be  far  apart  in  miles,  yet  I  will 
be   with   you — yes,   stand   by   you   in 


prayers  and  in  spirit,  knowing  that 
there  is  every  probability  that  our 
God  will  confuse  the  enemies  of 
righteousness  and  cause  just  princi- 
ples to  prevail  and  thus  hasten  the 
hour  of  your  return  to  one  of  the 
happiest  little  family  circles  under 
the   canopy  of  heaven. 

Then,  again,  mother  and  I  will  ac- 
company you  to  the  school  of  your 
choice,  where  you  will  take  up  and 
finish  the  courses  you  laid  aside  a 
year  ago,  coupling  your  Christian 
character  and  the  American  ideals 
with  the  education  that  I  know  will 
be  yours,  which  will  qualify  you  for  a 
life  of  usefulness  and  happiness  to  be 
spent  where,  and  only  where,  freedom 
of  worship,  freedom  to  earn,  freedom 
to  learn,  freedom  to  speak,  freedom 
to  own,  freedom  to  go,  freedom  to 
come,  freedom  from  fear,  freedom  from 
want,  will  all  be  made  definitely  real 
for  and  by  a  united,  liberty-loving, 
God-honored,  and  God-honoring 
people.  This  encourages  me  to  remain 
true  until  that  blessed  day. 

May  our  Lord  and  Master  bless  you, 
my  son,  and  may  His  Spirit  abide 
within  your  heart.  May  His  banner  of 
love  wave  over  you  and  His  protecting 
hand  rest  graciously  upon  you. — Your 
affectionate  father. 


SAFEGUARDING  OUR  YOUTH 

By  J.  Edgar  Hoover 

Director  Federal  Bureau  of  Investiga- 
tion United  States  Department 
of  Justice 

With  our  nation  engrossed  in  a 
gigantic  struggle  the  FBI  is  devoting 
the  major  portion  of  its  efforts  today 
to  protecting  the  home  front  against 
the  onslaughts  of  spies  and  saboteurs. 
War  is  war.  We  must  and  will  be 
victorious.  But  in  our  eagerness  to 
complete  the  job  in  the  shortest 
possible  time,  some  of  us  are  over- 
looking fundamentals  here  at  home. 
I  refer  to  the  crime  situation — and 
particularly  to  shocking  increases  in 
juvenile  crimes.  Here  is  a  problem 
which,  if  not  corrected,  might  well 
rob  us  of  the  full  fruits  of  victory 
on  the  battlefield. 

Despite  the  war  we  in  the  FBI  have 
kept  abreast  of  the  crime  situation. 
In-  recent  weeks  I  have  seen  state- 
ments by  some  alleged  authorities  in 
the  juvenile  field  reflected  that  there 
has  been  very  little,  if  any,  increase 
in   crime    among    our   young   people. 
While  I  would  like  to  believe  that  this 
is  the  true  situation,  the  stark  facts 
are  otherwise.  Last  year  young  people 
eighteen  years  of  age  were  arrested 
oftener  than  those  of  any  other 
group,  the     first  time  in     ten  years 
that  an  age  so  low  predominated  in 
the   frequency   of   arrests.   Arrests  of 
girls  under  twenty-one  years  of  age 
during    1942   increased   55.7  per   cent 
over  the  1940  figure.  Arrests  of  minor 
girls   for   drunkenness   increased  39.9 
per  cent,  while  for  disorderly  conduct 
there  was  an  increase  of  69.6  per  cent' 
Arrests  of  young  girls  for  prostitution 
and  commercialized  vice  were  64.8  V& 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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FATHER'S  B3RTHDAY 

Louise  Yates  Towriss 

"For  the  beauty  of  the  earth, 
For  the  beauty  of  the  skies, 

For  the  love  that  from  our  birth 
Over  and  around  us  lies, 

Father,  unto  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  sacrifice  of  praise." 

In  the  glorious  sunshine  of  this 
golden  October  day,  the  giant  maples 
in  their  gorgeous  hues  guarding  the 
sacred  spot,  I  am  standing  alone  be- 
side the  narrow  bed  in  which  we  laid 
you  to  rest;  in  the  Home  Beyond,  Fa- 
ther dear,  do  you  remember  that  this 
would  have  been  your  birthday  here? 

In  the  old  days  we  were  carefree, 
and  perchance  oft  wounded  your  love 
and  tried  your  patience,  but  you  for- 
gave our  faults,  and,  by  your  strength, 
shielded  us  from  the  things  which 
would  harm  and  destroy;  from  your 
example  we  have  learned  lessons  of 
the  great  Father-heart  of  God,  who 
pardons  our  offences,  heals  our  back- 
slidings,  and  loves  us  freely. 
"Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us, 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows, 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us, 

Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes." 
You  taught  us  to  be  pure,  and  good, 
and  true,  to  be  noble  in  thought,  and 
word,  and  deed;  you  showed  us  how 
to  toil  for  love's  sweet  sake,  and  how 
to  endure  bravely  whatever  life  might 
contain  for  us.  I  recall  now  the  long 
drives  through  wind  and  weather, 
that  you  might  make  possible  our 
career  at  school;  I  appreciate  your 
sacrifice  that  we  might  have  our 
chance,  and,  as  I  think  about  these 
things  on  your  birthday,  my  eyes 
grow  so  misty  that  I  cannot  discern 
the  dates  carved  on  the  granite  at 
your  head, — but  there  is  no  need,  for 
I  know!  Yet,  He  doeth  all  things  well. 
"If  joy  should  at  Thy  bidding  fly, 
And  grief's  dark  hour  come  on, 
We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 
'Father,  Thy  will  be  done!'  " 
How  many  times  through  the  years, 
we  children — we  were  always  "chil- 
dren" to  you  and  Mother — came 
home  for  your  birthday,  and  what  a 
day  of  feasting  and  merriment  it  was! 
Mother  was  sure  to  cook  the  very 
things  we  liked  best,  and  the  chil- 
dren's children  never  bothered  you, 
no  matter  how  noisy  they  became  in 
their  hilarious  glee.  Do  you  remember 
it  there,  Father  dear?  You  used  to 
say,  "Why  have  you  stayed  away  so 
long?"  You  wanted  to  see  us  often, 
and  longed  for  our  home-coming;  to- 
day I  am  wondering  if  you  are  weary 
for  the  time  when  you  may  hold  us 
to  your  heart  again.  You  cannot  re- 
turn to  us,  but  we  may  go  to  you. 

As  I  stand  by  your  grave-side,  I 
Pray  that  God  may  forgive  wherein 
I  fail  to  measure  up  to  your  ideals 
for  me,  and  pray  for  divine  help  to 
be  what  you  would  wish  me  to  be. 

May,  1944 


"Life    changes    all    our    thoughts    of 

heaven; 
At  first  we  think  of  streets  of  gold, 
Of  gates  of  pearl,  and  dazzling  light, 
Of  shining  wings,  and  robes  of  white, 
And  things  all  strange  to  mortal  sight. 
But,  in  the  afterward  of  years, 
It   is   a  more  familiar  place, 
A  Home,  unhurt  by  sighs  and  tears, 
Where   waiteth   many   a   well-known 

face. 
With  passing  months  it  comes  more 

near, 
It  grows  more  real  day  by  day, 
Not  strange  and  cold,  but  very  dear, — 
The  glad  Homeland,  not  far  away, 
Where  none  are  sick,  or  poor,  or  lone, 
The  place  where  we  shall  find  our 

own. 
And,  as  we  think  of  all  we  knew 
Who  there  have  met  to  part  no  more, 
Our  longing  hearts  desire  home,  too, 
With  all  the  strife  and  trouble  o'er." 


MOTHER'S  FACE 

E.  C.  Baird 

On  the  tablets  of  my  memory  there 
is  painted  a  face — sweet  and  kind. 

I  see  it  in  my  dreams  at  night  and 
it  lends  to  my  pillow  a  softness  as  of 
love's  caress. 

It  comes  before  me — unbidden  and 
unannounced — in  the  stress  of  busy 
days,  making  duty  a  joy  and  placing 
wings  beneath  burdens. 

I  have  seen  this  face,  not  once  or 
twice,  when  the  tempter  beckoned, 
and,  lo!  the  good,  safe  way  was  made 
clear! 

When  dark  clouds  gathered  and  the 
path  seemed  like  night,  that  face — 
rainbow  crowned — has  appeared,  rift- 
ing the  shadows  and  scattering  the 
mists. 

Many  times,  when  walking  among 
the  weak  and  unlovely  of  earth,  that 
face  has  caused  me  to" reach  down  in 
pity,  rather  than  turn  away  in  scorn. 

There  is  a  smile-  as  beautiful  as  a 
summer  sunrise! 

There  is  a  -voice  whose  music  is  like 
a  harp,  angel  touched! 

There  is  love  that  never  fails! 

There  are  hands  made  glorious  by 
the  scars  of  unselfish  service! 

There  are  feet  always  swift  to  go  on 
errands  of  mercy! 

There  is  a  prayer  that  opens  the 
gates  of  heaven! 

There  is  a  faith  that  removes 
greater  things  than  mountains! 

There  is  a  hope  that  blazes  the  road, 
through  the  shadows,  to  the  goal! 

There  is  a  patience  which  forgives 
and  endures,  where  it  can  not  con- 
quer! 

All  these,  and  more,  are  woven,  as  a 
halo,  around  this  face  of  my  dreams. 

And  whose  face  is  this,  that  has 
survived  the  yesterdays  of  life,  lends 
its  beauty  to  the  day  that  now  is,  and 
promises  to  outlive  all  the  days  yet  un- 


born? 

It  is  mother's  face — yours  and 
mine!  Just  everybody's  mother! 

— From  Baby's  Mother. 

WHEN  MEMORY  PLAYS  AN  OLD 
TUNE  SN  THE  HEART 

Mrs.  W.  C.  Morrow 

When  making  a  visit  to  my  child- 
hood's home  where  father  and  mother 
reared  a  large  family,  I  found  no  fa- 
ther or  mother  there  to  welcome  me, 
but  I  felt  welcome,  for  it  was  the  old 
home  where  they  had  lived  for  fiftv 
years,  and  where  there  was  always  a 
welcome  for  their  loved  ones. 

Walking  through  the  long  hall,  and 
through    each    room    it    seemed    so 
lonely  and  sad.  Mother's  and  father's 
pictures  hung  side  by  side  on  the  wall 
— there  were  rocking  chairs  still  sit- 
ting,  one   on   each   side   of   the  old 
hearthstone.   On  the  mantel  the  old 
family  clock  was  still  ticking  away  the 
hours.  Mother's  little  workbox  sat  on 
the  table  with  her  thimble,  needles, 
and  buttons  and  thread,  all  in  it.  Back 
in    a    little    bedroom    were    mother's 
and   father's   clothes;   mother's   bon- 
net,  and   father's   everyday  hat   and 
walking  cane.     The  pet  mockingbird 
sat  in  the  old  walnut  tree  near  the 
house,  and  warbled  its  sweet  melody. 
These  brought  back  memories  of  the 
past.  Where  have  they   all  gone?     I 
walked  out  through  the  building  into 
the    backyard,    on    out    through    the 
gate  to  a  little  trail  that  led  through 
a    beautiful    meadow    to    the    spring 
where  we  washed.  There  sat  the  old 
wash   bench    that    father    built    long 
years   ago.   As  I  walked  slowly  by  I 
imagined   I   could   hear  mother   say- 
ing in  a  tender  voice,  "Darling,  hurry 
and  bring  mother  a  few  more  pieces 
of   wood,    and    then    hurry   and    get 
through   so   we   may   return   to    the 
house  and  get  dinner  in  time,  for  dad- 
dy will  be  there  by  twelve  o'clock.  At 
the  old  spring  there  was  the  old  tin 
cup  that  hung  on  the  side  of  the  spring 
box.  I  took  it  and  dipped  it  down  into 
the   clear  water   and   drank   from  it 
as  in  days  of  long  ago.  I  sat  down  on 
a  soft,  green  mossy  spot  to  rest  and 
live    over    my    childhood    days.    The 
weeping  willows  bowed  their  branches 
and   the   birds   sang   happily.   All  at 
once  I  heard  mother's  voice  singing, 
"In    the    Sweet    By    and    By."    I   sat 
there  with  tears  streaming  down  my 
Cheeks   and   asked  God  to  let  mem- 
ories still  linger. 


THE   BMPORTANCE   OF   FATHERS 

"I  think  I  know  your  father,"  said 
my  friend  to  a  brighted-eyed  little 
girl.  "He  recited  a  poem  that  he  had 
written  at  the  rally  last  week,  didn't 
he?" 

The  little  girl's  face  lighted  with 
smiles.  "Oh,  yes!"  she  answered 
proudly.  "My  daddy  is  a  wonderful 
poem-maker.  He  writes  a  lot  of  little 
poems  to  make  me  laugh.  We  have  a 
lot  of  fun  with  my  daddy." 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


WHENCE  COMETH   YOUR   HELP? 

Roy  S.  Nicholson 

No  sane  person  dares  deny  the  fact 
that  the  period  through  which  we  are 
passing  is  one  which  tries  the  souls 
of  men.  And  unless  we  keep  a  careful 
guard  we  shall  become  the  miserable 
victims  of  a  thousand  anxieties.  There 
will  be  enough  distressing  questions 
left  unanswered  by  the  news  to  in- 
crease our  agony  as  we  meditate  up- 
on the  whereabouts  of  our 
loved  ones.  The  long  days  of 
silence  may  add  to  our  suf- 
fering, when  the  uncertain- 
ties suggest  many  sources 
from  which  the  dreaded 
stroke  may  come.  Shall  we 
allow  these  things  to  throw 
us  into  a  paroxysm  of  rest- 
lessness and  rob  us  of  our 
tranquility?  Never!  We 
must  not  yield  to  confusion. 

There  Is  Hope  and  Help 

Those  who  have  been 
trusting  in  wooden  gods 
find  them  to  be  feeble  in 
the  hour  of  crisis.  The 
Psalmist  (Psalm  115)  shows 
us  the  nature  of  the  false 
gods  and  the  folly  of  trust- 
ing in  them.  And  in  the  lat- 
ter part  of  this  Psalm  he 
points  out  the  blessings  in 
store  for  those  who  put  their 
trust  in  the  living  God. 

Trouble  is  in  store  for  the 
man  who  does  not  make  the 
true     God     his     source     of 
strength.  Woe  unto  the  man 
who  trusts  in  the  abundance 
of  his  riches  and  strength- 
ens himself  in  his  wickedness. 
His  trust  is  in  princes  and  in 
those  in  whom  is  no  help.   We 
are  told  (Prov.  28:26)  that  the 
man    who    trusts    in    his   own 
heart  is  a  fool.  If  a  man  trusts 
in  human  help  alone  he  will  be 
disappointed  and  disillusioned. 
In  the  critical  hour  such  help 
will  be  as  ineffective   as  that 
which     the     Egyptians,     with 
whom   God's   people   made   an 
alliance  which  He  had  forbid- 
den, tried  to  render  Israel.  Un- 
til the  crisis,  man  may  boast 
of  such   human   help;    but   in 
the  hour  of  need  it  is  revealed 
to  be  as  useless  as  ammunition 
which  refuses  to  explode. 

To   Whom  Shall  We  Go? 

If  man  turns  to  earthly 
things,  they  fail  him.  Man  has 
made  himself  ridiculous  by 
trying  to  derive  lasting  satis- 
faction and  sufficient  help 
from  things.  Man  is  more  than 
the  beast  of  the  field.  He  needs 
more  than  the  highest  and 
best  human  companionships 
can  provide.  As  a  spiritual  be- 


ing he  is  capacitated  for  fellowship 
with  God.  Things  cannot  satisfy  his 
inner  craving  for  God.  One  woman 
excused  her  smoking  on  the  grounds 
that  it  gave  her  comfort  in  sorrow; 
and  a  man  excused  his  drinking 
whiskey  on  the  grounds  that 
it  gave  him  escape  from  unpleasant 
realities.  But  did  they?  Was  the  gain 
permanent?  Was  it  from  the  right 
source?  The  youth  excused  his  world- 


FAITH 

Ruth  V.  Minnick 

Where  Heav'n  may  be  or  what  'tis  like 

I  cannot  comprehend. 
I  only  know  sweet  peace  is  mine 

When -earthly  cares  shall  end. 
I  know  not  what  He  shall  be  like 

When  first  His  face  I  see, 
I  only  know  I  love  Him  so 

Because  He  first  loved  me. 

It  matters  not  that  storms  may  rage, 

That  dark  the  way  and  drear, 
If  He  is  Pilot  of  my  craft 

My  heart  need  feel  no  fear. 
For  tho'  I  wander  in  the  glade 

Of  my  heart's  Gethsemane, 
'Tis  sweet  to  know  whate'er  betide 

He,  too,  walks  there  with  me. 

And  when  through  death's  dark,  lonely  vale 

I'm  called  some  day  to  go, 
Still  I  shall  fear  no  harm  nor  ill, 

For  this  through  faith,  I  know, 
That  He  will  walk  beside  me  then 

And  lead  me  safe  to  rest; 
And  I  shall  understand  at  last,  • 

His  way  was  always  best. 


liness  on  the  grounds  that  by  it  he 
escaped  annoying  cares.  These  prac- 
tices  failed   them.   These   things   en- 
slaved them.  Instead  of  trying  these 
things,  they  ought  to  have  known  the 
truth  that  "Jesus  Never  Fails." 
"Other  Refuge  Have  I  None" 
Long   ago  the  Psalmist  sang: 
"My   help   cometh   from   the   Lord, 
which     made     heaven     and     earth ''. 
(Psa.  121:2.) 

That  is  not  an  isolated 
portion  of  Scripture,  for  we 
read  elsewhere  in  God's 
Word  that, 

"God  is  our  refuge  and 
strength,  a  very  present  help 
in  trouble."  (Psa.  46:1.) 

That  makes  God  our  hid- 
ing-place, our  defender,  our 
provider,  our  sustainer  and 
our  comforter.  And  His  near- 
ness to  us  is  indicated  by  the 
word  "present,"  which 
means  "ever-at-hand,"  con- 
stantly nigh."  The  idea,  of 
course,  being  that  our  God 
is  an  ever-present,  all  suf- 
ficient help  for  us  in  time  of 
need. 

Should  there  be  any  ques- 
tion as  to  God's  nearness  to 
help  us,  one  should  remem- 
ber that  this  truth  is  abun- 
dantly supported  by  other 
Scriptures.  The  Psalmist 
made  another  statement 
which  we  certainly  should 
ponder  deeply: 

"Then     thou     spakest     in 

vision  to  thy  holy  one,  and 

saidst,  I  have  laid  help  upon 

One  that  is  mighty."  (Psa.  89: 

19.) 

The  expression  "mighty" 
means:  One  who  is  champion, 
or  chief;  one  who  is  able  to  ex- 
cel all  the  others.  What  a  com- 
fort to  know  that  our  God  is 
more  than  a  match  for  all  our 
enemies!  And,  if  one  is  con- 
vinced of  God's  ability,  but 
wonders  whether  or  not  God  is 
willing  to  help  him,  think  on 
these  words: 

"  .  .  .  /  am  poor  and  needy; 
yet  the  Lord  thinketh  upon 
me:  thou  art  my  help  and  my 
deliverer." 

That  suggests  that  since  the 
Lord  knows  my  needs  and  is  a 
merciful  God  possessing  all 
power,  He  can  deliver  me  from 
all  my  enemies.  He  did  it  for 
the  three  Hebrew  boys  in  the 
fiery  furnace.  He  did  it  for  Job 
in  his  afflictions,  and  He  did 
it  for  Paul  in  all  his  perils.  He 
can  do  the  same  for  you  and 
me,  if  we  serve  Him  con- 
tinually and  trust  Him  im- 
(Continued  on  page   16) 
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THE  WIDOW'S  SQn 


By  LEO  LILLIAN  WISE 


(Dedicated  to  Childless  Couples) 

Mary  Sharp  was  busy  cleaning  her 
small  home.  Each  window  reflected 
back  the  glory  of  the  May  sunlight. 
The  walks  about  the  house  had  been 
swept  and  swept,  until  it  seemed  that 
not  even  the  least  bit  of  dirt  could  pos- 
sibly be  lodged  in  the  bricks.  And  as 
she  worked  she  sang  in  her  lovely 
tremulous  accents — sang  hymns  of 
praise  to  her  Lord. 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Sharp,"  a  voice 
challenged  her  from  the  sidewalk.  "I 
verily  believe  that  you  are  the  hap- 
piest little  lady  on  this  street." 

Mary  Sharp  had  looked  up  into  the 
face  of  Lucy  Cadman  who  was  visit- 
ing in  the  home  of  Uncle  David  and 
Aunt  Ella.  As  Lucy  stopped  Mary  in- 
vited her  to  come  in. 

"Would  you  not  like  to  come  in  and 
see  what  I've  been  doing?" 

And  not  having  anything  else  press- 
ing to  do  Lucy  gladly  followed  eighty- 
year-old  Mary  Sharp  into  the  house, 
pausing  to  take  note  of  the  flowers 
pushing  through  the  ground.  Mary 
was  happily  telling: 

"Indeed,  I  am  glad,  more  glad  than 
I  can  tell  anyone,  for  my  boy  is  com- 
ing home  for  Mother's  Day!  Just 
think,  it  has  been  ten  years  since  he 
left  here  and  now  he  is  coming  back 
with  a  wife  and  two  darling  little  chil- 
dren. This  is  a  picture  of  Robbie  and 
Carrie,  aren't  they  just  fine  looking? 
And  this  is  little  Mary;  she  will  be  two 
years  old  next  month,  named  her 
after  me.  My!  but  I  was  proud  when 
they  sent  me  a  message  that  I  had  a 
little  namesake.  And  this  is  Dickie, 
he  is  six  years  old  now,  and  lively  too 
from  all  they  tell  me." 

After  Mary  Sharp  had  exhibited  the 
pictures  and  explained  them  she  led 
Lucy  from  room  to  room  telling  what 
she  had  planned  for  the  comfort  of 
the  expected  guests.  Told  what  she 
would  have  to  eat,  how  she  had  raised 
early  chickens  this  year  in  the  hope 
that  Robbie  and  his  family  would 
make  the  long  deferred  visit.  And  she 
well  knew  Robbie's  fondness  for  fried 
chicken  from  days  of  yesterday.  It 
was  hard  for  Lucy  to  tear  herself 
away  from  this  joyful  home,  but  she 
remembered  that  Priscilla  was  com- 
ing home  earlier  this  afternoon  and 
they  had  planned  some  things  to  do. 

Later  on  in  the  day  Lucy  thought 
of  her  morning  call  and  she  said, 

"How  very  glad  Robbie  Sharp's 
mother  is  that  he  and  his  family  ure 
coming  for  a  visit.  My,  the  things  she 
has  planned!" 

"Robbie  Sharp?"  frowned  I  ncle 
David,  and  then  his  brow  cleared,  "Oh, 
you  mean  Robbie  Campbell,  the  boy 
Mary  Sharp  raised." 

"Why,  she  called  him  her  son!" 
Lucy  said  quickly. 


"He  is  her  son,  you  may  be  sure," 
nodded  Priscilla,  "but  you  tell  Lucy 
the  story,  Uncle  David." 

"You  could  tell  as  well  as  I  can," 
beamed  Uncle  David,  "but  I  guess  you 
know  I  like  to  tell  all  the  nice  things 
around  here. 

"About  eighteen  years  ago  I  think 
there  was  no  happier  woman  in  this 
town  than  Mary  Sharp.  She  had  her 
husband,  two  sons  and  a  lovely 
daughter.  In  fact  I've  heard  folks  say 
time  and  again  that  surely  Mary  was 
blessed  if  ever  anyone  was.  But  within 
three  years  her  family  had  all  been 
taken  by  death — and  somehow  by 
such  sudden  deaths,  and  we  feared 
that  Mary  could  not  hold  up  under  it. 
To  tell  the  truth  she  went  about  in  a 
daze.  And  then  one  day  a  fire  de- 
stroyed a  humble  home  out  in  the 
country,  and  afterward  just  this  one 
boy,  Robbie,  was  left  of  his  family. 
Hardly  had  we  realized  what  was  hap- 
pening until  Mary  Sharp  appeared 
on  the  scene  and  firmly  stated  that 
she  would  be  responsible  for  Robbie, 
as  well  as  seeing  to  the  burial  of  his 
parents  and  a  little  sister.  She  took 
him  home  from  the  hospital,  sent  him 
through  school  and  mothered  him  to 
her  heart's  content.    But  she  did  not 


spoil  him,  she  expected  that  he  must 
make  good  in  this  world.  Then 
when  he  went  afar  in  his  chosen  field 
she  has  followed  every  move  through 
letters.  And  verily  I  sometimes  wonder 
if  folks  who  have  real  children  come 
as  close  to  them  as  she  does  to  her 
foster  son." 

"Mary  told  me  once,"  mused  Aunt 
Ella,  "that  Robbie  was  to  her  what 
the  restoring  of  the  widow  of  Nain's 
son  must  have  been." 

"So  Robbie  is  the  widow's  son,"  said 
Lucy  quietly. 

Many  a  one  in  the  little  town  was 
interested  in  the  coming  of  Robbie 
and  his  family.  But  they  knew  in  their 
hearts  that  they  dared  not  watch 
their  arrival,  that  would  be  sacrilege. 
But  oh!  The  look  of  supreme  happi- 
ness upon  Mary  Sharp's  face  as  she 
came  into  church  that  lovely  Mother's 
Day,  followed  by  a  fine  stalwart  Rob- 
bie, his  slender  wife  poised  like  a 
sweet  flower  upon  a  swaying  stem. 
And  clinging  to  Mary's  hands  were 
mischievous  Dickie,  and  tiny  winsome 
Mary,  her  namesake.  And  more  than 
one  whispered, 

"Surely  Mary  did  a  good  work  when 
she  opened  her  heart  and  home  to  a 
motherless  and  homeless  lad  and 
helped  him  to  grow  into  a  useful  citi- 
zen, one  who  honors  his  country  and 
serves  Christ  who  honored  all  moth- 
ers everywhere." 


ADOPTED 

By  Cecil  M.  Truesdell 

(Our  Cleveland  Poet) 

The  place  is  brighter  far  today 

Because  of  our  new  guest; 
For,   bless  his  heart,  our  Billy  Ray 

Seems  always  at  his  best. 

Of  our  home  he's  a  vital  part. 

This  rosy  little  bud, 
And  twirls  his  fingers  'round  each  heart 

Like  our  own  flesh  and  blood. 

How  sweet  a  son,  this  seems  so  good! 

— Adopted — yet   our  own, 
We   feel  the   thrill   of  parenthood 

Some   folk   have  never  known. 

And   he,   a   helpless   orphaned   tot, 

Has  found  a   place   to  dwell 
With  those  who'll  bless  his  life  a  lot, 

Because    they    think    he's   swell. 

To   many,    fate   has   been    unkind 

And  this    I    know  is   true, 
That  for  each  childless  home,  you'll  find 

Some    homeless    children,    too. 

If  you've  no  little  girl  nor  son, 

And  have  a  home  to  share, 
Why  not  adopt  some  little  one 

Who  needs  your  love  and  care? 


May,  1944 
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!  CONFESS  MY  FAITH 

By  Mki-Ling  Soong  Chiang 
(Mme.  Chiang  Kai-shek) 

(Mei-ling  Soong  Chiang  is  better 
known  to  us  as  Madam  Chiang  Kai- 
shek,  the  wife  of  Generalissimo  Chi- 
ang Kai-shek,  the  "strong  man  of 
China"  and  the  leader  of  the  Nation- 
alist Government.  In  the  accompany- 
ing article  Ma,dam  Chiang  Kai-shek, 
who  has  been  called  the  greatest 
woman  and  most  influential  Christian 
in  the  world,  gives  her  testimony.) 

By  nature  I  am  not  a  religious  per- 
son. At  least  not  in  the  common  ac- 
ceptance of  that  term.  I  am  not  by  na- 
ture a  mystic.  I  am  practical-minded. 
Mundane  things  have  meant  much  to 
me,  perhaps  too  much. 
Mundane,  not  ma- 
terial things.  I  care 
more  for  a  beautiful 
celadon  vase  than  for 
costly  jewels. 

I  am  more  disturbed 
as  I  traverse  the 
crowded,  dirty  streets 
of  an  interior  city  than 
I  am  by  the  hazards  of 
flying  with  poor  visi- 
bility, Which  my  hus- 
band and  I  experi- 
enced the  other  day. 
Personal  danger  means 
nothing  to  me.  But  I 
am  concernea  that  my 
schools  for  the  chil- 
dren of  the  revolution- 
ary heroes  shall  raise 
for  them,  and  perhaps 
for  the  communities 
to  which  they  return,  the  standard  of 
living  and  the  qualities  of  life. 

Also,  I  am  more  or  less  skeptical.  I 
used  to  think  faith,  belief,  immortali- 
ty were  more  or  less  imaginary.  I  be- 
lieved in  the  world  seen,  not  the  world 
unseen.  I  could  not  accept  things 
just  because  they  had  always  been  ac- 
cepted. In  other  words,  a  religion 
good  enough  for  my  fathers  did  not 
necessarily  appeal  to  me.  I  do  not  yet 
believe  in  predigested  religion  in 
palatable,  sugar-coated  doses. 
Mother  and  Prayer 
I  know  my  mother  lived  very  close 
to  God.  I  recognized  something  great 
in  her.  And  I  believe  that  my  child- 
hood training  influenced  me  greatly, 
even  though  I  was  more  or  less  re- 
bellious at  the  time.  It  must  often 
have  grieved  my  beloved  mother  that 
I  found  family  prayers  tiresome  and 
frequently  found  myself  conveniently 
thirsty  at  the  moment,  so  that  I  had 
to  slip  out  of  the  room. 

Like  my  brothers  and  sisters,  I  al- 
ways had  to  go  to  church,  and  I  hated 
the  long  sermons.  But  today  I  feel 
that  this  church-going  habit  estab- 
lished something,  a  kind  of  stability, 


for  which  I  am  grateful  to  my  par- 
ents. 

My  mother  was  not  a  sentimental 
parent.  In  many  ways  she  was  a 
Spartan.  But  one  of  my  strongest 
childhood  impressions  is  of  Mother 
going  to  a  room  on  the  third  floor  she 
kept  for  the  purpose  to  pray.  She 
spent  hours  in  prayer,  often  begin- 
ning before  dawn.  When  we  asked  her 
advice  about  anything,  she  would 
say,  "I  must  ask  God  first." 

And  we  could  not  hurry  her.  Ask- 
ing God  was  not  a  matter  of  spending 
five  minutes  to  ask  Him  to  bless  her 
child  and  grant  the  request.  It  meant 
waiting  upon  God  until  she  felt  His 
leading.  And  I  must  say  that  when- 
ever Mother  prayed  and  trusted  God 
for  her  decision,  the  undertaking  in- 
variably turned  out  well. 

As  long  as  Mother  lived  I  had  a 
feeling  that  whatever  I  did,  or  failed 
to  do,  Mother  would  pray  me  through. 
Though  she  insisted  that  she  was  not 
our  intercessor,  that  we  must  pray 
ourselves,  yet  I  know  for  a  certainty 
that  many  of  her  long  hours  of  prayer 
were  spent  interceding  for  us.  Perhaps 
it  is  because  religion  in  my  mind  is 
associated  with  such  a  mother  that  I 
have  never  been  able  to  turn  from  it 
entirely. 

One  day  I  was  talking  with  her 
about  the  imminent  Japanese  menace, 
and  I  suddenly  cried  out  in  irresistible 
intensity  of  feeling: 

"Mother,  you're  so  powerful  in 
prayer.  Why  don't  you  pray  that  God 
will  annihilate  Japan — by  an  earth- 
quake or  something?" 

She  turned  her  face  away  for  a 
time.  Then  looking  gravely  at  me  she 
said,  "When  you  pray,  or  expect  me 
to  pray,  don't  insult  God's  intelligence 
by  asking  Him  to  do  something  which 
would  be  unworthy  even  of  you,  a 
mortal!" 

That  mad6-  a  deep  impression  on 
me.  And  today  I  can  pray  for  the 
Japanese  people,  knowing  that  there 
must  be  many  who  suffer  because  of 
what  their  country  is  doing  to  China. 

Steps  to  God's  Will 

During  the  last  seven  years  I  have 
suffered  much.  I  have  gone  through 
deep  waters  because  of  the  chaotic 
conditions  in  China:  the  lopping  off 
of  our  richest  provinces,  the  death  of 
my  sainted  mother,  flood,  famine,  and 
the  intrigues  of  those  who  should 
have  been  helping  to  unify  the  coun- 
try. 

All  these  things  have  made  me  see 
my  own  inadequacy.  More  than  that, 
all  human  insufficiency.  To  try  to  do 
anything  for  the  country  seemed  like 
trying  to  put  out  a  great  conflagra- 
tion with  a  cup  of  water. 

During  these  years  of  my  married 
life,  I  have  gone  through  three  phases 


as  related  to  my  religion.  First,  there 
was  a  tremendous  enthusiasm  and 
patriotism — a  passionate  desire  to  do 
something  for  my  country.  Here  was 
my  opportunity.  With  my  husband,  I 
would  work  ceaselessly  to  make  China 
strong.  I  had  the  best  of  intentions. 
But  something  was  lacking.  There  was 
no  staying  power.  I  was  depending  on 
self. 

Then  came  the  second  phase.  These 
things  that  I  have  referred  to  hap- 
pened, and  I  was  plunged  into  dark 
despair.  A  terrible  depression  settled 
on  me — spiritual  despair,  bleakness, 
desolation.  At  the  time  of  my  mother's 
death,  the  blackness  was  greatest.  A 
foreign  foe  was  on  our  soil  in  the 
north.  A  discontented  political  fac- 
tion in  the  south.  Famine  in  the 
northwest.  Floods  threatening  the 
millions  who  dwell  in  the  Yangtze 
Valley.  And  my  beloved  mother  taken 
from  me.  What  was  left? 

And  then  I  realized  that  spiritually 
I  was  failing  my  husband.  My  moth- 
er's influence  on  the  General  had  been 
tremendous.  His  own  mother  was  a 
devout  Buddhist.  It  was  my  mother's 
influence  and  personal  example  that 
led  him  to  become  a  Christian. 

Too  honest  to  promise  to  be  one 
just  to  win  her  consent  to  our  mar- 
riage, he  had  promised  my  mother 
that  he  would  study  Christianity  and 
read  the  Bible.  And  I  suddenly  real- 
ized that  he  was  sticking  to  his  prom- 
ise, even  after  she  was  gone,  but  losing 
because  there  were  so  many  things 
he  did  not  understand. 

I  began  to  see  what  I  was  doing  to 
help,  for  the  sake  of  the  country,  was 
only  a  substitute  for  what  he  needed. 
I  was  letting  him  head  toward  a 
mirage  when  I  knew  of  the  oasis.  Life 
was  all  confusion.  I  had  been  in  the 
depths  of  despair.  Out  of  that,  and 
the  feeling  of  human  inadequacy,  I 
was  driven  back  to  my  mother's  God. 
I  knew  there  was  a  power  greater 
than  myself.  I  knew  God  was  there. 
But  Mother  was  no  longer  there  to  do 
my  interceding  for  me.  It  seemed  to 
be  up  to  me  to  help  the  General  spir- 
itually, and  in  helping  him  I  grew 
spiritually  myself. 

Thus  I  entered  into  the  third  period, 
where  I  wanted  to  do,  not  my  will  but 
God's.  Life  is  really  simple,  and  yet 
how  confused  we  make  it.  In  old 
Chinese  art,  there  is  just  one  out- 
standing object,  perhaps  a  flower,  on 
a  scroll.  Everything  else  in  the  pic- 
ture is  subordinate  to  that  one  beauti- 
ful thing. 

An  integrated  life  is  like  that.  What 
is  that  one  flower?  As  I  see  it  now,  it 
is  the  will  of  God.  But  to  know  His 
will,  and  do  it,  calls  for  absolute  sin- 
cerity, absolute  honesty  with  one's 
self,  and  it  means  using  one's  mind  to 
the  best  of  one's  ability. — Gospel 
Herald. 


No  one  v/ill  see  so  many  beautiful 
things  as  he  who  travels  on  the  high- 
way of  holiness. 


The    fear    of    God    keeps    us    from 
fearing  anything  else. 
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LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


"A  PRAYER" 

0  God,  the  protector  and  anchor  of 
all  Thy  children,  the  comfort  and  the 
stay  of  the  solitary,  and  those  who 
are  separated  from  those  they  love,  we 
commit  unto  Thee  and  Thy  fatherly 
keeping  our  loved  ones,  beseeching 
Thee  to  grant  unto  them  every  good 
gift  of  the  body  and  soul,  in  true  faith 
and  love  through  Christ  our  Lord. 
Amen. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  I  am  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  God  at  West 
Frankfort,  Illinois,  and  also  a  reader 
of  the  good  Lighted  Pathway.  I  am 
twenty  years  old  and  hope  to  be  home 
before  I  have  many  more  birthdays. 
It  surely  is  plenty  lonesome  here  in 
New  Guinea  and  when  a  person  gets 
any  time  off  it  surely  is  nice  to  have 
a  good  Lighted  Pathway  that  you  can 
lay  down  on  your  cot  and  read.  There 
is  some  good  reading  in  every  copy. 

1  haven't  been  in  the  army  a  year 
yet,  but  I  was  tired  of  the  army  life 
before  I  was  in  a  week.  A  person  surely 
has  plenty  of  trials  and  temptations 
while    in  the  Service,  but  with    the 

.prayers  of  you  good  people  we  will  be 
able  to  hold  on  and  come  out  with  a 
complete  victory. 

I  have  a  friend  here  with  me 
who  is  from  Missouri,  and  he  always 
wants  to  know  when  my  next  Lighted 
Pathway  is  going  to  get  here.  He  en- 
joys reading  them,  and  also  desires 
your  prayers.  He  isn't  a  Church  of 
God  boy,  but  he  believes  in  the  old- 
time  religion.  Please  pray  for  him.  His 
name  is  Jesse  Schneider,  of  East 
Prairie,  Missouri. 

We  want  to  let  you  know  we  ap- 
preciate your  fine  work,  also  desire 
your  prayers  that  God  will  protect  us 
and  bring  us  home  safely,  and  also 
soon. 

If  you  care  to  drop  us  a  line,  we 
would  appreciate  getting  mail. — Pvt. 
Raymond  K.  Morris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  cadets  at  the  university  surely 
enjoyed  the  November  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  tried  to  place  each 
copy  in  a  conspicious  place  so  all  the 
boys  could  enjoy  reading  them.  I  gave 
one  young  man  a  copy  who  was  pre- 
paring for  the  Wesleyan  Methodist 
ministry  before  entering  the  service. 
He  later  remarked  how  well  he  en- 
joyed reading  the  articles.  He  came 
over  to  my  room  one  night  and  we 
read  and  discussed  the  articles  and 
had  scripture  readings  and  prayer  to- 
gether. It  is  remarkable  how  the  boys 
enjoy  reading  your  magazine  even 
though  they  represent  many  denomi- 
nations and  some  are  skeptical  about 
spiritual  things. 

The  words  in  the  Lighted  Pathway 
are  more  than  cold  black  print.  They 
teach  us  how  to  live  and  are  a  great 
comfort  to  many  distressed  boys  away 
from  home.  I  feel  sure  your  encourag- 
ing words  addressed  to  us  boys  have 
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been  a  light  unto  our  pathway.  May 
you  continue  your  great  work  among 
our  young  people  and  may  the  Lighted 
Pathway  continue  to  be  a  light  to 
many  dark  pathways. 

Please  pray  for  our  boys  in  service 
everywhere. — A|S  Talmadge  McNabb, 
Section  42,  23  College  Training  Det., 
University  of  Buffalo,  Buffalo  14,  N.  Y. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  I  am  taking 
this  opportunity  to  thank  you  very 
much  for  the  Lighted  Pathway  that 
you  have  been  sending  to  me.  I  cer- 
tainly enjoy  it  tremendously  and 
always  pass  it  on  to  someone  else  to 
read.  I  have  noticed  the  paper,  on 
several  occasions,  in  the  recreation 
rooms  in  the  army,  and  in  the  recrea- 
tion rooms  of  the  American  Red  Cross. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  will  take  this  op- 
portunity to  request  an  interest  in 
your  prayers,  for  I  need  God  in  my 
daily  life  now  more  than  ever.  Pray 
that  He  will  make  me  a  consecrated 
individual  and  by  His  help  I  will  be 
able  to  escape  the  tribulations  that 
are  sure  to  come  on  this  earth  some 
day.  I  am  not  the  only  one,  Sister 
Harrison,  who  needs  an  interest  in 
your  prayers.  Pray  for  each  and  every 
individual  who  is  connected  with  war 
in  any  way. — Cpl.  Guy  Hamilton. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison :  As  I  write  this 
letter  I  am  feeling  kind  o'  blue  and 
lonely.  This  is  Saturday  afternoon  and 
I  am  off  duty  until  Monday  morning. 
I  had  planned  to  go  to  church  to- 
morrow, but  I  missed  my  train,  so  I 
will  go  to  chapel  and  spend  the  rest 
of  my  time  in  writing  my  friends,  it 
being  God's  will. 

I  guess  I  had  better  introduce  my- 
self before  I  write  any  more.  I  am  a 
member  of  the  Church  of  God  located 
on  Cotter  Avenue,  Somerset,  Ky. 

Before  being  inducted  into  the 
army  I  was  district  superintendent  of 
the  Sunday  Schools  and  Young 
People's  Endeavor  in  the  Somerset 
district.  I  was  planning  to  take  a 
Christian  Worker's .  Course  at  our 
Bible  Training  School  in  Sevierville 
this  last  year,  for  the  remainder  of 
my  life  belongs  to  God  and  I  love  to 
work  for  Him,  but  Uncle  Sam  wanted 
me  and  I  was  inducted  into  the  army 
Nov.  17,  1942. 

When  I  found  Jesus  I  had  been  a 
gambler,  drunkard,  and  tobacco 
fiend  close  to  fourteen  years.  My  body 
was  a  physical  wreck,  but  God  for- 
gave me  of  all  these  things  and  took 
the  thirst  for  them  from  me.  He 
healed  my  lungs,  heart,  and  stomach 
and  made  me  physically  fit  for  the 
United  States  Army.  I  believe  it  is 
God's  will  that  I  am  here,  for  I  have 
gained  twenty-eight  pounds,  and  I 
wouldn't  take  anything  for  my  year 
of  army  life  and  the  experiences  I 
have  had  with  the  Lord  in  the  last 
year.  After  we  have  overcome  our 
enemies,  with  the  help  of  the  Lord, 
maybe  I  will  have  the  opportunity 
of     taking     my     Christian     Worker's 


Course  at  our  Bible  Training  School. 

I  have  just  finished  reading  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  the  letters  that 
other  soldiexs  have  written  you,  and 
it  is  a  great  help  to  a  soldier  to  know 
that  other  soldiers  are  living  for  the 
Lord.  I  have  several  buddies  who  are 
good  Christian  boys.  While  lying  on 
my  bunk  Friday  night,  the  wind  was 
howling  around  the  corner  of  my  bar- 
rack, and  the  snow  pattering  on  the 
windowpane,  I  was  praying  as  I 
always  do  each  night  before  going  to 
sleep.  I  was  thanking  God  for  every- 
thing in  life,  and  also  praying  for 
my  loved  ones.  I  have  a  pal  over  in 
the  battle  zone  somewhere.  I  pray  for 
his  safety  each  night.  I  began  to  won- 
der just  where  he  was  at  that  moment. 
I  began  to  pray  for  him  and  these 
thoughts  came  into  my  mind:  Dear 
Lord,  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the 
warm  barracks.  I  wonder,  dear  Lord, 
if  my  pal  has  a  warm  shelter  tonight, 
or  if  he  is  out  in  the  cold  and  wind. 
Lord,  I  am  thanking  you  for  my  bunk. 
It  doesn't  seem  as  hard  tonight  as 
usual,  and  I  have  a  good  warm  com- 
fort and  plenty  of  blankets.  I  wonder, 
dear  Lord,  if  my  pal  is  sleeping  on  the 
cold  ground  and  as  much  as  has  a 
blanket  to  keep  him  warm.  Dear 
Lord,  I  want  to  thank  you  again  for 
the  steak  and  potatoes  and  all  the 
other  good  food  I  have  eaten  today. 
I  wonder,  dear  Lord,  if  my  pal  so 
much  as  had  K  rations,  or  if  he  had 
gone  for  days  without  food,  tired  and 
sleepy.  I  asked  God  to  take  care  of 
him  and  bring  him  safely  back  to  the 
ones  who  love  him.  With  red  eyes  and 
a  damp  pillow  I  thanked  God  that  I 
was  yet  in  the  United  States,  even  if 
I  was  where  it  was  lonesome  and 
cold. 

Sister  Harrison,  as  I  close  this  let- 
ter I  am  not  as  blue  as  I  was  and  I 
am  not  lonely,  for  God  is  here  with 
me.  I  request  the  prayers  of  everyone 
who  prays  for  my  buddies  and  me. 
Please  pray  a  special  prayer  for  my 
buddie  over  there. — A  brother  in 
Christ,  Pfc.  Raymond  C.  Dalton, 
35672800,  Co.  C,  126th  Engr.  Bn.,  APO 
345,  Camp  Hale,  Colo. 

My  dear  Mrs.  Harrison:  This  morn- 
ing while  I  was  looking  for  something 
to  read,  I  picked  up  an  August  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  While 
reading  I  came  across  a  story  entitled 
Rachel,  by  Agnes  Scott  Kent.  I  have 
never  read  a  story  that  had  so  much 
in  it  for  the  encouragement  of  con- 
fessing Christ  as  our  Savior. 

Upon  completing  the  story,  I  found 
that  it  had  been  continued  from  the 
July  issue  and  was  to  be  carried  over 
to  the  September  issue.  Would  there 
be  any  possible  way  for  me  to  get  the 
conclusion  of  this  impressive  story?  I 
will  gladly  pay  any  cost  that  may  be 
claced  upon  it. 

May  God  bless  you  in  the  distribu- 
tion of  this  most  helpful  magazine.  I 
am  working  as  Chaplain's  assistant.  It 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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BIBLE  LESSONS 


THE   ABUNDANT   LIFE 

Esther  Holland 


Read  John  1:1-5;  Matt.  28:  19-20. 

Jesus  said  in  John  10:10,  "I  am  come 
that  they  might  have  life,  and  that 
they  might  have  it  more  abundantly." 

Life  is  the  one  thing  that  everyone 
craves,  and  will  give  everything  he 
possesses  to  have  it.  Many  live  the 
narrow,  uninteresting  life  that  is  un- 
fruitful. Others  know  what  it  means 
to  have  the  rivers  of  life  flowing  from 
within  them  to  bless  those  with  whom 
they  come  in  contact. 

ENEMIES  OF  THE  ABUNDANT 

LIFE 
There  are  fifteen  major  enemies  of 
human  living  which  we  would  like  to 
notice  for  a  moment.  1.  A  lack  of 
faith  in  Something  beyond  oneself. 
2.  Self-centeredness.  3.  Anger,  resent- 
ment, hate.  4.  Fear,  worry,  anxiety. 
5.  A  sense  of  unresolved  guilt.  6.  In- 
feriority attitudes.  7.  Undisciplined 
desires.  8.  Insincerities.  9.  Divided 
■  loyalties,  the  conscious  and  the  sub- 
conscious mind  at  war.  10.  Unbalanced 
virtues.  11.  Ignorance  and  lack  of 
judgment.  12.  Bodily  disharmony  and 
disease.  13.  Unchristian  social  order. 
14.  A  lack  of  total  life  discipline.  15. 
A  lack  of  creative  outgoing  love.  Eith- 
er one  of  these  named  enemies  will 
sap  the  life  and  cause  it  to  be  warped; 
and  when  two  or  three  of  them  get 
hold  of  one,  his  life  becomes  unbal- 
anced, unfruitful,  and  a  bundle  of 
discouragements.  Yet  many  of  us 
would  blame  certain  circumstances  as 
an  excuse  for  lesser  living,  when  in 
reality,  many  of  us  can  cause  our  cir- 
cumstances to  be  different.  But  the 
certainty  of  being  able  to  overcome 
all  the  enemies  is  that  which  should 
make  each  of  us  glad.  Let  us  take  in- 
ventory of  our  lives  and  see  how  many 
of  these  are  sapping  our  spiritual  and 
physical  lives.  Then  let  us  take  a  look 
at  the  source  from  which  we  draw 
to  overcome. 

THE  SOURCE  AND  RESOURCES 
Someone  has  said,  "If  we  haven't 
that  within  us  which  is  above  us,  we 
will  soon  yield  to  that  which  is  around 
us."  If  we  turn  within  (our  lives)  for 
our  resources,  we  find  the  well  is  dry. 
But  man  comes  to  the  place  that  he 
finds  that  he  hasn't  resources  within 
himself  to  complete  himself,  and  often- 
times remains  incomplete  and  be- 
comes frustrated.  But  our  scripture  at 
the  beginning  of  the  lesson  teaches  us 
that  the  life  of  Christ  is  the  Light  of 
the  Christian  life,  or  that  Christ  Him- 
self is  our  Light.  A  man  started  to 
walk  across  the  street  against  the 
lights  when  a  plainly  dressed  man 
stepped  up  to  him  and  said,  "Friend, 
if  you  want  to  live  long,  walk  with 
the  lights;  if  you  don't,  then  walk 
against  them."  That  is  our  lesson  of 
life:  if  you  want  to  live  well  walk  with 


the  green  lights  that  God  has  hung  in 
the  constitution  of  things.  If  you 
don't,  then  walk  against  God's  red 
lights  and  be  hurt.  Then,  the  source 
from  which  we  draw  is  God  Himself. 
And  our  resources  consist  of  just  the 
amount  of  God  we  have  in  our  lives. 
We  are  taught  that  the  kingdom  of 
God  is  within  us.  How  much  of  this 
kingdom  is  within  you  today? 


HOW  TO  OBTAIN  THESE 
RESOURCES 
The  disciples  of  our  Lord  didn't  go 
around  saying,  "Look  at  the  prob- 
lems," but  "Look  at  the  Savior."  Their 
emphasis  was  not  on  sin  abounding, 
but  on  grace  much  more  abounding, 
and  they  spoke  with  transforming 
force.  If  we  would  be  able  to  speak 
with  this  emphasis  and  transform 
lives  and  bodies,  then  we  must  strike 
the  same  vein  of  Christ  that  they  had 
found.  When  the  Holy  Ghost  came 
down  in  the  upper  room  in  Jerusalem, 
each  one  was  filled,  and  the  early 
church  was  charged  with  the  Spirit  of 
God,  the  Holy  Spirit  dwelling  within 
them  and  witnessing  through  them 
with  miracles  of  divers  sorts.  One  word 
expresses  their  method,  "They  were 
with  one  accord,"  seeking  for  just  one 
thing,  and  everything  else  had  given 
way  and  made  place  for  the  indwell- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Then  when  the 
Holy  Ghost  came  in,  there  also  came 
the  power  promised  in  Acts  1 : 8,  a  pow- 
er for  service.  Their  faith  in  God  was 
such  that  they  believed  verily  that 
God  would  heal  diseases,  that  He 
would  cause  the  lame  to  walk,  Acts 
3:1-5,  and  that  He  would  direct  them 
in  the  ways  which  they  should  go, 
Acts  13:1-4.  Then  what  can  we  do 
about  it?  Just  empty  ourselves,  and 
receive  God.  Let  every  sin,  every 
thought  that  is  not  right,  every  de- 
sire, everything  that  would  hinder  us, 
be  gone  from  our  lives  entirely.  Then 
let  us  receive  the  faith  that  God  gives, 
for  He  is  the  author  and  the  finisher 
of  our  faith.  Let' us  receive  the  power 
that  He  gives,  it  is  ours  for  the  ask- 
ing; let  us-  receive  the  wisdom  of 
God,  He  gives  liberally;  let  us  receive 
the  deeper  experiences,  for  nothing  is 
impossible  with  God. 

THE  RESULTS 
God  never  leaves  one  of  His  children 
in  the  dark,  but  guides  as  each  one 
is  yielded  to  Him.  God  has  three  things 
in  mind  with  reference  to  us:  purpose, 
plan,  person.  He  has  a  purpose  to 
make  you  the  best  that  you  can  be. 
He  has  a  plan  which  embodies  that 
purpose.  God  has  a  plan  for  every  life. 
The  next  step  is  for  you  to  be  the  per- 
son for  the  carrying  out  of  that  pur- 
pose and  that  plan.  In  the  silence  you 
listen  for  the  unfolding  of  that  pur- 
pose and  that  plan,  and  thereby  be- 
come the  plan  and  purpose  of  God — 
an  embodied  thought  of  God,  the 
Word  made  flesh.  "Be  still  and  know 
that  I  am  God"  is  the  first  way  to 


learn  after  we  have  yielded  our 
lives  to  Him,  for  oftentimes  we  talk 
so  fast  and  do-  not  give  Him  a  chance 
to  talk  to  us.  God  gives  guidance 
through  the  character  and  person  of 
Christ.  Christ  has  revealed  to  us  the 
nature  of  God  and  has  shown  us  what 
He  is  like.  The  guiding  question  in 
any  situation  is  "What  is  the  Christ- 
like thing  to  do?"  He  guides  through 
the  experience  of  the  church,  through 
the  counsel  of  good  people,  through 
natural  laws,  through  heightened  in- 
telligence and  insight,  and  through 
the  direct  voice  of  the  Spirit  within 
us.  One  should  depend  on  just  one  of 
these  methods  of  guidance,  but 
through  more  than  one  he  may  be 
satisfied  that  he  is  obedient.  The 
guidance  of  the  Inner  Voice 
comes  when  none  of  the  other  steps 
in  guidance  can  meet  the  particular 
need.  Through  these,  and  these  alone, 
can  one  live  the  abundant  life,  and 
yet  this  is  the  life  that  Christ  came 
that  we  might  live,  and  live  daily. 

God,  help  us  to  listen  to  Thee,  and 
to  receive  Thee  in  Thy  fullness. 


EXCUSE  MAKING 

Flora  Rutledge 

Scripture:  Luke  14:18a. 

We  have  chosen  as  our  subject,  "Ex- 
cuse Making,"  which  is  very  prevalent 
in  these  days  of  hurrying  to  and  fro; 
working  long  hours  in  many  war  in- 
dustries. Let  us  see  what  an  excuse  is. 
The  dictionary  says  it  is  a  plea  for  a 
fault.  For  example,  if  you  are  to  give 
why  you  are  not,  whatever  the  plea 
you  give  is  your  excuse.  God  does  not 
receive  your  excuse  because  nothing 
will  do  but  the  Lord  when  you  come 
to  die.  You  may  have  lived  a  good 
moral  life,  but  that  will  not  be  enough 
when  you  face  judgment.  All  down 
through  the  ages  of  time  people  have 
failed  to  accept  God  and  His  plan. 
Even  in  Bible  times  people  had  excuses 
to  offer. 

BIBLE  EXCUSES 

We  see  by  reading  the  Word  of 
God  that  people  have  tried  to  ex- 
cuse themselves  for  a  fault.  Even  in 
the  garden  of  Eden,  when  Eve  took 
the  forbidden  fruit,  she  tried  to  have 
for  her  excuse  that  the  serpent  be- 
guiled her  and  she  did  eat,  but  God 
had  already  warned  them  about  the 
tree  of  good  and  evil;  so  she  did  not 
get  by  with  her  excuse. 

When  Cain  killed  Abel  he  tried  to 
deny,  or  make  an  excuse,  by  saying, 
"Am  I  my  brother's  keeper?" 

When  Noah  built  the  ark  and  bade 
the  people  come  in,  that  it  was  going 
to  rain,  the  people  excused  themselves 
by  saying  it  had  never  rained  and 
never  would. 

Even  in  our  scripture  lesson  in  the 
New  Testament  we  find  that  a  certain 
lord  made  a  feast  and  invited  men  to 
come,  but  some  began  to  make  ex- 
cuses. One  said  he  had  bought  a  yoke 
of  oxen  and  must  go  and  prove  them; 
one  said  he  had  bought  a  piece  of 
ground  and  must  go  see  it  and  another 
had  married  a  wife  and  could  not 
come.  We  find  that  this  supper  was 
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supposed  to  be  at  night  and  this  was 
no  time  to  look  at  a  piece  of  ground 
or  oxen,  but  these  men  only  wanted  an 
excuse.  Another  place  we  find  when 
Jesus  was  calling  His  followers  to 
follow  Him,  one  man  told  Jesus  to 
suffer  him  first  to  go  bury  his  father. 
Jesus  said,  "Let  the  dead  bury  their 
dead,  come  follow  me."  Those  last  two 
incidents,  or  parables,  can  well  be 
compared  with  the  kingdom  of  God. 
People  are  trying  to  give  every  ex- 
cuse they  can  for  not  being  Christians. 

MODERN-DAY    EXCUSES 
Luke  14:16-24' 

And  they  all  began  to  make  excuses. 
We  find  this  very  prevalent  in  our 
modern  days  with  war  and  so  much 
sin  in  the  land.  People  are  trying  ev- 
ery way  they  can  to  excuse  themselves 
in  their  duty  toward  God  and  for  not 
following  Him. 

Sinners,  when  asked  about  be- 
coming Christians,  say  they  can't  live 
right  with  so  many  things  to  tempt 
them  and  so  much  sin,  but  God  said 
His  grace  was  sufficient.  Church 
members,  sad  to  say,  are  making  ex- 
cuses to  keep  from  attending  church. 
They  say  they  are  too  tired,  they  have 
to  work  hard,  or  they  don't  have  time. 
When  they  fail  to  go  to  church,  they 
fail  to  pay  tithes  and  try  to  excuse 
themselves  from  that.  Many  war 
workers  move  off  and  have  as  an  ex- 
cuse that  they  can't  attend  church. 
Some  people,  when  called  to  work  for 
Him,  give  the  excuse  that  they  are 
not  qualified  or  they  can't  leave 
home.  When  someone  is  called  on  in 
church,  he  sometimes  fails  to  receive 
a  blessing  by  saying  he  can't  do  so 
and  so  because  he  can't  sing  or 
speak  as  well  as  someone  else. 

NO  EXCUSE  TO  BE  LOST 

To  the  unsaved  may  we  say,  there 
is  no  excuse  that  will  keep  you  from 
being  lost  if  you  fail  to  accept  Christ. 
He  is  the  door.  Nothing  but  the  blood 
of  Jesus  applied  to  your  soul  will  save 
you.  All  the  good  works  and  clean 
moral  life  will  not  suffice.  The  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all 
sin.  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet 
they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow. 
"Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  you,  he  that 
entereth  not  by  the  door  into  the 
sheepfold  but  climbeth  up  some  other 
way,  the  same  is  a  thief  and  a  robber," 
John  14:1. 


THE  LIFE  OF  PAUL 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
Paul  is  one  of  the  most  outstanding 
characters  of  the  Christian  era;  his 
life  was  full  of  service;  he  labored 
day  and  night  to  bless  the  world  and 
the  church.  His  life  upon  earth  long 
ago  ceased  but  his  works  live  on  and 
have  been  a  blessing  to  the  church 
in  all  ages.  The  memories  of  his  pious 
and  devoted  life  are  sweet,  therefore 
in  this  lesson  let  us  refresh  our  mem- 
ories of  him. 

HIS  CHILDHOOD  AND 
EARLY  TRAINING 
His  father  was  of  the  tribe  of  Ben- 
jamin,  a   Hebrew    of   Hebrews,    Phil. 
3:5.  In  their  religion  they  were  both 


Pharisees.  Acts  23:6. 

Paul  was  born  in  Tarsus  and  there 
spent  his  early  childhood  days.  Acts 
21:39.  By  some  means  his  father  ac- 
quired a  Roman  franchise,  therefore 
Paul  could  truthfully  refer  to  him- 
self as  a  Roman.  Acts  22:25,  29. 

In  making  his  defence  at  Jerusalem 
before  his  countrymen  he  tells  them 
that  "though  born  in  Tarsus  yet 
brought  up  in  this  city."  Acts  22:3. 
His  father  either  moved  to  Jerusalem 
or  sent  his  son  there  very  early  in 
youth,  but  which  he  did  we  have  no 
way  of  knowing. 

HIS  EDUCATION 

He  received  his  education  in 
Jerusalem  under  the  instructions  of 
Gamaliel.  Acts  22:3.  Gamaliel  was  a 
great  doctor  and  teacher  of  the 
Hebrew  law. 

He  mastered  both  the  Greek  and 
Hebrew  language,  and  spoke  with 
much  learning  before  Agrippa.  Acts 
26:24. 

His  learning  was  not  confined  to 
book  knowledge,  but  he  had  a 
practical  education;  he  understood 
the  customs  of  the  people  and  knew 
how  to  apply  himself  before  any 
class;  with  the  weak  he  became  as 
weak  and  with  the  strong  he  became 
strong. 

He  was  able  to  speak  with  the  , en- 
ticing words  of  man's  wisdom,  but  he 
did  not  impose  his  learning  and  big 
words  upon  those  who  could  not 
understand.  He  resorted  to  the  sim- 
plicity of  preaching.  1  Cor.  2:4. 

HIS  CONVERSION 

He  had  been  a  great  persecutor  of 
the  church  in  both  Jerusalem  and  in 
strange  cities.  Acts  1:8;  Acts  22:4; 
Acts  26:11;   Gal.  1:13. 

He  received  his  last  letter  of 
authority  from  the  high  priest  to 
bring  bound  the  saints  at  Damascus 
unto  Jerusalem.  Acts  9:1,  2. 

He  is  struck  down  and  converted 
near  the  city  limits  of  Damascus. 
Acts  9:3,  18. 

He  enters  Damascus  blind,  led  by 
one  of  his  men.  He  seemed  to 
have  had  knowledge  of  Judas'  where- 
abouts. He  doubtless  intended  to  ar- 
rest him  but  instead  he  entered  his 
home  and  engaged  in  prayer.  Ananias 
is  sent  by  the  Lord  to  Saul  that  he 
might  receive  his  sight  and  receive 
the  Holy  Ghost,  V.  17,  and  after  he 
received  the  blessing  he  was  baptized. 
V.  18. 

HIS    CALL    TO    THE    MINISTRY 

1.  The  Lord  revealed  Paul's  calling 
unto  Ananias.  Acts  9:15.  He  was 
especially  chosen  of  the  Lord  to  carry 
the  message  unto  the  Gentiles  and 
kings. 

2.  He  called  Paul  because  he  had 
the  ability  to  preach.  God  does  not 
call  those  who  cannot  preach. 

3.  He  immediately  began  his  minis- 
try. Acts  9:20. 

HIS  MINISTRY 
1.  He  felt  the  responsibility  of  his 
calling.  Rom.  9:2,  3.  He  was  willing 
and  ever  ready  to  preach.  Rom.  1:15. 
He  was  willing  to  spend  and  be  spent. 
2  Cor.  12:14,  15. 


2.  His  ministry  was  one  of  suffering 
and  persecutions.  2  Cor.   11:21,  28. 

3.  He  practiced  what  he  preached, 
1  Cor.  9:27,  first  partaking  of  the 
fruit  and  then  passing  it  on  to  others. 

4.  He  preached  to  Felix  righteous- 
ness, temperance  and  judgment  to 
come.  Acts'  24:25.  His  gospel  caused 
Felix  to  tremble,  and  almost  per- 
suaded Agrippa.  Acts  26:28. 

**************************** 

*  ¥ 

*  Lighted  Pathway  Lesson  # 

*  To    those    who    are    receiving  i 

*  your  first  Lighted  Pathway,  we  * 
J   want  to  explain  to  you  that  for  * 

*  our  fourth  lesson  in  the  month  % 
4  we  ask  you  to  use  the  contents  of  * 
ir  the  paper  for  your  program.  J 
j  There  are  many  good  articles,  ^ 
J   poems,  Treasured  Gleanings  and  * 

*  Glints  that  will  make  good  sub-  J 
4  jects  for  talks.  We  are  doing  this  ■•* 
if   for  lack  of  space  due  to  paper  i 

*  rationing.  * 

*  * 

100,000   CIRCULATION 
I  know  you  will  rejoice  with  us  that  this 
month    we   have    reached    our   goal    for   the 
year— one   hundred   thousand   circulation. 


NOTE:  You  will  notice  we  have  had 
to  take  another  cut  in  paper.  We  are 
very  sorry  indeed,  for  we  have  so 
many  splendid  things  to  give  you  in 
this  issue. 

Last  year  we  combined  our  Father's 
and  Mother's  issues  and  made  it 
Parents'  Issue.  We  are  doing  the  same 
this  year.  We  hope  you  like  it  this 
way.  Keep  praying  that  the  ration 
board  may  cut  the  worldly  magazines 
and  give  us  more  paper.  Surely  God 
can  work  on  their  hearts. 

We  would  like  so  much  to  use  more 
pictures  for  illustrations,  but  we  be- 
lieve the  reading  material  will  be  ap- 
preciated more. 


FAMILY  DEVOTIONS  THAT 
WORK 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
refreshing  to  notice  the  minute  de- 
tails that  are  remembered.  It  rebukes 
me  to  realize  how  much  we  adults  take 
for  granted  from  our  Lord's  unfailing 
hand.  They  seem  to  see  His  loving 
faithfulness  in  so  many  events  of 
their  everyday  life. 

Edward  says  he  is  thankful  the 
milkman  didn't  forget  to  come  that 
morning,  and  also  that  he  found  his 
favorite  ball  before  it  went  into  the 
sewer. 

Esther  is  grateful  for  the  Lord's  help 
in  her  spelling  test  at  school,  and 
Elisabeth  is  glad  she  was  invited  to  a 
party  and  had  a  new  dress  to  wear. 

Our  thanks  expressed,  Elisabeth 
goes  around  the  circle  again  asking 
each  if  he  is  sorry  for  anything. 

Edward  says  he's  sorry  he  "cried  so 
much"  that  morning,  and  that  he  hit 
sister  with  his  bat. 

Elisabeth   is    sorry    she    didn't    eat 
lunch   well   and   refused  to   take   her 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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FOR  POETRY  LOVERS 


MAY 

Come  walk  with  me  along  this  wil- 
lowed  lane, 

Where,   like   lost  coinage   from   some 
miser's  store, 

The  golden  dandelions  more  and  more 

Glow,  as  the  warm  sun  kisses  them 
again! 

For  this  is  May!    who  with  a   daisy 
chain 

Leads    on    the    laughing    hours;    for 
now  is  o'er 

Long  winter's  trance.  No  longer  rise 
and  roar 

His  forest-wrenching  blasts.  The  hope- 
ful swain, 

Along   the   furrow,   sings   behind   his 
team; 

Loud  pipes  the  redbreast — troubador 
of  spring, 

And  vocal  all  the  morning  copses  ring; 

More  blue  the  skies  in  lucent  lakelets 
gleam; 

And  the  glad  earth,  caressed  by  mur- 
muring showers, 

Wakes  like   a  bride,   to   deck   herself 
with  flowers! 

— Cornwell. 


At  Mother's   Knee 

Charles  N.  Hodge 

I  have  worshipped   in  churches  and 
chapels, 

I've  prayed  in  the  busy  street, 
I  have  sought  my  God  and  have  found 
Him 

Where  the  waves  of  the  ocean  beat. 
I  have  knelt  in  the  silent  forest, 

In  the  shade  of  some  ancient  tree; 
But  the  dearest  of  all  my  altars 

Was  raised  at  my  mother's  knee. 

I  have  listened  to  God  in  His  temple; 

I've  caught  His  voice  in  the  crowd; 
I  have  heard  Him  speak  when  the 
breakers 

Were  booming  long  and  loud. 
Where  the  winds  play  soft  in  the  tree 
tops 

My  Father  has  talked  to  me; 
But  I  never  have  heard  Him  clearer 

Than  I  did  at  my  mother's  knee. 

God,  make  me  the  man  of  her  vision, 

And  purge  me  of  selfishness! 
God,  keep  me  true  to  her  standards, 

And  help  me  to  live  to  bless! 
God,  hallow  the  holy  impress 

Of  the  days  that  used  to  be; 
And  make  me  a  pilgrim  forever 

To  the  shrine  at  my  mother's  knee! 


Her   Hand 

Louise  Selvidge 

Sometimes  when  in  the  strife  of  life 
I  struggle,  helpless,  lone, 
I  need  a  hand  whose  steady  lift 
Will  guide  me  safely  on. 

I  find  no  other  hand  so  dear 
As  mother's  aged  and  worn; 


Her  patient  smile  is  like  the  sun 

In  dawning  early  morn. 

No  voice  is  half  so  sweet  and  low, 

No  step  so  soft  and  light — 

As  mother's,  as  she  comes  and  goes 

At  morning,  noon,  or  night. 

Her  kindly  guidance,  patient  love 
And  face  so  gleaming  bright 
Will  soothe  my  fears  and  dry  my  tears 
And  guide  my  steps  aright. 


MY  BOY 

My  barque  has  drifted  far  today, 

Upon  life's  turbid  stream, 
Past  many  a  blighted  hope  of  youth 

And  many  a  vanished  dream. 
My  compass  has  not  pointed  true; 

I've  missed  success  and  fame, 
And  deeds  my  hands  would  blindly 
do 

Have  brought  regret  and  shame. 
My  barque  has  drifted  far,  I  say, 

Upon  life's  turbid  stream, 
And  I  can  only  hope  and  pray 

That  somewhere  there  may  gleam 
A  light  thru  life's  darkening  sky — 

A  gentle  guiding  star 
That  will  point  me  safely  by  and  by 

Across  life's  sunset  bar. 
But  I've  a  boy  upon  life's  sea, 

He  has  not  drifted  far. 
Maybe  to  the  isle  of  golden  dreams 

That  only  sin  can  mar. 
I  pray  Thee,  Master  of  the  sea, 

To  gently  guide  his  hand, 
And  let  him  pull  a  steady  oar, 

And  let  him  be  a  man, 
And   let   him  miss  the   rocks  and 
reefs 

That  well  nigh  stranded  me, 
And    keep    him    from   the    fearful 
storms 

That  rage  upon  life's  sea. 
I'm  thinking  not  of  my  frail  barque 

For  I  have  drifted  far — 
But,  Master,  guide  my  boy,  I  pray, 

To  the  haven  across  the  bar. 

— Author  Unknown. 


Little  Willie's  Complaint 

They  cut  Pa's  trousers  down  for  me; 

I  don't  get  nuthin'  new; 
I  have  to  wear  his  old  coats  out, 

His  old  suspenders,  too. 


His  hats  and  shoes  don't  fit  me, 
But  'spose  they  will  some  day, 

And  then  they'll  come  to  me  instead 
Of  being  thrown  away. 

My  sister,  Grace,  is  twenty-two, 

And  she  can  sing  and  play, 
And  what  she  wea'rs  is  always  new, 

Not  stuff  that's  thrown  away! 
She  puts  on  style,  I  tell  you  what! 

She  dresses  out  of  sight; 
She's  proud   and  haughty,   and  she's 
got 

A  beau  most  every  night. 

I  never  get  new  things  to  wear, 

I'm  just  a  boy,  you  see, 
And  any  old  thing's  good  enough 

To  doctor  up  for  me! 
Most  everything  that  I've  got  on 

One  day  belonged  to  Pa; 
When  sister's  through  with  her  fine 
things 

She  hands  them  up  to  Ma. 

— Anonymous. 


LITTLE  WILLIE'S  HEARING 

Sometimes    w'en    I    am    playin'   with 

some  fellers  'at  I  know, 
My  Ma  she  comes  to  call  me,  'cause 

she  wants  me,  I  suppose: 
An'  then  she  calls  in  this  way:  "Willie! 

Willie,  dear!  Willee-ee!" 
An'  you'd  be  surprised  to  notice  how 

dreadful  deaf  I  be; 
An'  the   fellers    'at   are   playin'   they 

keeps  mos'  orful  still, 
W'ile  they  tell  me,  just  in  whispers: 

"Your  Ma  is  callin',  BUI." 
But  my  hearin'  don't  git  better,  so  fur 

as  I  can  see, 
W'ile   my   Ma   stan's   there   a-callin': 

"Willie!  Willie,  dear!  Willee-ee!" 

An'  soon  my  Ma  she  gives  it  up  an' 

says,  "Well,  I'll  allow 
It's   mighty   curious   where   that   boy 

has  got  to,  anyhow." 
An'  then  I  keep  on  playin'  jus'  the 

way  I  did  before — 
I  know  if  she  was  wantin'  much  she'd 

call  to  me  some  more. 
An'  purty   soon   she   comes   agin   an' 

says,  "Willie!  Williee-ee-ee!" 
But  my  hearin's  just  as  bad  as  it  use 

ter  be. 
If  a  feller  has  good  judgment  and  uses 

it  that  way 
He  can  almost  allers  manage  to  get 

in  a  lot  o'  play. 

But  just  while  I  am  playin'  an  prob- 
ably I  am  "it," 
There's  somethin'   different   happens 

an'  I  have  to  up  an'  git, 
Fer  my  Pa  comes  to  the  doorway,  an' 

he  interrup's  our  glee; 
He  just   says,   "William   Henry!"  But 

that's  enough  for  me. 
You'd    be    surprised    to    notice    how 

quickly  I  can  hear 
W'en  my  Pa  says,  "William  Henry!" 

but  never  "Willie,  dear!" 
For  tho'  my  hearin's  middlin'  bad  to 

hear  the  voice  of  Ma, 
It's   apt  to  show  improvement  when 

the  callin'  comes  from  Pa. 

—Anonymous. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Mai 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


"Mother  Lived  Like  She  Prayed" 

A  little  four-year-old  daughter,  suf- 
fering from  a  severe  scolding  from 
her  mother,  was  heard  to  sob  pitifully, 
to  herself,  "I  wish  Mother  loved  me  as 
much  as  she  does  God.  She  talks  so 
kind  to  Him."  And  immediately  one's 
thoughts  flash  back  to  a  great  man 
who  said,  "I  owe  a  great  debt  to  the 
life  of  my  mother  in  my. early  child- 
hood days.  She  always  lived  like  she 
prayed."  Can  we  hope  to  instill  the 
love  of  God  into  the  lives  of  our  little 
ones  if  we  do  not  practice  patience, 
self-control  and  poise?  In  order  to 
live  like  we  pray,  we  must  cultivate 
the  habit  of  praying  as  we  live. 

Hanging  Prayers  on  Stars 

A  few  weeks  ago  a  Christian  father 
was  bidding  farewell  to  his  son  who 
was  about  to  set  out  upon  the  high 
seas  in  defense  of  his  country.  In  that 
solemn  and  intimate  moment  of  part- 
ing the  father  said,  "My  son,  when  you 
are  out  on  the  high  seas  and  night 
comes  on,  I  want  you  to  look  up  into 
the  sky.  You  will  see  the  same  stars  I 
am  looking  at,  and  know  that  on 
every  star  Dad  is  hanging  a  prayer." 

A  few  days  ago  the  father  received 
a  letter  from  the  boy,  and  in  it  were 
these  words,  "Dad,  tonight  I  lay  upon 
the  deck  until  late.  It  seemed  to  me 
I  never  saw  so  many  beautiful  stars. 
Then  I  remembered  what  you  said. 
Goodnight,  Dad,  I  shall  continue  to 
look  at  the  stars." 

Not  on  Speaking  Terms 

"I  don't  care  what  my  father  may 
have  done;  I  wouldn't  refuse  to  speak 
to  him.  It  is  so  unnatural." 

That  was  the  general  comment  of 
the  closely  knit  neighborhood  of  the 
little  Iowa  town  where  the  intimate 
concerns  of  each  person  are  known 
to  almost  everybody.  A  father's  ways 
had  displeased  a  grown-up  son.  They 
were  both  in  business  and  had  to  pass 
up  and  down  the  only  main  street  of 
the  village.  To  avoid  speaking,  they 
would,  if  possible,  choose  opposite 
sides  of  the  street.  The  father  was 
eager  to  speak,  but  the  son  was  un- 
relenting. They  disagreed  over  a  mat- 
ter of  conduct  on  the  part  of  the  fa- 
ther which  at  the  worst  was  only  a 
mistake  of  judgment.  If  they  were 
compelled  to  meet,  the  son  would  look 
the  other  way. 

"How  unnatural!"  everybody  said. 

And  yet  many  who  made  this  com- 
ment were  doing  the  same  thing. 
They  had  a  heavenly  Father  who  was 
very  near  and  who  ought  to  have 
been  very  dear  to  them.  They  met  Him 
in  His  works  and  providences  and  yet 
they  were  not  on  speaking  terms  with 
Him,  much  as  the  Father  wished 
them  to  be.  They  did  not  speak  in 
prayer  or  thanksgiving  to  Him.  Yet  to 
be  on  speaking  terms  with  God  is 
simply  being  natural. 


An  artist  painted  a  picture  of  a 
little  child  in  the  dress  of  a  pilgrim. 
He  is  walking  slowly  along  a  narrow 
path.  The  path  has  on  each  side  of  it 
a  dreadful  precipice.  The  edges  of 
these  precipices  are  hidden  from  view 
by  means  of  beautiful  flowers  that  are 
growing  there.  Behind  the  child  is  an 
angel.  His  face  is  full  of  tenderness 
and  love.  His  hands  are  resting  lightly 
on  the  shoulders  of  the  child,  to  keep 
him  in  the  center  of  the  path.  The 
child  has  closed  his  eyes,  that  the 
sight  of  the  flowers  may  not  tempt 
him  into  danger.  He  is  walking  care- 
fully along,  feeling,  and  yielding  to 
the  gentle  touch  of  the  angel  that  is 
leading  him.  He  acknowledges  the  an- 
gel by  following  his  touch,  and  while 
he  does  this  the  angel  "directs  his 
paths." — R.  Newton. 

She  Knew  the  Contents 

A  little  girl  told  a  pastor  when  he 
called  at  the  home  one  day  that  she 
knew  everything  that  was  in  the  Bi- 
ble. 

The  pastor,  amused,  remarked  that 
she  might  know  a  few  things,  but  not 
quite  all.  "Oh,  yes,"  was  the  quick  re- 
ply, "I  do  know  all  that  is  in  it."  Her 
mother,  who  had  been  listening,  re- 
buked her  daughter  for  saying  such 
a  thing,  whereupon,  the  child  in  per- 
sistence, said,  "But,  mother,  I  do. 
There  is  Grandma's  favorite  picture, 
three  dead  leaves,  a  lock  of  Bobby's 
hair  when  he  was  a  baby,  a  love  letter 
from  Daddy,  and  recipe  for  brown 
bread,  and  that's  all  there  is  in  the 
Bible." — Selected. 

Sunday  Labor 

An  infidel  farmer  wrote  a  letter  to 
Horace  Greeley  when  he  was  editor 
of  the  Tribune: 

"Sir:  I  have  been  trying  an  ex- 
periment. I  have  a  field  of  corn  which 
I  plowed,  planted,  and  cultivated  on 
Sunday.  I  harvested  the  crop  on  Sun- 
day and  hauled  it  to  my  barn,  and  I 
find  I  have  more  than  my  neighbors, 
who  would  not  work  on  that  day  of 
conscientious  scruples." 

To  which  the  editor  replied  in  one 
sentence:  "N.  B. — God  does  not  always 
settle  His  accounts  in  October." 

No,  nor  in  the  spring  or  summer. 
Thoughtless  people  sometimes  run  up 
a  big  debt  against  God,  and  imagine 
that  after  the  account  has  stood  for 
a  long  time  it  will  be  outlawed  or  for- 
gotten. But  it  never  is.  In  the  end 
every  account  has  to  be  paid,  usually 
with  accrued  interest. — U.  B.  Herald. 

The  Victory  of  Humility 

A  young  Scotsman,  a  candidate  for 
a  pulpit,  was  ready  to  preach  his  trial 
sermon.  He  had  worked  hard  on  that 
sermon,  and  he  felt  that  it  was  a  good 
one.  He  knew  he  had  a  good  voice, 
and  he  was  confident  of  making  an 


excellent  impression.  As  he  walked 
up  the  aisle  and  mounted  the  high 
pulpit  steps,  the  pride  in  his  face  and 
walk  was  evident  to  everybody  in  the 
church.  Old  Robin  Malair,  the  sexton, 
slowly  shook  his  grizzled  head.  "I  hae 
me  doots  o'  yon  laddie,"  he  said  to 
himself.  The  young  man  made  a 
miserable  failure  in  the  pulpit  that 
day.  And  when  his  wretchedly  de- 
livered sermon  was  done,  he  walked 
slowly  down  the  pulpit  steps,  head 
bowed  and  heart  humbled.  "Ay,  lad- 
die," mused  old  Robin,  "if  ye  had 
gone  up  as  ye  came  doon,  ye'd  come 
doon  as  ye  went  up!" — The  Elim 
Evangel. 

Not  Afraid,  But  Ashamed 

A  college  acquaintance  of  mine  died 
not  long  after  graduation.  Just  before 
the  end,  some  one  said  to  him: 

"Harry,  you  are  not  afraid  to  die, 
are  you?" 

"No,"  was  the  reply,  "I  am  not 
afraid  to  die;  I  am  ashamed  to  meet 
Jesus."  He  was  asked  why,  and  with 
faltering  breath  he  responded. 

"Because  I  have  not  been  a  first- 
class  Christian." 

Sooner  or  later  to  all  of  us  will  come 
the  time  for  reviewing  our  Christian 
life.  Oh,  may  we  be  spared  the  morti- 
fication of  realizing,  when  it  is  too 
late,  that  we  have  been  half-hearted, 
inconsistent,  second-rate  Christians! 
— H.  A.  Bridgman  in  Good  Cheer. 

I  Will  Be  True 

This  tale  is  told  of  one  of  England's 
most  forceful  statesmen.  Morning 
after  morning  he  entered  the  old 
family  gallery  and  stood,  as  if  in  wor- 
ship, before  the  ancestral  pictures.  He 
was  heard  to  say  again  and  again,  "I 
will  not  forget;  I  will  be  true."  His 
eldest  son  often  watched  him  in  awe 
and  wonder.  At  the  age  of  twelve  his 
father  took  him  with  him  one  day  and 
explained  this  daily  exercise.  He  said 
to  him,  "You  must  hear  these  people 
speak."  "What,  Father,  can  they  say?" 
Then  his  father  pointed  to  each  pic- 
ture and  said:  "This  one  says  to  be 
true  to  me.  The  second  one  says  to 
be  true  to  thyself.  The  third  one  says 
to  be  true  to  thy  home.  The  last  one, 
which  is  my  mother,  says  be  true  to 
God.  I  go  out  from  them,  my  son, 
every  morning,  saying,  I  will  be  true." 
— Federation  News. 

"From  the  East" 

There  lived  in  India  Paramahamsa 
Deva,  a  Brahman  of  the  highest  caste. 
But  he  so  received  the  Spirit  of  Christ 
that  he  threw  down  all  caste  barriers 
and  lived  and  died  with  and  for  his 
brothers. 

When  he,  as  a  Brahman,  was  in  the 
height  of  his  honor  and  glory  among 
his  people,  he  one  day  called  his  dis- 
ciples together  and  led  them  to  a 
poor,  low-down,  plague-stricken  vil- 
lage. He  said  to  them,  "My  brothers, 
God  has  put  into  my  heart  to  break 
the  chains  that  have  bound  our  race 
for  centuries.  I  am  a  Brahman  of  the 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

a  young  wife  asking  advice  along  this 
line.  She  wanted  to  know  if  she 
should  allow  her  children  to  go  with 
their  father  to  his  church.  Of  course, 
she  couldn't  say  no,  for  they  are  his 
children  as  well  as  hers.  The  mistake 
they  made  was  in  not  having  an  un- 
derstanding before  they  were  married. 
Letters  are  coming  in  constantly 
asking  advice  for  the  thousands  who 
may  be  puzzled  and  perplexed  to  know 
what  steps  to  take.  There  is  a  great 
responsibility  resting  on  the  Christian 
church  today.  There  should  be  groups 
of  young  mothers  organized  for  the 
study  of  home  problems  and  the 
young  women  should  be  urged  to  join 
with  them  in  studying  how  to  make 
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better  homes.  Young  men  likewise 
should  know  the  secrets  of  making  a 
happy  home.  Much  good  literature  is 
being  published  today  for  these  study 
classes  and  all  we  need  is  consecrated 
workers.  On  our  Father  and  Mother's 
Page  each  month  we  have  listed  good 
study  material. 

Remember  the  homes  of  today  will 
produce  the  citizens  for  our  world  to- 
morrow. We,  as  Christians,  can  play 
a  great  part  in  making  them  what 
they  should  be.  Let  us  not  criticize  our 
young  parents  if  we  have  not  done 
our  part. 

If  you  are  interested  in  study,  send 
for  the  "Ought  To  Know"  Books. 
What  a  Young  Boy  Ought  To  Know 
What  a  Young  Girl  Ought  To  Know 
What  a  Young  Man  Ought  To  Know 
What   a  Young  Woman   Ought  To 

Know 
What  a  Young  Wife  Ought  To  Know 
What  a  Young  Husband  Ought  To 

Know 
What  a  Man  of  Forty-Five  Ought 

To  Know 
What  a  Woman  of  Forty-Five  Ought 

To  Know 
Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Price 
$1.00  each. . 


are  determined  to  give  spiritual  fel- 
lowship and  growth  its  God-intended 
place.  What  I  have  done  any  mother 
can  do.  The  point  is,  don't  rob  your 
home  of  the  happiness  and  com- 
panionship God  means  for  you  to  en- 
joy. It  centers  about  the  family  wor- 
ship hour. — Pentecostal  Evangel. 


FAMILY  DEVOTIONS  THAT 
WORK 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
nap. 

Esther  regrets  being  cross. 

Mother  asks  forgiveness  for  losing 
her  temper  that  forenoon,  and  Daddy 
is  sorry  he  was  late  getting  home. 

Somehow  all  barriers  are  now  brok- 
en down  and  as  Elisabeth  put  it  when 
getting  into  her  bunk  one  night,  "Isn't 
it  nice  to  go  to  bed  all  forgiven  with 
each  other?" 

Esther  is  in  charge  of  the  weekly 
verse  we  memorize  and  drills  us  rig- 
idly. When  time  permits  we  get  out 
our  flannelgraph.  It's  a  homemade 
affair  from  the  blotter  of  grandpa's 
desk  to  the  characters  we  drew  and 
colored  ourselves.  But  we  love  to  tell 
stories  from  the  Bible  on  it.  Each  child 
tells  them  in  his  own  way. 

Then  there  is  the  discussion  period 
when  we  spend  a  few  minutes  talking 
of  whatever  spiritual  truth  or  prob- 
lem the  children  desire.  One  night 
there  was  the  discussion  of  heaven, 
and  we  were  getting  deep  into  the 
wonders  of  that  bridal  feast  with 
Christ  and  His  Church.  Suddenly 
Elisabeth  remarked  casually  that  she 
hoped  Jesus  wouldn't  come  during  the 
night  because  she'd  hate  to  go  to  that 
feast  in  her  pajamas.  This  led  to  the 
wonderful  revelation  of  the  wedding 
garments  He  is  preparing  for  us. 

The  quiet  hour  closes  with  indi- 
vidual prayer. 

Frankly,  I  wouldn't  exchange  the 
joys  of  these  family  worship  hours  for 
anything  else  life  offers.  To  see  the 
light  of  fascination  and  rapture  on 
those  faces  as  the  Spirit  opens  the 
light  of  life  before  them,  is  untold  sat- 
isfaction. 

But  what  occurred  in  our  home  may 
happen  in  any  home  where  parents 


TREASURED  GLEANINGS 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
Brahmans,  yet  by  the  grace  of  God, 
the  lowest  of  India's  low  caste  are  as 
dear  to  Christ  as  I  am.  Follow  me  or 
turn  back  as  ye  will." 

Then  he  went  to  the  hovel  of  a  poor 
Sudra,  the  lowest  of  all  the  castes, 
bathed  the  sick  man's  body,  swept  his 
floor,  did  the  most  menial  of  tasks. 
Such  works  he  did  for  ten  years'  be- 
fore his  death.  He  is  one  fulfillment 
of  Jesus'  prophecy  that  some  shall 
come  from  the  East  to  sit  with  Him 
at  the  heavenly  feast. 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR   BOYS  IN 
SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
is  a  great  opportunity  to  tell  of  the 
wonderful  Savior  I  have  found.  Please 
pray  for  me  as  I  labor  for  the  Master. 
— Cpl.  Charles  H.  Mack,  Lee  Chapel, 
First  Area,  Ft.  Francis  E.  Warren, 
Wyoming. 


WHENCE  COMETH  YOUR   HELP? 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
plicitly. 

Going  to  the  House  of  God 

It  might  serve  to  lighten  your  skies, 
stimulate  your  faith,  increase  your 
joy,  shorten  roads,  and  lift  your  loads 
of  care  if  you  went  to  the  house  of 
God  oftener  than  you  do.  You  can  al- 
low reverses  and  sorrows  to  drive  you 
to  such  isolation  from  God  and 
friends  that  you  will  come  to  feel 
that  no  one  cares  for  your  soul.  The 
truth  may  be  that  your  actions  are 
taking  you  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
help  which  would  gladly  be  given  you. 

There  was  an  occasion  when  the 
Psalmist  said: 

"I  was  glad  when  they  said  unto  me, 
Let  us  go  into  the  house  of  the  Lord." 
(Psa.  122:1.) 

And  doubtless  one  of  his  reasons 
for  such  gladness  is  found  in  his  ex- 
pression which  declares  that  God 
sends  "help  from  the  sanctuary."  (Psa. 
20:2.)  But  what  will  be  the  portion 
of  those  who  are  able,  but  do  not  go 
to  the  sanctuary?  They  will  miss  their 
blessing.  And  the  missed  blessings 
means  that  the  cares  of  life  become 
more  distressing  when  we  do  not  have 
the  companionship  of  the  Christ  to 
comfort  us  as  we  journey  onward. 

Should  you  be  one  of  those  who  are 
unable  to  leave  your  room,  there  is 
help  and  hope  for  you.  Your  very 
room  may  become  a  veritable  "Beth- 
el," or  place  where  God's  presence  is 
felt.  His  promise  to  you  is  "My  grace 
is  sufficient  for  thee."  His  presence 
is  not  limited  to  any  particular  place. 
He  will  manifest  Himself  to  any  trust- 
ing, obedient  soul.  He  may  do  it  in  the 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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reading  of  His  Word,  or  in  the  hour  of 
meditation  and  prayer,  or  in  the  do- 
ing of  a  little  deed  of  kindness  for  an- 
other; or  He  may  do  it  in  some  time 
of  patience  and  quietness  as  you  suf-. 
fer  silently,  and  while  others  about 
you  are  in  a  state  of  confusion. 
The  Song  of  Soaring  Faith 
The  days  are  trying.  There  are 
many  that  are  afraid.  But  let  us  sing 
the  song  of  soaring  faith  (Psalm  27 — 
turn  and  read  it  right  now  for  your 
consolation!)  and  press  forward  and 
not  be  afraid,  for  our  God  will  do 
marvels! 

"O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

"Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 

Still  may  we  dwell  secure; 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defense  is  sure." 

—Watts. 
— The    Wesleyan   Methodist. 


her  business  to  keep  his  Importance 
alive.  But  she  can't  do  it  alone.  Father 
must  put  forth  some  effort  himself. 
He  must  be  willing  to  spend  time  with 
the  youngsters  even  if  he  is  tired  and 
somewhat  disgruntled  after  a  hard 
day  at  the  office.  He  must  be  willing 
to  forego  golf  on  his  free  afternoon 
and  spend  that  time  getting  acquaint- 
ed with  his  children. 


THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  FATHERS 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

It  was  thrilling  to  listen  to  her.  Her 
little  chest  seemed  to  expand  at  the 
mere  mention  of  her  daddy.  We  know 
her  father  well.  He  is  worthy  of  her 
admiration. 

He  is  a  man  who  readily  wins  a 
child's  confidence  because  he  doesn't 
pretend  to  be  perfect  himself;  he  tries 
to  view  a  child's  situation  from  the 
child's  standpoint,  because  he  hasn't 
forgotten  his  own  childish  experi- 
ments and  adventures.  Neither  is  he 
ever  too  tired  or  preoccupied  to  listen 
to  his  youngster's  troubles  or  experi- 
ences. He  doesn't  merely  grunt  over 
the  top  of  the  newspaper  when  his 
child  tries  to  get  his  attention,  but 
he  puts  down  the  paper  as  something 
that  will  keep,  whereas  childish  en- 
thusiasms may  dim  when  trifled  with. 

And  the  little  girl's  mother  helps 
nurture  the  love  and  admiration  for 
Daddy. 

"Daddy  will  be  home  in  a  few  min- 
utes; let's  write  a  little  note  and  leave 
it  by  his  plate  as  a  surprise  when  he 
sits  down  for  dinner,"  she  suggests, 
or,  "Would  you  fix  the  flowers  in  that 
lovely  little  green  bowl  and  set  it  on 
the  table  so  it  looks  all  cheery  for 
Daddy?" 

Then  when  Daddy  drives  into  the 
yard,  both  mother  and  daughter  dash 
delightedly  to  the  door,  and  the  won- 
derful poem-maker  bounds  up  the 
last  three  steps  to  the  door  eager  for 
his  greetings.  Amid  gleeful  hugging 
and  kissing  he  hears,  "Oh,  it's  so  nice 
to  have  you  home!" 

Pretty  grand,  don't  you  think? 

Fathers  who  have  hardly  time  for 
a  cup  of  coffee  before  having  to  rush 
off  to  an  office  in  the  morning  don't 
see  much  of  their  children  during  the 
day,  and  evenings  are  short  with  chil- 
dren's bedtime  coming  so  early. 

Some  children  catch  only  a  glimpse 
of  Daddy  for  days  on  end.  They  are 
likely  to  overlook  his  importance  in 
the    family   unless   Mother   makes   it 
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SAFEGUARDING  OUR  YOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

cent   higher  than   during  the     pre- 
ceding year. 

With  millions  of  young  men  in  the 
Armed  Services,  fortunately  arrests 
of  boys  under  twenty-one  last  year 
declined  3.6  per  cent.  But  there  were 
significant  increases.  For  instance, 
arrests  for  assault  increased  17.1  per 
cent,  while  rape  showed  an  upswing 
of  10.6  per  cent.  Disorderly  conduct 
and  drunkenness  among  young  men 
under  voting  age  increased  26.2  per 
cent  and  30.3  per  cent,  respectively. 

We  need  not  look  far  in  searching 
for  a  large  share  of  the  blame  for  the 
present  trouble.  The  American  home 
is  not  the  institution  it  once  was.  It 
has  been  disrupted,  and  in  many  in- 
stances necessarily  so,  by  the  impact 
of  war.  Wartime  abandon  is  evident 
on  every  hand.  There  must  be  a 
tightening  up  in  the  home  if  we  are 
to  solve  the  present  problem. 

Consider  the  case  of  a  seventeen- 
year-old  youth  which  recently  came 
to  my  attention.  His  life  lacked  the 
strong  support  and  direction  of 
parents.  He  was  allowed  to  spend  his 
time  in  cheap  pool  rooms  and  movie 
houses.  The  distorted  picture  of  life 
he  gained  here  was  supplemented  by 
the  colorful,  unfounded  stories  of 
adventure  in  trashy  magazines.  Home 
to  this  youth  was  merely  a  place  to 
sleep  and  eat.  He  refused  to  obey  his 
parents  and  frequently  cursed  and 
struck  his  mother.  The  firm  hand  of 
discipline  was  sorely  needed  for  this 
boy,  but  it  was  lacking.  The  crisis 
came  when  he  armed  himself  with  a 
rifle  and  stole  an  automobile  by 
force,  spraying  lead  about  the  owner's 
feet  as  he  had  seen' it  on  the  screen 
and  had  read  about  in  his  favorite 
magazines.-  Today  this  youth  is  in  a 
reformatory,  another  victim  of  lack 
of  discipline  in  the  American  home. 

In  addition  to  the  very  real  obliga- 
tions to  the  home  today,  we  must  re- 
member also  the  school  and  church. 
As  I  have  often  said,  the  thing  our 
society  needs  more  than  ever  at  the 
present  time  is  a  return  to  God.  Far 
too  many  of  our  young  people  are 
growing  up  without  the  benefits  of  re- 
ligious training.  The  work  of  the  Sun- 
day School  has  been  outstanding  in 
the  past  in  safeguarding  our  youth 
against  crime.  This  remedy  will  work 
today,  too,  if  only  given  a  chance.  In 
fact  juvenile  crime  would  almost 
disappear  entirely  if  the  youth  of 
America  attended  Sunday  School 
regularly  during  their  formative  years. 

Through  the  Sunday  School  it  is 
possible  to  impress  on  receptive  youth 


the  principles  of  Christianity.  We 
recognize  that  these  are  basic  in  a 
democracy  and  in  a  society  founded 
on  justice  and  liberty.  The  Golden 
Rule  and  its  applications  to  the  com- 
plexities of  our  modern  life  should 
be  taught  to  every  child.  What  better 
place  could- be  found  for  this  training 
than  the  Sunday  School? 

In  addition  to  its  strictly  religious 
aspects  the  social  features  of  the 
Sunday  School  are  of  much  signifi- 
cance in  the  lives  of  its  students.  I 
believe  there  is  a  vast  difference  in- 
sofar as  character  is  concerned  be- 
tween the  average  Sunday  School 
attendant  and  the  boy  who  habitually 
frequents  the  corner  dive.  The  Sunday 
School  offers  young  people  an  ex- 
cellent opportunity  to  make  worthy 
friends  and  to  participate  in  health- 
ful and  wholesome  social  activities. 

The  citizenship  of  the  future  will 
rise  no  higher  than  the  efforts  put 
forth  by  the  adults  of  today.  Let  us 
then  through  the  home,  church  and 
school  do  all  in  our  power  to  safe- 
guard and  train  our  youth. — Christian 
Home  Life. 


RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

ly  interesting.  It  was  not  long  before 
her  calm  was  restored,  and  she  gave 
herself  up  to  real  enjoyment  of  the 
trip.  Before  she  reached  Chicago  she 
had  made  many  new  acquaintances, 
and  the  rest  of  the  journey  was  full 
of  delightful  diversion. 

One  thing  she  found  difficult,  that 
was  prayer  and  Bible  study.  She 
would  have  it  later,  she  argued.  Just 
now  there  were  too  many  interrup- 
tions. Besides,  it  hurt  her  eyes  to  read 
on  the  train.  There  was  brief  prayer 
each  night  and  morning,  especially 
for  Max  and  Little  Abie,  but  her  usual 
seasons  of  deep  communion  were  sus- 
pended. And,  of  course,  in  conse- 
quence there  was  a  diminution — of 
which  at  the  time  she  was  uncon- 
scious— in  her  spiritual  power. 

Along  the  entire  way  she  tele- 
graphed each  morning  to  Max.  Now 
she  was  in  Kansas — now  Colorado — 
now  Arizona — now  only  twenty-four 
hours  more  and  she  would  be  home. 

At  last  the  prairies  and  the  Rockies 
and  the  desert  all  were  left  behind, 
and  Rachel  was  in  the  Golden  State, 
within  three  hours  of  her  destination. 
As  the  train  neared  Pasadena  she  was 
in  a  vortex  of  excitement.  Joy  and 
terror  alternated.  Five  minutes  more 
and  she  would  be  with  her  husband 
and  her  child!  They  would  be  there  to 
meet  her,  surely.  But  oh,  what  lay  be- 
fore them  in  the  future? 

The  train  pulled  slowly  into  the 
station.  The  long  journey  was  ended. 
The  new  life  was  about  to  start.  The 
porter  gathered  up  the  coats  and 
handbags.  Rachel  followed  him,  her 
heart  beating  wildly.  She  peered  half- 
fear  fully,  half -joyfully  through  the 
windows.  With  a  terrible  shock  she 
saw  them — Mrs.  Kalinsky,  Sarah, 
Jacob,  Otto! 
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But  where  was  Max?  Rachel 
scanned  the  platform  anxiously  as 
she  descended  the  steps.  Max!  O 
Max!  Where  was  he? 

But  Max  was  certainly  not  there. 
And  for  the  best  of  reasons.  At  that 
very  moment  Max  Kalinsky  was  a 
thousand  miles  away,  so  Mrs.  Deborah 
assured  her  with  malicious  triumph 
when  Rachel,  after  greeting  her  and 
the  others  with  forced  cordiality,  im- 
mediately asked  for  him  and  Little 
Abie.  Sarah  and  Jacob  and  Otto  with 
one  voice  and  one  accord  echoed  their 
mother's  triumph.  Yes,  Max'  was  a 
thousand  miles  away — in  Seattle, 
Washington.  On  important  business. 
He  left  ten  days  ago.  He  would  be 
gone  a  month.  Little  Abie?  Oh,  she 
needn't  worry  about  Little  Abie.  He 
was  all  right  enough.  He  is  in  a  place 
where  he  wouldn't  bother  anybody. 
When  his  father  left  for  Seattle  his 
grandmother  and  his  uncles  had  put 
him  in  an  orphanage.  That  was  the 
place  for  that  boy.  They  wouldn't 
stand  for  any  of  his  nonsense  there. 
Thus  they  greeted  the  stricken  wife 
and  mother.  Thus  they  told  her  of 
her  loved  ones. 

But  they  did  not  tell  her  that  Max 
Kalinsky  knew  nothing  whatever  of 
any  of  this — that  he  was  innocent  and 
ignorant  of  his  mother's  and  his 
brother  Jacob's  treachery,  for  treach- 
erous they  had  been  indeed  in  thus 
bringing  Rachel — through  forged  let- 
ters and  telegrams — across  the  con- 
tinent to  the  cruel  net  which  they 
had  spread  for  her  unwary  feet  in 
California. 

From  that  moment  forward  the  bit- 
ter orthodox  Jewish  hatred  toward 
one  of  their  own  who  had  dared  to 
confess  faith  in  Jesus  Christ,  developed 
rapidly  in  its  expressions,  until  within 
one  week  it  had  reached  its  fearful 
climax. 

They  all  drove  away  from  the  sta- 
tion in  the  elegant  limousine  which 
Max  had  bought  for  Rachel.  Mrs.  Ka- 
linsky did  the  driving.  And  she  drove 
as  she  did  everything  else — de- 
terminedly, defiantly.  Traffic  regula- 
tions were  flouted  with  scorn  wher- 
ever possible.  When,  by  force  of  neces- 
sity— other  cars  or  an  officer  of  the 
law  blocking  progress — they  were 
obeyed,  it  was  with  an  air  of  sullen- 
ness  and  resentment. 

Terror  now  held  full  sway  in  Ra- 
chel's heart— terror  of  the  reckless 
driving,  but  far  greater  terror  of  ap- 
proaching nameless  danger.  Deadly 
fear  kept  her  dumb.  All  the  others, 
too,  were  silent — grimly  silent  with 
wicked  satisfaction. 

The  car  at  last  bowled  through  a 
stately  spruce-bordered  driveway,  ex- 
tending beyond  which  on  either  side 
were  acres  of  orange  trees,  their 
branches  laden  alike  with  golden 
fruit  and  with  fragrant  orange  blos- 
soms. All  were  encircled  by  the  snow- 
capped mountains. 

After  many  windings  the  driveway 
led  finally  to  a  pretentious,  rose-em- 
bowered bungalow — the  California 
home  of  Mrs.  Deborah  Kalinsky. 
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And  here  in  this  beautiful  abode, 
amid  its  lovely  setting,  the  last  fear- 
ful act  in  the  tragedy  of  Satan's  fury 
against  a  Jew  who  had  become  a 
Christian,  was  wrought  out  to  its  hor- 
rible conclusion. 

Within  five  minutes  of  her  entrance 
to  the  house,  Rachel  found,  herself  in 
a  small  basement  room,  securely  im- 
prisoned behind  barred  windows  and 
a  bolted  door.  Here  she  would  remain, 
she  was  angrily  informed,  on  bread 
and  water  fare  and  all  alone,  until 
she  recanted  her  belief  in  the  despised 
and  hated  Jesus. 

For  seven  days  and  nights  Rachel 
held  her  ground  unflinchingly.  An- 
guished in  heart,  almost  prostrate  in 
body,  faint  for  grief  and  for  want  of 
food,  she  yet  was  strengthened  with 
might  by  His  Spirit  in  the  inner  man 
to  continue  bold  in  her  confession  of 
her  Lord.  Morning  and  evening  her 
tormentors  came  to  her  with  their 
sinister  question:  "Rachel  Mendels- 
sohn, do  you  renounce  your  faith  in 
that  blasphemer,  Jesus  Christ?"  And 
always  with  quiet  strength  and  with 
radiant  countenance,  she  replied: 
"The  Lord  Christ  Jesus  is  my  Savior 
and  my  King.  He  is  the  Messiah  of 
our  people  Israel." 

Day  after  day  they  grieved  her 
gentle  heart  with  cruel  mockings.  So 
Jesus  Christ  was  the  Messiah,  was 
He?  A  fine  Messiah  He  had  been  to 
her.  What  had  He  ever  done  for  Ra- 
chel? Come  now,  be  honest  with  her 
own  heart  about  it.  She  had  been  a 
Christian  for  three  years.  What  had 
she  gotten  out  of  it?  What  one  thing 
had  Jesus  ever  done  for  her?  Was 
she  rich?  Was  she  happy?  Did  she 
have  her  husband  and  her  child?  Did 
she  have  her  home?  Did  her  friends 
have  any  further  use  for  her?  If  Je- 
sus Christ  were  the  Messiah,  and  she 
were  His  disciple,  what  was  He  doing 
for  her  now?  If  He  were  the  Son  of 
God  wouldn't  He  be  strong  enough  to 
deliver  her  from  this?  If  He's  the 
Messiah,  here's  His  opportunity  to 
prove  it.  Let  Him  break  these  bars  for 
Rachel  if  He's  the  Almighty  God! 

With  undaunted  courage  and  with 
undeviating  loyalty  to  Him  whom  her 
soul  adored,  through  those  seven  aw- 
ful days  and  nights  she  remained  the 
victor  against  her  enemies — and  His. 

But  with  the  eighth  day  the  brave 
spirit  broke.  Not  in  her  devotion  and 
her  loyalty  to  Christ; — with  her  last 
breath  she  would  be  true  to  Him — but 
in  her  self-control,  for  her  enemies, 
infuriated  by  her  strength  of  purpose, 
at  last  had  resorted  to  the  inquisition. 
And  their  torture  was  excruciating  to 
the  last  degree,  for  the  rack  they 
chose  to  use  was  Little  Abie. 

He  had  not  been  placed  in  an  or- 
phanage. That  was  a  lie,  pure  and 
simple,  forged  in  the  furnace  of  their 
malice.  He  had  been  right  there  in 
the  bungalow.  And  day  by  day  Rachel 
had  heard  his  sweet  baby  prattle  and 
his  merry  laugh,  without  being  able 
to  see  his  face  or  to  clasp  him  to  her 
heart.  That  had  been  torture  enough. 
But  it  was  not  the   rack.   The   rack 


had  been  fiendishly  planned  and  held 
in  secret  reserve  as  a  last  resort.  And 
now  the  hour  of  Rachel's  anguish 
thereupon  had  come. 

Early  in  the  morning  of  the  eighth 
day  they  came  to  her — Mrs.  Kalinsky, 
Sarah,  Jacob — and  with  them  a  Jew- 
ish rabbi  and  'a  Jewish  physician. 
The  rabbi  put  the  usual  question: 
"Rachel  Mendelssohn,  do  you  yet  re- 
cant?" And  Rachel  gave  the  unfail- 
ing answer:  "I  do  not."  Jacob  left  the 
prison  room  quickly.  Five  minutes 
later  Rachel's  anguished  ear  heard 
fearful  sounds  just  outside  her  closed 
and  bolted  door — sounds  of  Jacob's 
cruelty  to  Little  Abie  and  her 
darling's  piercing  shrieks.  For  a  mo- 
ment only  was  she  able  to  endure  it. 
Then  with  the  ferocity  of  an  animal 
from  whom  a  wolf  has  torn  her 
young,  she  struck  and  clawed  at  Mrs. 
Deborah  Kalinsky. 

It  was  exactly  what  they  had  de- 
signed. Their  case  was  complete.  Wit- 
nesses were  present.  The  evidence 
stood  out  in  angry  red  marks  on  Mrs. 
Kalinsky's  face. 

The  plot  concluded  with  amazing 
speed.  Rachel's  limousine  was  wait- 
ing. Inside  of  three  minutes  she  was 
seated  within  it,  the  rabbi  on  one  side 
of  her,  the  Jewish  physician  on  the 
other.  Jacob  was  in  the  front  seat  be- 
side his  mother.  She,  of  course,  was 
at  the  wheel. 

And  never  did  she  drive  more  ruth- 
lessly. Northward  toward  the  moun- 
tains they  sped,  then  miles  and  miles 
beyond  them.  All  day  they  drove.  The 
shadows  lengthened.  Night  began  to 
fall.  The  air  grew  chill. 

But  Rachel  did  not  feel  the  chill 
of  the  atmosphere,  for  already  she 
was  frozen — frozen  with  terror  and 
grief.  She  closed  her  eyes  as  they 
drove  yet  more  wildly  through  the 
darkness  toward — she  dared  not  ima- 
gine what. 

At  last  the  car  slowed  down — then 
stopped.  It  was  now  quite  dark — and 
starless.  Rachel  opened  her  eyes — 
then  instantly  closed  them  again  to 
shut  out  all  the  horror.  For  in  that 
instant  she  had  seen — and  compre- 
hended. 

Before  them  stood  a  grim  stone 
building,  with  lights  in  occasional 
windows.  Above  the  entrance,  on  an 
illuminated  sign,  the  letters  stood  out 
boldly: 

SANTA   X— HEBREW   HOSPITAL 

The  end  came  swiftly.  Rachel  her- 
self precipitated  it  by  her  convulsive 
outcry  and  her  struggles  as  Jacob  and 
the  rabbi  and  the  doctor  seized  her 
rudely  and  dragged  her  from  the  car. 
The  Jewish  house  physician  and  an 
orderly  advanced  to  meet  them.  The 
patient  was  violent,  assuredly.  No 
possible  doubt  of  her  condition.  The 
testimony  of  the  family  and  of  the 
rabbi  and  the  visiting  physician  was 
undisputed.  Dr.  Aaron,  the  house  phy- 
sician and  the  rabbi's  old-time  friend 
could  discern  the  situation  perfectly. 
Of  course — of  course.  He  had  the  evi- 
dence himself — right  there. 
(To  be  continued) 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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What  We  Get  for  Lend-Lease 

What  we  have  sent  Russia- 

More  than  8,400,000  t^ns  of  sup- 
plies, valued  at  $4,243,804,000,  and  in- 
cluding 7,800  planes,  4,700  tanks  and 
tank  destroyers,  170,000  trucks,  33,000 
jeeps,  and  6,000,000  pairs  of  boots. 

What  Russia  has  done  to  Germany, 
according  to  Stalin: 

In  one  year  the  Nazis  have  lost 
4,000,000  men,  14,000  planes,  25,000 
tanks  and  40,000  guns. — Selected. 

Bombed  Babies 

When  we  read  of  the  bombing  of 
Berlin,  Brunswick,  Munich,  Ham- 
burg, Cologne,  or  any  of  the  hundreds 
of  villages,  towns  and  cities  of  Europe 
(on  either  side  of  the  English  Chan- 
nel) let  us  not  forget  that  down  under 
the  piles  of  rubble,  the  terrible  flames, 
and  the  awful  holocausts  thousands 
of  babies  lie  buried — little  ones  who 
are,  perhaps,  the  most  innocent 
victims  of  this  war. 

What  happens  to  a  child  that  has 
gone  through  a  bombing?  Is  he 
scarred  for  life?  Does  the  terrifying 
experience  through  which  he  has 
passed  leave  an  ineradicable  mark  up- 
on him,  as  a  result  of  which  he  will 
suffer  through  all  the  years  to  come? 
Some  of  us  are  familiar  with  horrify- 
ing experiences  through  which  small 
children  sometimes  pass,  beclouding 
all  their  after  years.  The  number  of 
children  and  young  people  in  the 
world  who  have  undergone  the  horrors 
of  large-scale  bombing  now  amounts 
to  several  millions.  Are  they  to  be  the 
leaders  and  masters  of  the  postwar 
world,  and  if  they  are,  what  kind  of 
masters  will  they  be?  Is  there  among 
them  some  super-Hitler  who,  de- 
mented by  the  hate  that  is  born  of 
these  horrors,  will  lead  the  world  to 
another  debacle  thirty  years  from 
now? — Christian  Advocate. 


Japanese  Atrocities 

A  Christian  and  humane  note  was 
introduced  first  by  Joseph  C.  Grew, 
former  ambassador  to  Japan,  into  the 
discussion  of  Japanese  atrocities  in 
the  Philippines  and  elsewhere.  That 
discussion  was  rapidly  degenerating 
into  a  hysterical  hymn  of  hate.  Mr. 
Grew  is  now  special  assistant  to  Sec- 
etary  Hull.  "We  must  realize,"  he 
said,  "that  the  Japanese  people  will 
not  be  allowed  to  know  the  facts 
through  their  own  authorities  or  con- 
trolled radio  or  press. 

"The  Japanese  people  as  a  whole 
»ould,  if  they  knew  the  facts,  be  ut- 
terly ashamed.  They  showed  this 
tense  of  shame  in  a  spontaneous  and 
i  a  t  i  o  n-wide  demonstration  when 
heir  military  fliers  sank  our  ship,  the 

anay,  in  1937" — a  demonstration 
fhich  was  certainly  not  featured  in 
he  American  press  at  the  time. 


Mr.  Grew  even  refused  to  lump  all 
the  Japanese  military  leaders  into  a 
class  with  sadists  or  brutes.  "Strange 
as  it  may  seem,  even  the  military 
leaders  do  not  like  to  be  regarded  by 
the  rest  of  the  world  as  uncivilized. 

"I  doubt  whether  the  perpetrators 
themselves  will  have  any  feeling 
whatever  of  repentance.  But  others, 
including  perhaps  some  of  the  high- 
est leaders,  will  feel  a  sense  of  shame 
or,  at  the  very  least,  a  desire  to  off- 
set in  the  future  this  record  of  bar- 
barism." Thank  you,  Mr.  Grew.  Would 
that  one  of  our  religious  leaders  had 
been  the  first  to  sound  so  clear  a 
note! — Pres.  Tribune. 

Youth  of  America 

This  country,  says  J.  Edgar  Hoover, 
is  in  deadly  peril  .  .  .  for  a  creeping 
rot  of  moral  disintegration  is  eating 
into  our  nation.  He  states  that  in  the 
last  year  17  per  cent  more  boys  under 
twenty-one  were  arrested  for  as- 
sault than  the  year  before;  26 
per  cent  more  for  disorderly  conduct; 
30  per  cent  more  for  drunkenness; 
10  per  cent  more  for  rape.  And  that 
despite  the  fact  that  many  of  this 
age  group  had  already  gone  to  war  or 
were  productively  employed.  For  girls 
the  figures  are  even  more  startling: 
39  per  cent  more  for  drunkenness;  64 
per  cent  more  for  prostitution;  69  per 
cent  more  for  disorderly  conduct;  124 
per  cent  more  for  vagrancy.  And  these 
were  only  the  ones  who  were  arrested, 
the  advanced  cases. — Alliance  Weekly. 

Absenteeism  in  Church 

By  J.  W.  Bell 

During  the  past  six  months,  we  have 
been  hearing  a  lot  about  absenteeism 
in  industry. 

The  United  States  Bureau  of  Labor 
Statistics  made  a  "nation-wide  survey 
of  absenteeism  in  twenty-five  war 
industries  for' the  month  of  March; 
the  absenteeism  rate  was  discovered 
to  be  5.4  per  cent. 

Translated  into  more  concrete 
terms,  this  5.4  per  cent  absenteeism 
in  industry  means  that  some  three 
billion  man-hours  were  lost  in  the  last 
year  in  the  factories  and  shops  of 
America;  it  means  that  thousands  of 
ships  were  never  launched  and  thou- 
sands of  planes  were  never  made — all 
because  of  absenteeism. 

Now  it  occurs  to  me  that  the 
Church  has  been  facing  this  same 
problem  of  absenteeism  ever  since  its 
inception  in  Jerusalem  on  the  day 
of  Pentecost.  The  writer  of  Hebrews 
obviously  knew  something  of  it  when 
he  wrote,  "Let  us  not  neglect  meeting 
together  as  some  do"  (10:25,  Ameri- 
can Translation).  Here  is  an  inter- 
esting parallel;  here  is  a  common 
problem  pressing  for  solution  both  in 
industry  and  in  religion. 

This      background      of      statistics, 


causes,  and  remedies  of  absenteeism 
in  Industry  gives  us  in  the  Church  a 
fresh  approach  to  our  own  perennial 
problem  of  absenteeism — that  of  the 
empty  pew  and  the  discouraged  pul- 
pit— that  "forsaking  the  assembling 
of  yourselves  together"  of  which  the 
writer  of  Hebrews  spoke. 

If  industry  is  concerned  with  its 
5.4  per  cent  of  absenteeism,  how  much 
more  should  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  be  concerned  with  her  62  per 
cent  of  absenteeism!  Twelve  times  as 
serious  numerically,  it  is  even  more 
serious  in  terms  of  cultural  values, 
for  in  one  case  we  are  talking  about 
the  manufacture  of  engines  of  de- 
struction, while  in  the  other  case  we 
are  talking  about  the  propagation  of 
the  Word  of  God  and  Jesus'  way  of 
Life.  The  Church  may  well  be  con- 
cerned about  her  billions  of  lost  man- 
hours  in  the  pews  of  America! 

Church  Growth 

The  great  church  bodies  which  are 
members  of  the  Federal  Council  of  the 
Churches  of  Christ  in  America  are  not 
growing  as  rapidly  as  are  the  so-called 
"emotional  sects."  Millions  of  people 
are  turning  to  expressions  of  religion 
which  are  of  recent  origin. 

The  Presbyterian  Church  in  the 
U.S.A.  stands  ninth  from  the  bottom 
in  a  list  of  fifty  religious  bodies  with 
over  50,000  members,  each,  as  report- 
ed in  a  recent  issue  of  Information 
Service,  issued  by  the  Federal  Council. 
The  report  covers  the  period  from 
1926  to  1942.  The  Presbyterian 
(U.S.A.)  rate  of  growth  in  that  period 
was  4.9  per  cent.  The  Roman  Catholic 
rate  of  growth  was  23.3  per  cent.  The 
"holiness  sects"  grew  in  that  period 
at  the  rate  of  107.8  per  cent — four 
times  the  rate  for  all  others!  It  is 
safe  to  assume  that  they  are  continu- 
ing that  rate  at  present.  Detroit,  last 
year,  reported  that  it  had  approxi- 
mately two  thousand  "store-front 
churches"  scattered  over  that  city. 
Most  of  them  had  started  since  the 
boom  of  war  production  there. — 
Selected  Editorial. 

Birth   Rate  Increases 

War  responsible  for  big  jump  from 
17.3  per   1,000  population   to   over  20. 

If  you  are  worrying  about  the  fu- 
ture of  the  American  race  you  can 
quit  today,  according  to  the  statisti- 
cians. More  than  2,000,000  babies  over 
the  normal  expectancy  based  on  birth 
records  of  preceding  years,  were  born 
in  this  country  from  1933  to  1943. 

From  1933  to  1939  the  number  of 
births  increased  from  16.6  to  17.3  per 
1,000  population.  Then  the  war  in- 
fluence became  a  factor  and  by  the 
end  of  1942  the  rate  had  jumped  to 
20.9  per  1,000  population.  When  rec- 
ords are  complete  for  1943,  the  rate  is 
expected  to  show  a  gain  to  24  per  1,000. 
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My  Son 

By  Pauline  McAfee 


• 


I  want  to  teach  my  son  to  fear  God  and  to  keep  all  of 
His  commandments.  I  want  him  to  learn  early  in  life  that 
he  cannot  live  by  bread  alone;  that  he  must  count  every 
word  which  has  proceeded  from  the  mouth  of  God  more 
than  his  necessary  food.  I  want  to  teach  him  to  make  his 
Bible  his  daily  companion,  his  most  prized  possession;  to 
let  it  be  his  comforting  treasure  in  all  circumstances.  I 
want  him  not  only  to  read  it  but  to  hide  it  away  in  his 
heart. 

I  want  to  teach  my  son  to  be  loyal  to  his  country  and  to 
thank  God  for  those  who  are  making  possible  his  free- 
dom. If  ever  he  is  called  upon  to  serve  his  country,  I  de- 
sire that  he  do  his  duty  cheerfully,  not  entering  as  one 
to  destroy  life,  but  rather  as  a  preserver  of  life,  taking  ev- 
ery opportunity  to  speak  to  his  fellow  comrades  of  a  hope  beyond  this  life,  whispering  words  of 
comfort;/  of  consolation,  and  words  of  eternal  life  to  the  wounded  and  dying  that  are  near. 

I  want  to  teach  my  son  to  have  clean  hands  and  a  pure  heart;  never  to  do  anything  in  the  dark 
that  he  would  be  ashamed  of  in  the  light.  I  want  to  teach  him  to  throw  his  shoulders  back  and 
lift  his  head  high;  to  be  able  to  look  the  whole  world  in  the  face,  because  he  owes  not  any  man. 

I  want  him  to  honor  the  hoary  head,  not  only  to  respect  the  aged,  but  to  give  them  extra  atten- 
tion and  lavish  his  affection  upon  them,  giving  them  double  honor  for  blazing  the  trail  before 
his  own  wayfaring  feet.  Furthermore,  I  desire  him  to  be  kind  to  small  children,  remembering  that 
the  world  moves  forward  on  the  feet  of  little  children. 

I  want  him  to  remember  that  wisdom  does  not  come  from  hard  study  alone,  but  true  wisdom 
is  from  above  and  we  are  entitled  to  all  we  need,  just  for  the  asking. 

Whenever  the  trials  he  faces  seem  greater  than  he  can  bear,  I  want  him  to  flee  to  the  open 
field  and  there  commune  with  his  God  where  he  can  smell  the  sweet  fragrance  of  new  mown 
hay,  or  else  go  to  the  wooded  hills  where  he  ca  n  hear  the  whisper  of  the  trees,  and  pour  out  his 
heart  to  God  alone,  until  the  stars  peep  down  at  him  from  their  places  so  near  to  God  Himself. 

I  want  to  teach  my  son  to  be  thankful  for  the  commonplace  things  in  life,  to  appreciate  clean, 
crisp  sheets  and  the  comfort  of  hot  water;  to  wear  a  crease  in  his  trousers  and  have  shiny  shoes 
even  after  the  new  has  worn  off. 

I  want  to  teach  him  to  be  cheerful  while  performing  his  duties  in  the  home,  remembering  that 
a  smile  is  worth  more  than  a  million  when  it  is  born  out  of  adversity.  I  want  him  never  to  com- 
plain about  the  weather,  because  he  who  grumbles  about  the  weather,  grumbles  against  the  Al- 
mighty. 

I  want  my  son  to  remember  when  he  is  suffering  under  the  cruel  arm  of  affliction,  during  the 
pressure  of  illness  when  the  fever  rages  high,  that  the  arm  of  flesh  is  altogether  too  short  to  help 
him.  He  must  call  upon  the  One  that  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  for  with  HIS  stripes 
we  are  healed. 

I  want  to  teach  him  not  to  be  afraid  of , sudden  calamity,  because  his  guardian  angel  is  present 
to  guide  him  from  unseen  danger.  I  want^hinr  ti  enjoy  and  revel  in  God's  great  out-of-doors.  I 
want  him  to  appreciate  music.  I  want  it  to  thrill  the  very  innermost  part  of  his  soul  and  when 
he  sings  I  want  it  to  be  from  the  melody  of  his  own  heart  unto  God  and  the  angels,  driving  back 
any  thought  of  discouragement  that  might  linger. 

I  want  my  son  to  keep  his  friends  as  the  apple  of  his  eye,  withdrawing  the  foot  that  would 
too  often  saunter  down  the  path  to  his  neighbors.  I  want  him  to  respect  the  rights  of  others  al- 
ways and  never  make  a  promise  that  he  is  not  positive  he  can  fulfill. 

I  would  teach  him  to  live  peaceably  with  all  men,  remembering  that,  "A  little  explained,  a  little 
endured;  a  little  forgiven,  and  the  quarrel  is  cured."  Moreover  he  should  know  that  if  he  sin,  he 
has  an  advocate  with  the  Father,  even  Christ,  who  alone  lived  a  sinless  life. 

The  secret  of  my  son's  success  will  depend  entirely  on  whether  or  not  he  puts  God  first  in  ev- 
erything. God  should  receive  the  firstfruits  of  his  time,  money  and  talents.  He  should  be  rich  to- 
ward God,  not  only  in  giving  back  the  tenth,  but  liberal  toward  the  poor  and  needy  and  those 
less  fortunate  than  himself. 

Most  important  of  all  I  want  to  teach  my  son  that  Christ  is  coming  back  in  person  to  receive 
him  unto  Himself.  The  day  and  the  hour  have  baen  wisely  withheld,  so  he  should  be  ready,  watch- 
ing and  expecting  this  blessed  advent  any  time,  whether  morning,  noon  or  night.  Let  this  "blessed 
hope"  be  the  guiding  light  that  graces  his  every  action. 
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Psalm  119:1  OS 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

I  am  going  to  talk  to  you  this  month  about  the  only 
experience  that  will  make  you  happy.  Everybody  is  seek- 
ing for  happiness.  People  are  running  everywhere  and  do- 
ing all  kinds  of  worldly  things  to  bring  happiness  to  them, 
but  they  are  finding  that  the  happiness  they  find  does  not 
last.  I  am  going  to  talk  to  you  about 
something  that  will  keep  you  in 
perfect  peace  through  all  kinds  of 
testing  experiences.  What  is  it?  It 
is  "entire  consecration  or  abandon- 
ment to  the  will  of  God." 

I  remember  about  thirty-five 
years  ago  when  I  learned  what  this 
experience  really  meant.  I  had 
heard  about  it  and  become  hungry 
for  a  deeper  experience  than  I  had. 
Although  I  knew  I  had  been  born 
again  and  was  God's  child,  I  knew 
there  was  still  a  deeper  place  in 
God  for  me.  I  began  seeking  for 
this  experience.  It  looks  very  easy 
when  you  just  think  about  it,  but  to 
present  your  body  a  living  sacrifice  is  something  difficult. 
The  human  does  not  like  to  give  up.  The  spirit  is  willing, 
but  the  flesh  is  weak,  and  sometimes  it  takes  much  fast- 
ing and  praying  and  the  shedding  of  many  tears  to  bring 
us  to  the  place  of  yieldedness  to  Him. 

I  remember  very  well  when  I  was  seeking  to  know  Him 
in  this  deeper  way  that  I  had  been  praying  for  several 
weeks  for  God  to  make  my  consecration  complete.  I  was 
getting  desperate.  I  was  then  living  at  Toronto,  Ohio,  and 
there  was  a  Christian  and  Missionary  Alliance  meeting  go- 
ing on  in  Pittsburgh,  Pa.  I  decided  to  attend  this  meeting 
for  a  few  days.  I  went,  I  prayed,  I  sought  the  Lord  for  sev- 
eral days,  and  started  home  dissatisfied.  I  still  prayed  as  I 
traveled  on  the  train  along  the  Ohio  River.  Oh,  how  close 
the  train  came  to  the  river's  edge  and  I  thought  how 
quickly  we  could  all  be  dashed  into  eternity.  Then  that 
wonderful  peace  flowed  like  a  river  through  my  soul  and 
a  feeling  of  self  abandonment  came  that  cannot  be  de- 
scribed. What  did  it  matter  if  train  and  all  should  go  over 
the  embankment,  so  far  as  I  was  concerned.  I  was  His,  all 
His.  Since  that  I've  been  trying  to  keep  myself  in  His 
hands.  Of  course,  I've  made  many  mistakes  and  failed  to 
do  God's  will  at  times,  but  because  I  have  given  myself 
entirely  to  Him  He  has  always  reached  down  His  loving 
hand  to  hold  me. 

Boys  in  Service,  if  you  want  perfect  peace  in  the  midst 
of  war,  remember  you  can  have  it.  Fathers  and  mothers, 
brothers,  sisters  and  wives  of  the  boys  overseas,  there  is 
peace  for  you,  a  peace  that 
passeth  understanding.  Per- 
haps if  we  would  pray  for 
ourselves  more  along  with  our 
prayers  for  the  boys,  it  would 
bring  peace  to  us  and  give  us 
a  stronger  faith  for  our  iovec1 
ones.  This  war  is  not  only 
calling  our  boys  into  Service, 
but  it  is  calling  our  nation  to 
deeper  depths  and  a  more 
complete  surrender  to  Him.  It 
seems  that  our  nation  is  going 
on  in  the  same  old  way — not 
much  change;  much  praying, 
but  little  consecration;  people 
still  running  after  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  world,  but  stop- 
ping long  enough  to  say, 
"Lord,  save  my  boy  and  bring 
him  home  safely."  Our 
•churches  must  wake  up  to  the 
fact  that  they  must  go  deep- 
er and  make  that  consecra- 


IT  IS  WELL  W5TH  MY  SOUL 

P.  P.  BLISS 

When  peace,  like  a  river,  attendeth  my  way, 
When  sorrows  like  sea  billows  roll; 
Whatever  my  lot.  Thou  hast  taught  me  to  say, 
It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul. 

Though  Satan  should  buffet,  tho'  trials  should  come, 
Let  this  blest  assurance  control, 
That  Christ  has  regarded  my  helpless  estate, 
And  hath  shed  His  own  blood  for  my  soul. 

My  sin — oh,  the  bliss  of  this  glorious  tho't, 
My  sin — not  in  part,  but  the  whole, 
Is  nailed  to  the  cross  and  I  bear  it  no  more, 
Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul! 

And,  Lord,  haste  the  day  when  tjie  faith  shall  be 

sight, 
The  clouds  be  rolled  back  as  a  scroll. 
The  trump  shall  resound  and  the  Lord  shall  descend, 
"Even  so"  it  is  well  with  my  soul. 


tion.  If  the  preachers,  who  are  preaching  to  empty  benches 
today,  would  do  this  and  lead  their  people  back  to  God, 
their  churches  would  be  filled  and  our  boys  could  be  saved 
and  brought  back  to  our  beloved  country  to  be  a  blessing. 
Oh,  the  stubbornness  in  the  world  today!  Ministers  are  so 
afraid  of  their  congregations,  afraid  to  seek  the  Lord  for 
a  deeper  experience,  so  afraid  to  call  on  the  Lord  for  a 
surrendered  life  and  an  infilling  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  It's 
just  what  the  churches  need  today,  and  the  majority  of 
the  people  would  welcome  the  deeper  experiences  if  they 
had  leaders  who  would  go  before  and  our  nation  would 
soon  be  saved  and  our  boys  could  come  home. 
In  Ezekiel  34:1-4  we  find  these  words: 

And  the  word  of  the  Lord  came  unto  me,  saying, 
Son  of  man,  prophesy  against  the  shepheids  of 
Israel,  prophesy,  and  say  unto  them,  Thus  saith 
the  Lord  God  unto  the  shepherds;  Woe  be  to  the 
shepherds  of  Israel  that  do  feed  themselves!  should 
not  the  shepherds  feed  the  flocks? 

Ye  eat  the  fat,  and  ye  clothe  you  with  the  wool, 
ye  kill  them  that  are  fed:  but  ye  feed  not  the  flock. 
The  diseased  have  ye  not  strengthened,  neither 
have  ye  healed  that  which  was  sick,  neither  have 
ye  bound  up  that  which  was  broken,  neither  have 
ye  brought  again  that  which  was  driven  away, 
neither  have  ye  sought  that  which  was  lost  .  .  . 

If  you  are  feeling  your  need  of  this  abandonment,  let  us 
give  you  this  story  of  the  farmer  and  his  well. 

Somewhere  we  have  read  of  a  farmer  who  once  dug  a 
well,  and  to  this  well  he  brought  his  horses  and  cattle  to 
drink.  From  it  he  drew,  for  a  long  time,  sufficient  for  all 
the  needs  of  his  herds.  But  a  drought  came  one  summer 
and  the  flow  of  water  diminished  in  the  well  and  ceased 
to  refresh  these  herds.  Consequently,  he  had  to  drive  them 
to  surrounding  springs  and  brooks  to  give  them  the  neces- 
sary water. 

One  day  a  visitor  stopped  at  his  home  and  talked  to  him 
about  his  well.  He  said,  "Why  not  dig  the  well  deeper?" 

"But,"  declared  the  farmer,  "the  next  digging  must  be 
done  through  a  strata  of  rock  and  flint." 

The  visitor  was  persistent  and  said,  "Even  so,  though  it 
is  necessary  to  go  through  flint  and  rock,  blast  the  rock, 
and  just  a  few  more  feet  may  give  you  the  most  refreshing 
stream  of  water  you  can  imagine." 

This  was  done,  and  to  the  farmer's  amazement  and  joy 
the  blast  brought  in  a  gushing  stream  of  water  which 
not  only  filled  the  well  but  overflowed  it.  It  was  a  veritable 
gold  mine  to  his  homestead. 

Is  it  not  true  that  with  many  of  us  there  has  been  a 
spiritual  depression,  a  spiritual  drought,  and  there  is  no 

water  in  our  well?  We  have 
dug  as  far  as  the  rock,  but 
we  have  never  gone  through 
the  rock.  Too  many  Christian 
lives  are,  after  all,  only  super- 
ficial. Let  us  dig  deeper.  Let's 
blast  a  few  rocks  and  see  if 
there  will  not  come  a  stream 
of  divine  grace  that  will  so  fill 
our  hearts  and  lives  with  the 
glory  of  His  grace  that  serv- 
ing Him  and  doing  His  will, 
in  fact,  the  whole  routine 
of  Christian  life  and  duty, 
will  become  a  joy  and  pleas- 
ure. 

After  all  this  wonderful 
experience  of  being  aban- 
doned to  His  will,  we  must 
keep  in  that  place  or  our 
peace  will  be  gone.  Every  day 
we  should  look  up  into  His 
face  and  say,  "Lord,  I  am 
Thine,  use  me  today." 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

God  is  merciful — full  of  compassion 
and  of  tender  mercies.  Had  He  been 
otherwise,  that  one  night  of  horror  in 
the  psychopathic  ward  of  that  Hebrew 
Hospital  in  California  would  have 
sealed  Rachel  Kalinsky's  doom.  Anoth- 
er hour  of  it  even,  and  she  would  have 
been  in  fact  what  the  Kalinskys  and 
their  companions-in-evil  declared  her 
— insane. 

But  even  there  in  that  house  of 
worse  than  death,  His  hand  was  not 
shortened  that  it  could  not  save,  nei- 
ther His  ear  heavy  that  it  could  not 
hear.  He  Himself  had  promised: 

"Before  they  call,  I  will  answer; 
and  while  they  are  yet  speaking,  I 
will  hear."  And  long  before  Rachel, 
during  that  whole  ghastly  night,  im- 
plored His  mercy,  His  ear  had  been 
bending  toward  His  child.  He  knew 
all  the  way  that  she  had  taken  as, 
off-guard,  she  had  departed  from  the 
pathway  of  His  will,  and  already  be- 
fore she  was  half-way  across  the 
continent,  He  had  His  angels  of  de- 
liverance in  waiting. 

Far  more  rapidly  than  the  Overland 
Express  had  carried  its  precious  cargo 
westward,  had  the  wires  flashed  to 
California  the  warning  of  Rachel's 
danger.  Wise  Dr.  Nathan,  after  prayer- 
ful consultation  with  friends  at  the 
Bible  Institute  equally  concerned  for 
Rachel's  safety,  had  immediately  es- 
tablished telegraphic  communication 
with  Violet  Hamilton  who  was  then  in 
San  Francisco. 

And  Miss  Hamilton,  experienced  as 
she  was  in  the  Jewish  work,  and 
skilled  in  her  knowledge  of  the  Jew- 
ish hate  of  Christ — and  the  desperate 
lengths  to  which  this  hate  would  go — 
knew  how  to  act.  Under  Dr.  Nathan's 
instructions,  as  he  kept  in  close  touch 
with  her  by  wire,  she  acted  swiftly 
and  prudently  and  well. 

She  drew  to  her  aid  influential  He- 
brew-Christian friends  throughout  the 
Golden  State — among  them  legal  men 
of  high  repute — and  these,  by  rapid, 
concerted  action  were  able  to  put 
strong  detective  forces  into  operation. 
Before  ever  Rachel  arrived  in  Cali- 
fornia the  Kalinsky  home  was  located 
and  all  the  movements  of  the  family 
shadowed.  During  the  week  of  Rachel's 
persecution,  all  unsuspected,  watch- 
ful eyes  were  upon  the  dwelling,  and 
protecting  arms  were  near  her.  Her 
exit  between  her  captors  was  watch- 
fully observed,  and  the  wildly  driven 
car  was  closely  followed  all  the  way  to 

Santa  X and  to  the  hospital.  And 

within  twelve  hours  of  Rachel's  fear- 
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ful  incarceration,  the  necessary  legal 
and  professional  formalities  were  ac- 
complished, and  she  was  released  and 
borne  away  in  safety. 

At  her  own  entreaty,  no  arrests  were 
made.  Even  to  secure  her  child  she 
would  not  resort  to  legal  measures. 
She  preferred  the  longer  but  the  more 
peaceful  and  God-honoring  method 
of  prayer,  for  her  husband  must  not  be 
irreparably  estranged.  Her  heavenly 
Father,  too,  must  work  His  will  in  His 
own  time  and  way. 

Straight  to  Violet  Hamilton's  beauti- 
ful home  they  took  her — among  the 
pines,  high  on  the  flowered  cliff  above 
the  breakers — at  lovely  Carmel-by- 
the-Sea.  There,  amid  the  charms  of 
this  picturesque  resort,  soothed  by  the 
distant  booming  of  the  ocean, 
strengthened  by  renewed  communion 
with  her  Lord,  Rachel  ere  long  re- 
covered from  that  last  terrible  shock 
in  the  long  history  of  her  sorrows  as 
a  Hebrew  believer  in  the  Christ. 

Under  the  fragrant  pines  she  spent 
many  hours  of  happy  fellowship  with 
her  devoted  Violet.  Humbly  and  con- 
tritely she  listened  as  her  friend 
gently  revealed  to  her  the  points  at 
which  the  closeness  of  her  walk  with 
God  had  been  allowed  to  lapse. 

There  had  been  at  first  perhaps,  all 
unconscious  to  herself,  a  measure  of 
spiritual  pride  in  the  prominence  that 
she  had  been  given  as  a  Hebrew- 
Christian.  Then  when  the  fatal  letter 
had  come  she  had  failed  to  spread  it, 
as  Hezekiah  had  spread  his  letter  of 
old,  before  the  Lord.  She  sought  not 
the  counsel  of  the  Lord,  and  failed  to 
try  the  spirits,  inwardly  prompting  her 
hasty  action,  whether  or  not  they 
were  of  God.  She  did  not  trust  in  the 
Lord  with  all  her  heart,  but  leaned 
unto  her  own  understanding.  And 
then  neglect  of  prayer,  carelessness 
concerning  her  fellowship  with  Christ 
— all  these  made  Rachel  an  easy  prey 
to  Satan's  wiles,  always  directed  with 
malignant  fury  against  any  Jew  who 
dares  to  become  a  follower  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ. 

In  deepest  penitence  Rachel  sought 
and  received  the  Father's  forgiveness, 
and  again  she  knew  the  favor  of  His 
smile.  Out  of  her  grievous  chastening 
a  wiser  and  a  fuller  trust  was  born, 
and  once  again  she  realized  the  deep 
underneath  peace,  in  all  its  blessed- 
ness and  sweetness. 

Rachel's  disappointment  in  the  re- 
sults of  her  trip  was  keen,  and  her 
grief  for  Max  and  Little  Abie  was 
poignant,  but  the  Father's  consola- 
tions were  infinitely  tender.  And  with 
all  His  spiritual  gifts  to  His  trusting 
child  at  this  time  of  renewal  of  her 
fellowship  with  Himself,  none  was 
more  precious  than  the  assurance — 
firmer  than  it  had  ever  been  before — 
which  He  gave  to  her,  that  one  day 
the  dearest  treasures  of  her  heart 
would  be  restored.  It  might  perhaps 
be  years,  but  the  answer  to  her  prayers 
was  sure. 

And  so  in  September,  when  Miss 
Hamilton  had  to  return  to  New  York, 
Rachel,  knowing  that  it  was  the 
Father's  will,  quietly  went  with  heir. 
It  was  hard  to  leave  Max  and  Little 


Abie  so  far  behind — hard  to  put  the 
continent  once  more  between  them, 
but  the  vision  was  assured.  One  day 
her  husband  and  her  child  would  be 
His  own — and  Rachel's  own.  Mean- 
while she  could  safely  leave  them  in 
His  all-wise  and  loving  care. 

She,  too,  'was  safe  within  the 
Father's  keeping.  Again  placing  her 
hand  in  His  in  perfect  trust — with  her 
faithful  Violet  beside  her — she  started 
back  upon  the  eastward  journey. 
Friends  of  Miss  Hamilton  were  visited 
along  the  way;  one  or  two  speaking 
engagements  were  filled,  when  Rachel 
also  gave  her  testimony.  The  last  won- 
derful day  was  spent  together  by  the 
two  close  friends  at  Niagara  Falls — 
their  Best  Friend  vividly  present  with 
them  in  consciously  realized  joy  and 
power.  And  then  finally  by  the  first 
of  October,  Rachel  Kalinsky  was  back 
in  the  greatest  Jewish  center  of  the 
world — the  Ghetto  in  the  City  of  New 

York. 

*     *     *     * 

Eden  Restored 

"Weeping  may  endure  for  a  night, 
but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning."  — 
Psalm  30:5. 

Back  again  in  New  York  City — a 
chastened  Rachel!  Back  in  her  dear 
New  York!  But  no  longer  in  the 
magnificent  building  of  the  Bible  In- 
stitute on  the  refined  and  quiet  street 
uptown.  No  longer  even  in  the  com- 
fortable mission  on  Delancey  Street. 
Rachel's  abode  now  was  one  small 
room  on  the  top  floor  of  a  wretched 
tenement  in  Rivington  Street — the 
same  tenement  in  which,  in  the  base- 
ment, dwelt  her  good  old  friends,  the 
Saramoffs. 

For  that  was  all  that  she  could  now 
afford.  Proud-spirited  and  inde- 
pendent as  she  had  been  always, 
Rachel  was  unwilling  to  accept  further 
bounty  from  any  of  her  friends,  es- 
pecially those  in  the  mission  or  the 
institute  whose  counsel  in  June  con- 
cerning her  California  venture  she 
had  so  willfully  ignored. 

Gladly  would  Dr.  Nathan  have  found 
a  place  for  her  on  his  staff,  but  with 
Miss  Hamilton  returned,  his  ranks  of 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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CHILDREN'S   PAGE 


Dear    Happy    Home    Circle    Children: 

June  is  here  and  that  is  the  time  we  always  had 
"Children's  Day"  when  I  was  a  little  girl.  My! 
how  we  would  enjoy  wearing  our  new  dresses,  which 
were  made  especially  for  the  occasion.  Now  we 
have  added  to  this  Children's  Day,  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School,  when  we  can  study  the  Bible  and 
learn  a  lot  of  nice  songs  and  other  interesting  things 
to  have  for  Children's  Day.  I  wish  they  had  had 
this   when   I   was   small   like   you. 

I  hope  you  are  happy  that  it  is  almost  time  for 
you  to  get  ready  for  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
again.  Now  doesn't  it  make  you  anxious  to  get 
started  as  you  look  at  our  cover  page?  If  your 
pastor  is  not  arranging  for  a  school,  you  just  look 
into  his  face  and  smile  every  time  you  see  him 
and  say,  "Brother  ,  please  have  a  Daily  Vaca- 
tion   Bible    School    for    us    this    year." 

If  your  pastor  tells  you  he  doesn't  have  enough 
teachers,  just  tell  him  that  I  have  a  book,  "How 
To  Conduct  Daily  Vacation  Bible  Schools."  Two 
teachers  can  very  easily  conduct  a  school  by  using 
this  book.  It  was  published  for  this  purpose,  where 
handwork  need  not  be  used.  One  of  the  most  suc- 
cessful schools  I  ever  conducted  was  one  by  this 
book.  A  leader  and  a  pianist  can  conduct  a  school 
of  this  kind.  However,  if  you  have  more  teachers, 
it  is  good  to  use  the  handwork.  Here's  hoping  you 
have  a  wonderful  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  Send 
75c   for   the    book. 

June  is  also  the  month  which  brings  to  us  Fa- 
ther's Day,  but  as  we  have  combined  Father  and 
Mother's  Day  in  May  issue  we  are  giving  this  to 
the   children. 

Geneva  Fender  is  the  first  little  girl  to  join  our 
Home  Circle  Page  without  the  other  members  of 
her  family.  I  am  proud  of  her.  Be  sure,  children, 
if  you  join,  to  mean  what  you  say  by  joining.  It 
means  that  you  are  really  going  to  try  to  make 
a    happy    home. 

Here    is    the    letter   from    Geneva    Fender: 

Dear    Sister    Harrison: 

I  have  had  a  good  time  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  read  the  Children's  Page  and  Father 
and    Mother's    Page    and    a    lot    more    in    it. 

It  will  soon  be  Easter,  the  day  Jesus  rose  from 
the  dead.  I  do  really  love  Easter.  I  want  to  trust  in 
the  Lord  and  go  the  way  He  wants  me  to  go. 
I  read  in  the  Bible  and  think  how  Jesus  suffered 
on  the  cross  for  us.  Pray  that  I  will  always  trust 
in   Him. 

I  am  ten  years  old  and  want  to  get  the  Holy 
Ghost  and   live   for   Him. 

Please  add  my  name  to  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 
— Geneva  Fender,  Rt.   1,  Burnsville,  N.  C. 

DAD  KNEW  WHY 

"What  if  Amy  did  have  to  go  to  the 
store;  did  she  have  to  take  my  bike?" 
stormed  Billy  Rollins,  his  usually  hap- 
py face  distorted  into  wrinkles  that 
made  hills  and  valleys  on  his  forehead 
and  cheeks.  "And  Fred  will  soon  be 
here,"  he  added  in  a  high-pitched 
voice,  gulping  back  the  stubborn  tears. 
He  was  a  boy,  and  boys  don't  cry. 

"But,  Billy  Boy,  Mother  needed  the 
eggs  right  away,  and  Amy  will  be  back 
any  minute  now,"  answered  his  mother 
in  a  tone  that  told  him  not  to  say  any 
more  about  it.  And  she  continued  to 
mix  flour  and  shortening  and  to 
measure  this  and  that  for  some  date- 
and-nut-filled  cookies.  How  Billy  did 
like  filled  cookies!  But  more  than 
anything  else  right  now,  he  was  very, 
very  angry.  He  stamped  out  of  the 
front  door,  banging  it  hotly  behind 
him. 

Ashamed  of  his  conduct,  but  still 
angry,  Billy  sat  down  with  a  thump 
on  the  front  step.  His  face  was  drawn, 
his  usually  rosy  cheeks  were  white,  and 
he  tingled  from  head  to  foot.  Even  his 
stomach  felt  a  bit  queer. 

"You  wait  until  Sis  gets  back!  You 


just  wait — "  he  whispered  hoarsely 
between  tight  lips,  emphasizing  his 
feelings  by  a  vigorous  punch  into  the 
air  with  a  tightly  closed  fist. 

"Hi,  Billy  Boy!  Hope  you  haven't 
wanted  your  bicycle  while  I  was  gone." 
It  was  Amy  returning  from  the  store. 
"Here,  I  bought  you  an  orange  for  a 
little  thank  you."  Amy  stopped  short. 
Billy,  sour  and  glum,  was  walking  to- 
ward her. 

"Why,  Billy!  I'm  sorry."  Her  sisterly 
instinct  told  her  that  he  had  wanted 
his  bicycle  and  that  he  wasn't  patient- 
ly waiting  for  it.  "You  must  have  got 
home  early,  Billy  Boy,"  she  said,  try- 
ing not  to  notice  his  expression  as  she 
gathered  up  her  eggs  and  milk  and 
nuts  from  the  basket  on  the  back  of 
the  bicycle. 

Billy  sullenly  held  the  handle  bars, 
still  pale  but  quite  disarmed  by  his 
sister's  good  nature.  "I  got  home  ear- 
ly," he  retorted  stoutly,  adding  in  a 
milder  tone,  as  he  really  loved  his 
sister  very  much,  "but  it  was  all  right, 
Sis.  Thanks  for  the  orange."  Even 
though  what  he  said  was  kind,  his 
tone  didn't  have  the  usual  warm  ring 
to  it. 

Early  in  the  day  Mother  Rollins  had 
given  Billy  permission  to  ride  down  to 
the  big  park  with  Fred.  Somehow 
Billy  didn't  feel  like  going  now,  but 
when  Fred  came  he  went  pedaling 
along  rather  listlessly. 

"What's  the  matter,  Bill?  Are  you 
tired  already?"  chided  Fred  as  they 
passed  the  tall  oaks  and  turned  the 
corner  into  the  park. 

"No,  I'm  not  tired."  But  he  did  feel 
rather  tired  and  limp.  He  wanted  to 
go  home  now,  but  he  wouldn't  tell 
Fred. 

"You  act  rather  dumpy,  and  I 
thought  maybe  you  were  tired."  And 
Fred  propped  himself  up  by  one  of 
the  tree  trunks  near  the  path.  He  slid 
expertly  from  his  bicycle  and  pulled  a 
paper  sack  out  of  his  pocket.  "I 
brought  some  nuts  for  the  squirrels. 
Here,  I'll  share  with  you." 

"Thanks!"  Billy  took  some  peanuts. 
"Oh,  there's  one  coming  now — two  of 
them — no,  three!"  said  Billy,  trying 
to  act  enthusiastic. 

On  the  way  home,  Billy  tried  to  race 
with  Fred,  and  they  had  a  special  date 
to  meet  under  the  walnut  tree  at  the 
corner  of  the  Rollins'  garage  to  plan 
their  next  bicycle  ride. 

Billy  slowly  walked  up  the  path  to 
the  house.  As  he  passed  the  open 
kitchen  window,  inviting  odors  of 
filled  cookies  reached  out  to  him.  At 
supper  the  others  said  the  baked  po- 
tatoes and  fresh  green  Lima  beans 
were  extra  special.  And  the  cookies — 
"Yum,  yum!"  was  what  Amy  said 
about  them.  But  to  Billy  they  tasted 
like  wood  chips.  He  said  he  wasn't 
hungry.  His  head  sort  of  ached,  too. 
After  supper  he  sat  in  the  big  chair 
and  hugged  Spotty,  his  devoted  pup- 
py, and  listlessly  looked  at  a  book. 


"I  think  I'll  go  to  bed  now,  Mother," 
said  Billy,  sliding  out  of  the  chair. 

"So  early?  Why,  it's  only  seven 
o'clock,"  answered  his  mother.  This 
was  a  surprise,  as  Billy  usually  wanted 
to  stay  up  until  eight  o'clock,  at  least. 

But  Dad  had  folded  his  paper  and 
slipped  Billy's  hand  into  his.  "I'll  go 
with  you,  son,  and  tuck  you  in." 

After  Billy  was  tucked  in,  his  father 
sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  held  his 
hand.  There  was  something  strong 
and  reassuring  in  his  father's  face 
when  he  sat  like  this  and  held  Billy's 
hand. 

"Well,  son,  it  has  been  a  rather  bad 
afternoon  for  you,  hasn't  it?  Dad  has 
days  like  that,  too — when  things  go  all 
wrong.  But  I  want  to  tell  you  why  you 
didn't  have  a  good  time  this  after- 
noon, and  why  your  supper  didn't 
taste  good.  You  see,  son,  our  bodies  are 
so  wonderfully  constructed  that  when 
one  part  is  affected,  little  messages 
go  out  from  the  brain  to  some  other 
part  for  aid.  In  this  instance,  when 
you  became  angry  because  Amy  had 
your  bicycle  when  you  wanted  it,  and 
you  frowned,  slammed  the  door  and 
shook  your  fist,  your  brain  sent  a  rush 
message  to  the  little  glands  on  each 
side  of  your  back,  right  above  your 
waist,"  and  Dad  put  his  hands  on  his 
back  to  show  Billy. 

"This  message  told  them  to  work 
hard,  for  Billy  Boy  was  angry  and 
needed  a  certain  substance  to  give  him 
strength  and  energy.  So  they  worked 
hard  and  poured  into  your  blood 
stream  this  substance  that  would  give 
you  quick  strength.  But  while  you 
were  cross,  your  muscles  burned  up 
all  this  energy.  When  you  got  over 
being  angry,  you  felt  listless  and  tired 
because  it  took  your  body  a  long  time 
to  adjust  itself  again. 

"You  see,  Billy,"  and  Dad  held  his 
hand  a  little  tighter,  "God  gave  us 
these  glands  to  help  us  when  we  need 
to  hurry  or  to  move  or  act  quickly,  and 
He  wants  us  to  be  careful  that  we  do 
not  use  them  in  the  wrong  way,  as  we 
do  if  we  get  angry  or  irritable.  You 
want  to  grow  up  to  be  a  strong  and 
healthy  man;  so  begin  now,  son,  to 
weed  out  all  the  sly  little  foxes  that 
would  make  you  a  weakling." 

Billy  was  very  quiet  and  thoughtful. 
Then,  in  a  small  voice,  "Do  you  sup- 
pose, Dad,  that  the  cookies  will  taste 
good  to  me  in  the  morning?"  he  asked, 
remembering  how  disappointed  he 
had  been  at  supper. 

"I'm  sure  of  it!  Now,  good  night, 
little  man,  and  pleasant  dreams!"  His 
father  had  turned  off  the  light  and 
was  about  to  leave  the  room  when 
Billy  called. 

"Say,  Dad!"  he  said,  and  there  was 
a  little  tightness  in  his  throat,  "if  I 
remember  what  you  told  me  tonight, 
do  you — do  you  suppose  I  will  grow  up 
to  be  as  nice  a  dad  as  you  are?" — Lit- 
tle Pilgrim. 
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The  persons  who  overestimate  their 
own  ability  usually  underestimate  the 
ability  of  others  with  whom  they 
chance  to  labor. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Home,  Sweet  Home 

Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

I  am  quite  sure  some  of  you  are 
wondering  what  has  become  of  the 
question  in  the  March  issue,  "Is  it 
right  for  our  children  to  read  'The 
Funnies'?"  I  have  waited  so  as  to  give 
every  interested  one  a  chance  to  write 
and  express  himself,  and  I  have  had 
a  large  number  of  letters.  I  want  to 
thank  all  for  your  response.  Some  are 
opposed  and  some  think  it  is  all  right, 
but  those  opposed  are  in  the  majority. 
.  We  would  like  very  much  to  publish 
these  letters,  but  because  of  lack  of 
space  it  will  be  impossible,  and  to  de- 
cide which  ones  are  best  would  be  im- 
possible. Several  children  have  writ- 
ten against  them.  We  are  glad  to  see 
children  taking  their  stand  for  what 
they  think  is  right. 

I  am  going  to  write  from  the  opin- 
ions of  others,  for  I  never  read  them, 
and  so  I  do  not  know  enough  about 
them  to  write  intelligently  from  my 
own  viewpoint.  Some  very  good  people 
do  read  them.  They  tell  me  that  there 
are  good  ones  and  bad  ones,  just  like 
there  are  good  and  bad  books,  and 
that  parents  should  help  their  chil- 
dren to  find  the  good.  Some  say  that 
"Little  Orphan  Annie"  is  a  good  little 
girl  and  that  her  influence  has  done 
a  lot  for  children.  Also,  we  all  know 
that  spinach  has  done  much  for  the 
health  of  people  who  like  it  and  will 
eat  it.  Somebody  told  me  recently  that 
"Pop  Eye"  has  caused  children  all 
over  the  country  to  eat  it.  Other  good 
ones  might  be  mentioned  that  have 
been  a  blessing,  but  they  are  so  mixed 
with  other  funnies  that  are  bad,  that 
all  are  classed  together.  Just  like  the 
movies.  The  motion  picture  would  be 
wonderful  if  it  were  altogether  in  the 
hands  of  Christian  people.  We  believe 
that  God  will  yet  accomplish  wonder- 
ful things  through  Christian  movies. 
Just  as  bad  movies  will  lead  children 
wrong,  so  will  good  movies  lead  them 
right. 

I  remember  when  I  was  small,  some 
of  our  musical  instruments  were  con- 
demned by  the  best  Christian  people, 
because  they  were  used  for  dances. 
We  have  learned  now  that  in  the 
hands  of  Christians  they  can  be  a 
blessing. 

Since  the  majority  of  those  who 
have  written  have  opposed  the  fun- 
nies, we  are  wondering  just  what  to 
do  about  it.  There  must  always  be  a 
temedy  prescribed  for  an  ill.  If  I  were 
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to  ask  you  what  to  do  about  it,  you 
might  have  a  number  of  different 
ideas. 

One  woman,  a  splendid  Christian, 
told  me  her  experience.  She  said  she 
always  took  the  funnies  from  her 
children  and  burned  them.  But  her 
young  son  took  sick  and  was  in  bed 
for  some  time.  When  he  recovered  she 
went  to  turn  his  mattress  and  found 
under  it  a  large  number  of  funnies, 
which  his  boy  friends  brought  in  to 
him. 

If  your  child  insists  on  reading 
them,  do  not  run  him  away  from  home 
to  read  them.  He  may  get  into  bad 
company.  Keep  working  patiently  and 
doing  all  you  can  to  direct  him  in 
right  channels.  This  mother  worked 
patiently  with  this  boy  until  he  has 
made  a  fine  young  man  and  has  now 
offered  himself  for  the  ministry. 

Naturally,  if  children  are  told  that 
there  is  something  in  the  closet  up- 
stairs that  they  are  not  supposed  to 
see,  this  will  be  a  very  strong  tempta- 
tion for  them  to  see  it.  So  the  funny 
paper  is  made  more  attractive,  if  you 
oppose  it  too  much.  But  if  you  can 
find  something  good  and  interesting 
to  put  in  his  hands  to  take  its  place, 
you  will  find  it  much  easier  to  direct 
your  child  into  better  reading. 

Most  parents,  among  professed 
Christians,  spend  much  time  in  con- 
demning the  wrong  things,  but  take 
little  time  to  make  attractive  and  in- 
teresting the  right  things. 

We  so  often  expect  children  to  be 
able  to  see  everything  just  like  we 
do,  when  perhaps  they  have  not  been 
born  again  and  are  yet  carnal.  We 
must  have  patience  till  they  can  be 
won  for  Christ.  Some  of  the  parents 
were  perhaps  worldly  and  some  might 
have    been   drunkards    and    outcasts 


JUST  LIKE  YOU 

"There  are  little  eyes  upon  you,  and 

they're  watching  night  and  day; 
There  are  little  ears  that  quickly  take 

in  every  word  you  say; 
There  are  little  hands  all  eager  to  do 

all  you  say  and  do 
And  a  little  boy  who's  dreaming  of  the 

he's  grown  up  just  like  you. 
You're  the  little  fellow's  idol,  you're 

the  wisest  of  the  wise; 
In  his  little  mind  about  you  no  suspi- 
cions ever  rise; 
He  believes  in  you  devoutly,  holds  that 

all  you  say  and  do 
He  will  say  and  do  in  your  way  when 

he's  grown  up  just  like  you. 
There's  a  wide-eyed  little  fellow  who 

believes  you're  always  right, 
And  his  ears  are  always  open,  and  he 

watches  day  and  night. 
You  are  setting  an  example  every  day 

in  all  you  do 
For  the   little  boy  who's   waiting   to 

grow  up  to  be  like  you." 

— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 


before  Christ  saved  them,  and  it  took 
the  blood  of  Christ  to  put  a  desire  in 
their  hearts  to  live  for  the  Lord.  So 
you  need  to  understand  that  your 
young  son  or  daughter  needs  the  blood 
of  Christ  applied  just  like  you  did.  It 
will  take  patience  and  a  lot  of  love  to 
make  them  desire  to  be  a  Christian. 
This  is  why  we  are  advocating  study 
classes  for  parents  to  help  them  un- 
derstand ways  and  means  by  which 
they  will  know  how  to  deal  with  dif- 
ferent problems.  The  mothers  who 
have  passed  this  way  before  will  know 
much  to  help  if  you  will  listen.  They 
have  learned  many  things  not  only 
by  successes  but  by  their  mistakes  as 
well.  People  have  made  a  study  of 
child  training  and  have  learned  many 
things  by  experimenting  that  will  help 
you  if  you  will  study  to  know. 

In  these  days  when  the  devil  is  do- 
ing so  much  to  win  our  children,  we 
must  meet  the  need  and  make  God's 
Word  attractive  to  them.  This  is  why 
we  are  using  so  many  pictures  and 
other  things  which  will  attract  in  our 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School.  We  have 
found  that  we  must  not  sleep  on  the 
job,  for  the  enemy  is  watching  every 
chance  to  attract  their  attention  and 
turn  them  away  from  the  Church. 
Let  us  pray  that  God  will  get  us  out 
of  our  narrowness  into  broad  fields  of 
service  and  help  us  to  distinguish  be- 
tween right  and  wrong,  ways  and 
means  of  getting  the  gospel  to  our 
children. 


In  the  Making 

Julia  Irene  Miller 

Those  who  have  made  a  deep  study 
of  the  matter  tell  us  that  an  earnest 
desire  on  the  part  of  a  child  to  be  like 
someone  whom  that  child  dearly  loves 
or  admires,  is  the  material  out  of 
which  good  character  may  be  made. 

Little  Bobby  greatly  admires  his 
father.  He  loves  the  way  his  daddy 
walks  and  talks.  He  thinks  no  one  is 
quite  as  strong  and  wise  as  his  father, 
and  he  dreams  of  the  time  when  he 
will  be  older  and  will  wear  the  same 
kind  of  shoes  and  ties  and  hats. 

Perhaps  Bobby  hurries  himself  for- 
ward a  bit.  It  gives  him  satisfaction 
to  put  his  own  feet  into  his  father's 
shoes  or  rubbers  and  scuff  about  in 
them.  At  times  it  gives  him  pleasure 
to  put  one  of  his  father's  neckties 
around  his  neck,  or  his  father's  cap 
on  his  head. 

One  little  lad  often  went  to  school 
with  something  of  his  father's  in  plain 
sight.  It  might  be  a  handkerchief 
sticking  out  of  his  pocket,  or  a  badge 
or  organization  button  on  his  blouse. 

His  teacher,  watching  him  closely, 
noticed  that  when  he  was  so  adorned 
he  was  inclined  to  stand  aside  from 
the  other  kindergarten  children,  and 
to  act  very  grown-up  and  a  little 
pompous.  . 


Living  a  Christian  life  is  not  done 
merely  by  trying,  but  by  having 
Christ,  the  life-giver,  enthroned  with- 
in our  hearts. 
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mm  MATURE  OF  AN  AMY  CAMP 


NOTE:  We  are  publishing  this  re- 
port from  one  of  our  training  camps 
which  came  to  us  last  year.  We  are 
glad  that  we  have  some  good  chap- 
lains and  assistants  who  are  interest- 
ed in  the  coming  generation,  as  well 
as  the  present  one.  We  hope  that 
others  will  do  likewise  and  that  this 
will  stir  our  own  people  to  do  their 
duty  along  this  line. — Editor. 

I  am  truly  convinced  that  chaplains 
are  busy  people.  They  are  doing  all 
in  their  power  to  encourage  those 
within  their  reach  to  put  on  the 
"whole  armor  of  God,"  to  girt  loins 
with  truth;  to  aid  in  fastening  on  the 
"breastplate  of  righteousness;  to  shod 
feet  with  the  preparation  of  the  gospel 
of  peace";  to  urge  that  man  take  the 
"shield  of  faith,  the  helmet  of  salva- 
tion, and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit." 

Because  of  such  motives,  the  chap- 
lains at  Fort  Knox,  Kentucky,  in- 
stituted a  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School.  For  a  period  of  six  weeks,  three 
weeks  at  the  Post  Chapel,  and  three 
at  the  Goldville  area,  the  children  of 
officers,  non-coms,  and  civilians, 
ranging  in  ages  from  four  to  fourteen, 
enjoyed  a  real  experience.  Such  a 
school  administered  to  the  spiritual 
needs  of  1,000  families,  located  on  a 
post  which  has  grown  to  ten  times  its 
normal  size  since  our  peace  has 
vanished.  Seven  hundred  and  fifty 
families  reside  in  the  Goldville  area, 
and  three  hundred  and  fifty  others 
are  located  over  the  post  at  large. 

The  Goldville  school  was  in  session 
from  June  14-July  2,  with  an  enroll- 
ment of  ninety-nine,  thirty  of  whom 
were   recognized   for  perfect   atten- 
d&ncG 

Chaplain  Claude  E.  Ireland,  Wendell, 
Minnesota,  Assistant  Post  Chaplain, 
was  in  charge.  He  served  in  World 
War  I,  and  was  ordained  in  July, 
1918,  under  the  open  sky  near  Noyers, 
France.  Before  Bible  School  was  over 
he  left  to  fill  a  new  assignment. 

Corporal  Violet  Clark,  a  WAC,  and 
chaplain's  assistant  from  Farmersville, 
Texas,  directed  the  school  in  a  most 
efficient  and  inspirational  manner. 

Superintendent  of  the  beginners  was 
Mrs.  Bernard  Hall.  Working  with  her 
was  Miss  Jean  Miles,  who  was  also 
one  of  the  secretaries,  the  other  two 
being  Miss  Juanita  Morgan  and  Miss 
Rosalie  Schendlicker. 

The  largest  group  in  the  Goldville 
school  was  the  Primary  Department. 
It  was  interesting  to  note  that  nearly 
every  one  of  them  had  perfect  at- 
tendance. Mrs.  J.  P.  O'Mera  was  the 
superintendent.  Assisting  her  with  the 
teaching  was  Mrs.  R.  L.  Brooks. 

Corporal  Violet  Clark  and  Mrs. 
James  Gamel  worked  the  Junior  Inter- 
mediate group.  The  latter  was  also  the 
school  song  leader. 

Mr.  Roberts  and  Mrs.  Sexton,  the 
latter  replacing  Mrs.  Kimball  who 
left  for  California,  directed  the 
recreation. 
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Mrs.  Warner,  Texas,  needed  to  be 
replaced  as  a  pianist.  This  was  done  by 
an  efficient  and  outstanding  student, 
Bobby  King,  age  twelve  years. 

The  post  chapel  schools,  one  for 
Protestants  and  one  for  Catholics, 
were  in  session  from  July  12  to  July 
29.  The  Protestant  enrollment  num- 
bered one  hundred  and  fifteen  with 
thirty-six  having  perfect  attendance. 

Chaplain  F.  C.  F.  Randolph  is  the 
Post  Chaplain.  He  was  born  in  New 
York  City.  Prior  to  his  military  serv- 
ice, he  ministered  to  churches  in  New 
York,  Ohio,  and  Pennsylvania.  If  you 
can  fathom  the  huge  task  of  being  a 
Post  Chaplain  at  a  camp  with  the 
magnitude  of  Fort  Knox,  then  I  know 
that  you  on  the  home  front  will  be 
proud  to  have  released  from  your  serv- 
ices this  Christian  personality.  In 
addition  to  his  many  tasks,  he  was 
never  too  busy  to  work  with  us,  sug- 
gest to  us,  or  pray  for  us  in  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School. 

The  chaplain  in  charge  was  Chap- 
lain L.  R.  Mellin,  of  Watertown,  New 
York,  now  assistant  Post  Chaplain. 

The  superintendent  who  endeared 
herself  to  the  pupils  was  Mrs.  Charles 
Pitts,  of  Texas.  It  was  gratifying  to 
find  a  chaplain's  wife  equally  eager 
for  service.  Her  husband,  Chaplain 
Pitts,  serves  with  the  Army  Air  Corps, 
Godman  Field,  Fort  Knox. 

Mrs.  Ted  Rice  served  as  secretary. 
Bobby  King,  who  served  for  three 
weeks  at  the  Goldville  school,  also  at- 
tended the  Post  school  and  served  as 
their  youthful  pianist. 

Miss  Christine  Cole,  one  of  the 
school  teachers,  was  superintendent  of 
the  beginners.  They  met  at  the  Fort 
Knox  Nursery  School. 

"God  in  Creation"  was  the  basis  of 
study  for  the  Primary  Department. 
Mrs.  Mary  Jones,  Mrs.  Sue  Leslie  Kim- 
ball, Miss  Beverly  Thompson  and 
Miss  Mary  Thompson  were  the  ef- 
ficient leaders  of  this  group. 

The  Junior-Intermediate  group  used 
for  its  theme,  "Discovering  God." 

Mrs.  Anna  Marie  Mathes,  of  Texas, 
was  the  superintendent  and  one  of  the 
teachers.  Mrs.  Mabel  J.  Boyer  also 
served  as  instructor.  Mrs.  Earnest  B. 
Leathers,  Cygnet,  Ohio,  led  the  entire 
group  of  Juniors  and  Intermediates  in 
a  devotional  hour  each  morning. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  summarize 
accomplishments.  The  students 
worked  from  the  Scriptures  and  work 
books,  memorized  Bible  verses,  sang, 
played  and  did  creative  work.  Both 
schools  edited  a  newspaper,  including 
mjmerous  pictures  of  themselves, 
which  each  student  received  as  a 
souvenir. 

Each  day  a  flag  ceremony  and  pro- 
cessional took  place  with  the 
youngsters  marching  from  school  to 
chapel  for  closing  exercises.  Each  day 
allegiance  was  pledged  to  the 
American  flag,  the  Christian  flag,  and 
the  Bible.  One  of  the  greatest  student 
honors  achieved  was  to  carry  one  of 


these  in  the  procession. 

Visiting  chaplains  assisted  each  day. 
In  addition  to  those  named  were 
Chaplains  Charles  Pitts,  Evan  F.  Beck 
Wm.  J.  H.  McKnight,  John  G.  Gieck' 
Allen  T.  Bennett,  Ira  S.  Fritz  and 
Robert  S.  Skelton. 

At  a  closing  consecration  service, 
Juniors  and  Intermediates  pledged 
themselves  to  noble  services,  one  for 
the  ministry,  one  for  missionary  labor 
many  for  Sunday  School  teachers  and 
better  Christians. 

Graduation  exercises  were  held  with 
qualifying  students  and  the  faculty 
receiving  certificates.  The  Post  Com- 
mander, Colon  el  N.  B.  Briscoe,  ad- 
dressed the  groups  before  presenting 
the  diplomas. 

And  so  they  gathered  from  many 
states,  but  with  one  purpose — Chris- 
tian education.  There  were  workers 
from  many  walks  of  life — chaplains, 
a  chaplain's  wife,  school  teachers] 
Sunday  School  teachers,  housewives] 
officers'  wives,  non-coms'  wives,  a 
WAC,  mothers,  and  colonels'  daugh- 
ters. Whether  they  were  visitors  or  if 
they  resided  on  the  post,  they  bent 
every  effort  to  instill  the  values  and 
beauties  of  Christian  living. 

In  the  words  of  one  of  the  teachers, 
"If  we  have  encouraged  but  one  child 
to  a  true  consecration  of  service;  if 
we  have  caused  but  one  to  have  a 
closer  and  sweeter  walk  with  the 
Savior;  if  we  have  helped  but  one  to 
be  more  lovely  in  the  name  of  Him 
who  is  most  lovely,  ours  has  been  a 
most  happy  and  blessed  privilege." 
— Esther  Cook  Leathers,  Cygnet,  Ohio. 
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DAILY  VACATION  BIBLE  SCHOOL 
MATERIAL 

"Bible  Songs  Visualized  and  How  To 
Teach  Them,"  price  $1.50. 

"My  Workbook:  Beginners,  Primary, 
Junior  and  Intermediate,"  each  15c. 

"Handbook  on  the  Summer  Bible 
School,"  Junior,  Intermediate  and 
Senior  Department,  each  50c. 

"Everyland  Children  (Stories  of 
children  in  the  different  lands) ,  each 
10c. 

"Cutouts  for  Expressional  Activity," 
price  35c. 

"How  To  Conduct  a  Daily  Vacation 
Bible  School,"  price  75c. 

"Life  of  Christ,"  Vol.  1  and  Vol.  2,  j 
(Ten  illustrated  Bible  lessons  selected 
from  the  Four  Gospels) ,  each  $1.00. 

Daily  Vacation  Bible  Cards,  perj 
dozen  10c;  per  hundred  75c. 

"Manual  of  Visual  Teaching,"  in; 
color,  $1.50. 

"Talking  Object  Lessons,"  $1.00. 

"Heart-Reaching  Object  Lessons," 
$1.25. 

"101  Eye-Catching  Objects,"  $1.00. 

"More  Objects  That  Talk  and 
Teach,"  60c. 

"The  Creation  and  Old  Testament 
Stories"  (ten  illustrated  lessons  se- 
lected for  use  in  teaching  with  a  vis- 
ual board),  $1.00. 

"Kindergarten  Outline  Pictures," 
35c. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


His  Shack  Burned 

I  read  of  a  man  who  was  the  only 
survivor  of  a  shipwreck.  He  had  been 
thrown  on  an  uninhabited  island, 
where  he  built  himself  a  little  shack. 
In  this  shack  he  placed  all  that  he 
had  saved  from  the  wreck.  Earnestly 
he  prayed  to  God  for  someone  to  come 
to  his  rescue.  All  day  long  he  would 
scan  the  horizon,  hoping  to ,  see  and 
hail  a  passing  ship.  One  evening  as  he 
was  returning  from  a  hunt  for  food 
he  was  horrified  to  find  his  little 
home  in  flames.  It  seemed  that  the 
worst  had  happened.  His  shack  and 
all  he  had  saved  had  now  gone  up  in 
smoke.  But  that  which  seemed  to 
have  happened  for  the  worst  was  in 
reality  for  the  best.  Early  next  morn- 
ing a  ship  arrived.  "We  saw  your 
smoke  signal,"  said  the  captain. 

Surely  God  works  in  mysterious 
ways  His  wonders  to  perform.  God 
still  answers  prayer.  Oh!  what  bless- 
ings and  comfort  I  have  received  time 
and  again  from  Rom.  8:28  where  God 
says,  "And  we  know  that  all  things 
work  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God."  The  burning  of  this  man's 
shack  was  one  of  the  all  things  and 
it  certainly  worked  together  for  good. 
So  everything  will  work  for  the  eter- 
nal good  of  all  those  who  love  God 
enough  to  intrust  their  lives  into  the 
hands  of  God  for  His  guidance  and 
keeping  power. — J.  O.  T. 

Lions'  Mouths  Closed 

The  late  Dr.  C.  I.  Scofield  testified: 
Within  a  week  after  my  conversion, 
thirty  years  ago,  I  passed  by  the  win- 
dow of  a  picture  store  in  St.  Louis, 
and  I  saw  hanging  in  a  window  an  en- 
graving of  a  painting  of  Daniel  in  the 
den  of  lions.  The  prophet,  with  his 
hands  behind  him,  and  the  lions 
circling  about  him,  is  looking  up  and 
answering  the  king's  question. 

The  one  thing  I  was  in  mortal  fear 
of,  in  those  days,  was  that  I  might  go 
back  to  my  sins.  I  was  a  drunken  law- 
yer in  St.  Louis  when  I  was  converted, 
with  no  power  over  an  appetite  for 
strong  drink,  and  I  was  so  afraid  of 
a  bar-room  or  a  hotel  or  a  club  that 
when  I  saw  I  was  coming  to  one  I 
would  cross  the  street.  I  was  in  tor- 
ment day  and  night. 

No  one  had  told  me  anything  about 
the  keeping  power  of  Jesus  Christ.  I 
stood  before  that  picture  and  a  great 
hope  and  faith  came  into  my  heart.  I 
said:  "Why,  these  lions  are  all  about 
me — my  old  habits  and  sins — but  the 
God  that  shut  the  lions'  mouths  for 
Daniel  can  shut  them  for  me."  I 
learned  that  my  God  was  able.  He  had 
saved  me  and  He  was  able  to  deliver 
me  from  the  lions.  Oh,  what  a  rest  it 
was. 

The  Perfect  Life 

An  educated  young  Mohammedan 
came  to  me  in  Cairo  and  said,  "I  am 
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a  student  in  the  law  school,  sir.  What 
must  a  man  do  when  he  is  conscious 
that  he  can  write  a  better  copy  than 
his  master?"  I  asked  him  what  he 
meant,  and  he  replied,  "I  am  conscious 
that  I  have  a  better  character  than 
Mohammed."  If  this  could  be  said  of 
(a  disciple  of)  Christ,  the  structure  of 
Christianity  would  fall. — Dr.  Samuel 
M.  Zwemer. 

When  Bishop  McCabe  Won 
the  Hackman 

Bishop  C.  C.  McCabe  told  the  fol- 
lowing story: 

"At  one  time  in  a  strange  city,  as 
the  hackman  got  down  from  his  box 
and  opened  the  door  to  let  me  out,  I 
paid  him,  and  grasping  his  hand  said, 
'Goodnight,  I  hope  to  meet  you  again 
in  glory.'  I  then  went  into  the  house, 
met  my  host,  and  retired.  About  mid- 
night my  host  knocked  at  my  door  and 
said,  'Chaplain,  that  hackman  has 
come  back,  and  says  he  has  got  to  see 
you  tonight.'  When  the  broad-shoul- 
dered, rough-looking  man,  with  whip 
in  hand',  was  shown  up,  the  tears  roll- 
ing down  his  cheeks  like  rain,  he  said, 
Tf  I  meet  you  in  glory,  I  have  got  to 
turn  around.  I  have  come  to  ask  you 
to  pray  with  me.' " 

Minding    His   Business 

"Uncle  John  Vassar"  was  a  famous 
soul  winner  of  a  generation  past.  One 
day  he  found  himself  in  a  waiting 
room  of  a  railroad  station  alone  with 
a  young  woman  whose  husband  had 
stepped  out  for  a  while.  When  the 
husband  returned,  he  found  his  wife 
weeping,  and  she  explained  that  the 
old  man,  whom  he  had  left  there  with 
her,  had  talked  with  her  about  things 
she  had  not  thought  of  for  a  long 
time. 

"What  things?"  inquired  the  hus- 
band. 

"Oh,"  she  replied,  "he  talked  to  me 
about  God  and  about  sin  and  about 
salvation  through  the  blood  of  Christ." 

"Well,"  said  the  husband,  "if  I  had 
been  here,  I  would  have  told  him  to 
mind  his  own  business." 

"My  dear,"  said  the  wife,  "if  you  had 
been  here,  you  would  have  known  that 
he  was  minding  his  own  business." 

Continuing  the  Task 

The  following  story  was  told  at  a 
Manchester  brotherhood  meeting.  A 
cheery-hearted  member  was  singing 
his  favorite  hymn,  "I've  found  a 
Friend;  oh,  such  a  Friend!"  quite  for- 
getful that  his  little  son  was  standing 
near.  Just  as  the  singer  came  to  the 
end  of  the  verse,  his  son  said,  "Father, 
do  you  think  the  man  next  door  knows 
about  your  Friend?  When  he  goes  out 
he  always  look  so  sad.  Why  don't  you 
tell  him  about  your  Friend?"  The 
father  took  the  hint  and  was  the 
means  of  making  a  neighbor's  heart 
glad. 


The  Friend  Who  Stayed  Near 

An  underground  cell  in  an  old  Eng- 
lish prison  was  greatly  dreaded  by  the 
prisoners.  At  one  time  a  man  of  re- 
finement was  sentenced  to  spend 
twenty-four  hours  in  this  place  of  hor- 
ror. The  door  was  shut.  The  steps  of 
the  warden  died  away  in  the  distance. 
Then  all  was  still.  The  man  sank 
down,  paralyzed  by  fear.  He  felt  that 
before  long  terror  would  drive  him 
mad.  Then  suddenly  there  came  the 
sound  of  footsteps  overhead,  and  in 
a  quiet  voice  the  chaplain  called  him 
by  name. 

"God  bless  you,"  gasped  the  poor 
fellow.  "Are  you  there?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  chaplain,  "and  I  am 
not  going  to  stir  from  here  till  you 
come  out." 

The  poor  man  could  not  thank  him 
enough.  "Why,  I  don't  mind  it  a  bit 
now  with  you  there  like  that." 

The  terror  was  gone  while  his 
friend  was  so  near,  unseen,  yet  just 
above. 

Souls  Overnight 

He  had  a  white,  cynical  face  and 
droopy  eyes.  He  had  listened  with 
barely  concealed  impatience.  Then  he 
drawled  coolly,  "Thanks  for  telling  me 
all  about  that — again.  It's  not  new,  you 
know.  But  you  were  young  once.  Re- 
member? I'm  that  way  now.  Your 
blood  is  cold;  mine's  hot.  You're 
wanting  me  to  give  up — live  and  talk 
as  you  do — just  behave. 

"Thanks — and  I  won't  forget.  Some 
day  I'll  settle  down  like  you.  And 
some  quiet  night,  when  all  is  still, 
then,  sir,  on  the  anvil  of  my  body  with 
the  hammer  of  my  mind  I'll  forge  a 
soul  for  God." 

That  was  thirty  years  ago.  Today 
that  young  man  is  in  prison. 

You  cannot  beat  the  law  of  the 
harvest:  "Whatsoever  a  man  soweth, 
that  shall  he  also  reap."  Souls  are  not 
forged  overnight. — Exchange. 

The  Eleventh  Commandment 

Archbishop  Ussher  used  to  visit  his 
clergy  unexpectedly  to  see  how  they 
were  employed  and  how  their  flocks 
fared.  On  one  occasion  he  went  in 
disguise  and  begged  alms  at  a  curate's 
house.  The  curate  was  out,  and  his 
prudent  wife,  though  she  gave  the  old 
man  relief,  soundly  lectured  him.  Then 
she  asked  him  how  many  command- 
ments there  were.  The  old  man,  with 
seeming  confusion,  answered, 
"Eleven."  "I  thought  so,"  said  the  lady. 
"Here,  take  this  book  with  thee  and 
learn  thy  catechism,  and  when  next 
thou  art  asked,  say,  'Ten.'  " 

The  prelate  took  his  departure,  and 
had  it  formally  announced  that  he 
would  preach  the  next  day  at  the  par- 
ish church.  His  text  was,  "A  new  com- 
mandment I  give  unto  you,  That  ye 
love  one  another."  "It  would  seem," 
he  began,  "by  this  text  there  are 
eleven  commandments."  The  "old 
man"  was  recognized,  and  the  curate's 
wife  acknowledged,  with  some  shame 
to  herself,  that  there  was  another  and 
a  new  commandment. 
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National  Association  of  Evangelicals 


We  have  just  returned  from  Co- 
lumbus, Ohio,  where  we  attended  the 
convention  of  the  National  Association 
of  Evangelicals. 

To  those  of  our  readers  who  do  not 
know  what  this  organization  stands 
for,  we  would  like  to  give  a  brief  ex- 
planation. 

Ministers  and  laymen  from  all  de- 
nominations are  seeing  the  need  of 
coming  together  to  stand  for  the  old- 
time  gospel  to  offset  the  growing  in- 
terest in  modernism  throughout  our 
nation. 

We  have  just  received  the  article 
sent  out  by  Dale  Dryderman,  Public 
Relations,  National  Association  of 
Evangelicals,  Boston,  Mass.,  which 
gives  an  account  of  this  convention. 
We  think  you  will  appreciate  knowing 
that  God's  faithful  ones  are  rising  up 
in  defense  of  the  gospel.  Remember 
when  you  read  of  the  N.  A.  E.  it  means 
National  Association  of  Evangelicals. 

Send  $1.00  for  the  Evangelical 
Action,  12  Tremont  St.,  Boston,  Mass., 
and  learn  more  about  this  organiza- 
tion. A  large  delegation  from  the 
Church  of  God  was  present  at  this 
convention. — Ed. 

The  second  annual  convention  of 
the  National  Association  of  Evan- 
gelicals closed  with  a  banquet  at  the 
Deshler-Wallick  Hotel  with  Dr.  Wal- 
ter A.  Maier,  of  the  "Lutheran 
Hour"  as  speaker.  Following  a  stirring 
message  in  which  Dr.  Maier  urged  the 
evangelicals  to  be  willing  to  suffer,  if 
needs  be,  in  order  to  forward  the  gos- 
pel, the  entire  body  knelt  in  a  closing 
period  of  prayer.  Kneeling,  together, 
the  group  sang  "Revive  Us  Again"  and 
after  a  period  of  spontaneous  prayer, 
united  in  singing  "Spirit  of  the  Living 
God,  Fall  Fresh  on  Me." 

Dr.  H.  J.  Ockenga  presided  at  the 
banquet  and  installed  the  following 
officers  who  will  serve  throughout  the 
year:  President,  Bishop  Leslie  R. 
Marston,  of  the  Free  Methodist 
Church;  First  Vice-President,  Dr.  R.  L. 
Decker,  pastor  of  Temple  Baptist 
Church  of  Kansas  City,  Missouri; 
Second  Vice-President,  Dr.  J.  Alvin 
Orr,  professor  at  Erskine  College  in 
Due  West,  South  Carolina,  of  the  Re- 
formed Presbyterian  Church;  Secre- 
tary, J.  Willison  Smith,  Jr.,  prominent 
lawyer  of  Philadephia;  Treasurer, 
Herbert  J.  Taylor,  president  of  the 
Club  Aluminum  Company  of  Chicago. 

The  program  each  day  commenced 
with  a  prayer  service  at  7:00  and  an 
inspirational  devotional  service  at 
Memorial  Hall  at  8:45,  opening  the 
sessions  of  the  day  in  the  conven- 
tion hall.  Preliminary  conferences  on 
the  Sunday  School  movement  and  on 
radio  had  brought  about  two  hundred 
national  leaders  together  two  or  three 
days  before  the  convention  opened. 
Interest  ran  high  over  plans  for  ag- 
gressive work  during  the  year. 

The  highest  point  of  interest  during 


the  convention  centered  around  evan- 
gelism. For  two  days  there  were  ses- 
sions on  all  phases  of  this  program. 
Dr.  Dan  Iverson,  of  the  Shenandoah 
Presbyterian  Church  of  Miami,  opened 
the  congress  with  an  address  as 
chairman  of  the  Evangelism  Com- 
mittee. Rev.  Archer  Anderson,  of 
Duluth,  Minnesota,  spoke  on  the  possi- 
bilities of  greatly  increasing  week-day 
religious  education  work  throughout 
the  nation.  Rev.  Don  Householder,  of 
Los  Angeles,  gave  a  "call  to  action" 
that  stirred  everyone  in  the  conven- 
tion. Mr.  Charles  E.  Gremmels,  a 
leading  Christian  business  man  of  the 
nation,  and  president  of  the  Durham 
Navigation  Company  of  New  York, 
gave  a  practical  message  on  personal 
soul  winning  and  tract  distribution. 

In  the  evening  on  Thursday,  Dr. 
Richard  Ellsworth  Day,  of  Sunnyvale, 
California,  author  of  "Bush  Aglow," 
and  other  religious  "best-sellers," 
brought  an  inimitable  message  on 
"Barak  in  Buckskins,"  the  life  and 
service  of  Dr.  Charles  G.  Finney.  This 
was  followed  by  a  strong  appeal  for 
evangelism  by  Dr.  Bob  Jones,  Sr.,  of 
Cleveland,  Tenn.,  known  for  almost 
half  a  century  in  the  evangelistic 
field. 

On  Friday,  Chaplain  Charles  J. 
Anderson,  of  the  Arma  Corporation  of 
New  York,  told  of  the  wonderful  pos- 
sibilities for  the  future  in  industrial 
chaplaincies.  Mr.  Clyde  Dennis,  of 
Chicago,  Illinois,  gave  concrete  sug- 
gestions on  the  preparation  and  dis- 
tribution of  attractive  and  helpful 
tracts  for  all  types  of  work.  Mr.  Al- 
fred Kunz,  of  New  York,  has  been 
most  successful  in  his  work  distribu- 
tion of  Testaments  and  tracts  among 
all  service  men  who  ask  for  literature. 
He  is  permitted  access  to  the  camps 
and  has  assisted  in  the  distribution  of 
millions  of  Testaments.  Five  million 
have  been  distributed  by  the  Gideons 
also. 

Mr.  C.  O.  Baptista,  of  Chicago,  who 
has  unique  sermons  in  moving  pic- 
ture films  for  meetings  for  boys  and 
girls,  as  well  as  on  various  topics  of 
interest  to  adults,  gave  several  practi- 
cal demonstrations  of  this  art  and  its 
possibilities  during  the  convention. 

Mr.  C.  Stacey  Woods,  of  Chicago, 
Illinois,  leader  of  the  Inter-Varsity 
Christian  Fellowship,  at  work  on 
hundreds  of  campuses  of  our  colleges 
and  universities,  spoke  most  helpfully 
on  "Youth  Evangelism."  The  subject 
of  child  evangelism  in  our  cities, 
particularly  among  boys  and  girls  not 
especially  churched,  was  presented  by 
Mr.  D.  E.  Wisner,  of  Kansas  City,  Mis- 
souri. Dr.  R.  A.  Forrest,  president  of 
Toccoa  Falls  Institute  and  pastor  of 
the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Toccoa,  Georgia,  gave  a  most  inspiring 
message. 

Concurrently  with  the  evangelism 
group  meetings  and  discussions,  were 
six  work-study  groups  on  education. 
Three  were  relative  to  Christian 
institutions  and  were  under  the  di- 


rection of  Dr.  Stephen  W.  Paine, 
president  of  Houghton  College.  Other 
speakers  were  Dr.  Robert  C.  McQuil- 
ken,  president  of  Columbia  Bible 
College,  and  Dr.  William  E.  Rut- 
gers, of  Calvin  College.  Accrediting, 
credentials,  methods  of  engaging 
highly  trained  teachers  and  other  im- 
portant matters  relating  to  seminaries 
and  Christian  colleges  were  discussed. 
Three  group  meetings  on  church 
school  activities  were  under  the 
general  direction  of  Dr.  Clarence  S. 
Benson,  of  Chicago.  The  chairman 
led  the  study  group  on  the  training 
of  teachers  for  church  school  work. 
Rev.  Harold  Garner,  of  Chicago,  had 
charge  of  the  discussion  of  week-day 
religious  education,  promotion  and 
curriculum.  Dr.  Clarence  Van  Der 
Veen  led  the  discussion  of  vacation 
school  possibilities,  and  Rev.  C.  V. 
Egermeier,  chairman  of  Sunday  School 
work  in  the  Chicago  area,  led  a  highly 
satisfactory  conference  on  that  field. 

On  Friday  evening,  Mr.  R.  T.  Harbo, 
Inspector  under  the  Federal  Bureau 
of  Investigation,  told  a  large  audience 
at  Memorial  Hall  of  conditions  at  the 
present  time  in  our  country  and  of  the 
reasons  for  the  crime  wave  now  ex- 
ercising religious  and  educational 
leaders  of  the  country.  He  traced  it  to 
a  lack  of  real  home  life,  discipline  in 
the  home,  church  attendance  and 
proper  playground  and  other  recrea- 
tional facilities.  He  urged  church 
leaders  to  assume  responsibility  for 
a  careful  investigation  of  law  enforce- 
ment agencies,  recreational  and  social 
service  facilities,  truancy  in  school 
due  to  shifts  in  population,  but  most 
of  all,  for  developing  a  consciousness 
among  adults  of  the  need  for  respect 
for  law  and  moral  standards. 

Following  Mr.  Harbo's  address,  Dr. 
Harold  John  Ockenga,  of  Boston,  gave 
a  most  graphic  presentation  of  actual 
conditions  in  the  Boston  area,  and  of 
efforts  made  by  Park  Street  Church  to 
win  the  service  men  for  Christ.  There 
followed  reports  from  all  sections  of 
the  country  where  regional  leaders  of 
the  National  Association  are  carrying 
forward  highly  satisfactory  programs 
of  evangelism,  conferences,  and  set- 
ting up  regional  offices.  It  is  highly 
probable  that  within  the  next  year 
there  will  be  regional  offices  through- 
out the  country,  with  full  time 
secretaries  and  an  aggressive  pro- 
gram carried  on  in  all  of  them. 

A  budget  of  $75,000  for  the  national 
work  was  presented  and  $32,000  was 
raised  within  a  few  minutes,  in  the 
form  of  pledges  from  individuals  and 
organizations. 

Several  radio  conferences  were 
climaxed  in  the  interest  shown  in  a 
panel  discussion  of  a  world  survey  of 
radio  looking  forward  to  gospel  broad- 
casting throughout  the  world  after  the 
war.  Sixty  delegates  met  for  a  7:00 
o'clock  breakfast  and  followed  the 
discussion  with  keenest  interest. 

Plans  for  post-war  rehabilitation 
along  the  lines  of  spiritual,  as  well 
as  physical  ministrations,  were  intro- 
duced by  Rev.  J.  Elwin  Wright,  of  Bos- 
ton, in  his  address  as  Field  Sec- 
( Continued  on  page  17) 
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FOR  POETRY  LOVERS 


Last  Words 

Martha  Snell  Nicholson 

Someone  I  love  went  home  today, 
Went  home  to  God.  I  cannot  say 
How  I  can  live  the  years  until 
I  see  her  face  again,  how  fill 
The  empty  days.  I  only  know, 
Yes,  know,  that  some  day  I  shall  go 
To  her,  and  hear  her  voice  again, 
And  touch  her  hand  .  .  .  ah,  Love!  .  .  . 

till  then, 
My  chart  upon  this  lonely  sea, 
Those  last  faint  words  she  spoke  to 

me, 
"Dear,  keep  the  home  together  and 
The  boys  in  school."  Sacred  command! 
My  task  until  the  prize  is  won — 
Her  smile,  her  words,  "Beloved,  well 

done !" 

The  Lord  I  love  went  home  one  day, 
Went  home  to  God.  He  did  not  say 
How  long  He  would  be  gone,  nor  when 
He  would  be  coming  back  again. 
I  only  know  that  He  has  gone 
To  make  a  place  for  me.  Some  dawn 
Or  evening  light  He'll  come  for  me! 
Till  then  there  is  task;  that  He 
Has  set  for  me,  His  last  command — 
To  preach  the  Word!     O  heart    and 

hand, 
Be  consecrated  to  His  cause, 
Spend  strength  and  purse  and  store, 

nor  pause 
Until  at  last  the  prize  is  won — 
His    tender     words,     "Beloved,     well 

done!" 


Cheerfulness 

It  was  only  a  glad  good  morning 

As  she  passed  along  the  way, 
But  spread  the  morning's  glory 

Over  the  livelong  day. 
It  was  only  a  written  word, 

And  little  it  cost  in  giving; 
But  it  scattered  the  night  to  morning 
light, 
And  made  the  day  worth  living. 
For  our  lines  of  song  God  writes  the 
words, 
And  we  set  them  to  music  at  pleas- 
ure; 
And  the  song  grows  glad,  or  sweet,  or 
sad, 
As  we  choose  to  fashion  the  meas- 
ure. 
We  must  write  the  music,  whatever, 
the  song, 
Whatever  its  rime  or  meter; 
And  if  it  is  sad  we  can  make  it  glad; 
If  sweet,  we  can  make  it  sweeter. 
— R.  Hendricks,  Sel.  by  Lulu  Moore. 
"It  is  isn't  how  much  I  know  that 
counts  but  what  I  find  myself  able  to 
do  with  the  little  I  know." — Sel. 

My  Plea 

I  do  not  beg  for  riches,  Lord, 

Nor  do  I  care  for  fame; 
I  want  some  seeds  of  love  to  sow, 

Then  rich  will  be  my  claim. 
I'll  plant  them  deep  in  selfish  souls 


That  blinded  eyes  may  see 
A  neighbor  who  needs  kindly  help. 
Lord,  give  some  seeds  to  me. 

I  do  not  beg  for  riches,  Lord, 

Of  silver  nor  of  gold; 
I  only  want  some  seeds  of  joy — 

All  my  two  hands  will  hold. 
I'll  plant  them  deep  within  the  souls 

Of  lonely  folk  I  know 
And  fill  their  hearts  with  happiness. 

Lord,  give  me  seeds  to  sow ! 

— Charles  Newman  Hodge. 

Forgive  and  Thou  Shalt  Be  Forgiven 

"I'm  sorry,  Mother."   . 

Thus  my  little  son,  with  eyes  tear-wet, 

Acknowledged  a  small  fault. 

And  I?  I  turned  away  and  said, 

"I  shall  see 

Whether  you  do  this  thing  again." 

"I'm  sorry,  Father." 
Thus  I  said  in  prayer, 
Remembering  the  hurt  look  on  that 

small  face. 
Then  to  my  soul  God  spoke : 
"I  shall  see 

Whether  you  do  this  thing  again. 
You  know  the  law; 
If  you  forgive  not  others'  trespasses, 
Neither  can  I  forgive  yours." 

— Ida  Reed-Smith. 

Just  To  Live  for  Jesus 

By  Vera  Baldree 

Tis  so  sweet  to  live  for  Jesus 
Nothing  else  could  satisfy, 
None  on  earth  I'll  place  before  Him 
And  my  mansion  in  the  sky. 
'Tis  so  sweet  to  really  know  that 
When  your  life  on  earth  is  done, 
That  your  soul  will  soar  to  heaven 
To  the  mansion  you  have  won. 
'Tis  so  sweet  to  really  know  Him, 
Know  He  listens  to  your  prayers, 
Know  His  tender,  loving  mercy, 
Feel  assured  He  really  cares. 
'Tis  so  sweet  to  kneel  before  Him 
Knowing  that  He's  listening  in, 
Knowing  that  He'll  hear  and  answer 
And  blot  out  your  every  sin. 
There's  no  love  that's  any  stronger 
Than  His  love  for  you  and  me, 
For  he  died  heartsick,  in  anguish, 
Hanging  on  the  cruel  tree. 

How  can  anyone  refuse  Him 
When  they  close  their  eyes  and  see 
Jesus'  pierced  side  and  bleeding 
On  the  cross  of  Calvary? 
Oh,  how  glad  I  am  to  serve  Him, 
Happy,  yes,  the  cross  to  bear, 
For  I  feel  that  I  am  helping 
Just  a  bit  His  cross  to  share. 
How  I  love  the  blessed  Master, 
How  I  love  His  very  name, 
How  I  love  His  blessed  promise 
And  the  mansion  I  shall  claim. 
By-and-by,  one  happy  morning 
Earth  shall  fade  and  heaven  reign, 
When  with  all  the  hosts  of  glory 
Jesus  Christ  shall  come  again. 


A  Day's  Walk 

I  pray  each  morning  that  I  be  not 

blind 
To  the  Christ  who  moves    that     day 

among  my  kind; 
I  dare  not  turn  a  hungry  man  away 
Lest  I  be  Leaving  Him  unfed  today. 

I  dare  not  slight  some  tattered,  un- 
clothed one 

Lest  I  should  fail  to  warm  and  clothe 
God's  Son; 

I  cannot  pass  one  languishing  in  bed 

Lest  it  be  Jesus  lying  there  instead. 

Each  weary  burden-bearer  in  the  road 
Shall  have  my  help,  for  it  might  be  His 

load, 
And  every  lonely  stranger  that  I  see 
I  must  greet  kindly  for  it  may  be  He. 
I  shall  walk  softly  on  the  road  today, 
I  could  meet  Christ  down  every  trav- 
eled way. — Grace  Noll  Crowell. 

The  Source  of  Joy 

"I  left  my  cross  in  search  of  joy  one 
day, 
At  bright  and  early  dawn. 
The   birds   sang   sweet   and   blossoms 
cheered  the  way — 
Quite  soon  the  goal  I'd  find. 
But  all  too  soon  my  path  grew  parched 
and  hot — 
Blossoms  withered  and  died. 
I  turned  back — here  was  not  the  prize 
I  sought — 
And  with  chagrin  I  sighed! 

"I  looked  in  vain  to  find  this    costly 
gem 
In  books  and  daydreams,  too; 
I  sought  again  in  worldly  diadem, 

And  pastimes  not  a  few. 
I   was   told    that    joy   was    found    in 
friendship 
Strong  and  true  and  tender; 
But  I  found  the     strongest    ties     of 
friendship 
Soon  or  late  must  sever. 

"Disappointed,  I  turned  away  from  all 

With  scarcely  hope  or  fear, 
I  wandered  back     where     footprints 
rarely  fall — 
In  a  tenantless  sphere. 
I  found  there  a  gnarled,     worn    and 
rugged  cross, 
So  stained  with  blood  divine. 
I  thought  of  His  great  sorrow  and  the 
loss — 
And  then  I  looked  at  mine. 

"It  seemed  within  my  inmost  heart 
and  soul 
A  vision  did  arise. 
At  least  I'd  found  the  source  of  joy — 
my  goal; 
And  tears  now  filled  my  eyes. 
The  cross  I  left  I  now  take  up  again — 

Content,  without  alloy. 
In  the  place  Christ  chooses,  tho'  filled 
with  pain, 
He  is  the  source  of  joy." 


June,  1944 


The  person  who  draws  back  from 
suffering  does  not  love  God  enough  to 
do  God's  will,  and  will  never  be  strong 
enough  to  do  it  without  a  treatment 
from  the  great  Physician. 
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Our  Church 


My  Church 

When  I  stumble  she  steadies;  when 
I  fall  she  lifts;  when  I  suffer  she  con- 
soles; when  I  go  down  into  the  valley 
she  lightens  the  way.  She  protects  my 
home  and  family  and  business.  She 
makes  my  community  what  it  is.  She 
leads  the  way  to  all  civic  improve- 
ment. She  has  taught  my  civilization 
all  it  knows  about  honesty,  love,  truth, 
hope  and  charity. 


I  AM  THE  CHURCH 

I  was  conceived  in  eternity,  and 
founded  in  time — not  by  Abraham, 
nor  Moses,  nor  Paul,  but  by  God  Him- 
self, for  His  own  glory  and  the  good 
of  humanity. 

I  am  the  Bride  of  Christ,  the  organ- 
ization destined  to  make  earth  more 
like  heaven;  to  turn  the  hearts  of 
men  toward  Christ,  their  faces  to- 
ward heaven,  and  to  make  the  king- 
doms of  this  earth  become  the  king- 
doms of  heaven. 

I  have  always  been  against  evil  in 
every  form:  greed  and  selfishness, 
child  labor,  slavery,  social  and  com- 
mercial injustice,  and  the  liquor  traf- 
fic. I  have  stood  for  the  Red  Cross, 
the  Salvation  Army,  and  all  other  in- 
stitutions of  mercy,  and  organizations 
for  the  uplift  of  mankind. 

I  am  the  meeting  place  for  God's 
people,  the  creator  of  public  opinion, 
the  stimulator  of  righteousness,  of 
charity,  and  of  peace.  I  am  constantly 
presenting  a  challenge  to  young  peo- 
ple for  life  dedication;  to  industry,  to 
follow  the  Golden  Rule;  to  the  nations 
of  the  earth,  to  follow  after  peace. 

I  sing  and  preach  the  gospel  of  love, 
of  life,  of  peace,  and  of  salvation. 

I  am  the  training  school  for  chil- 
dren, the  character-building  institu- 
tion for  young  people,  the  guide  and 
inspiration  for  men  and  women,  the 
comfort  and  hope  for  old  age.  I  am 
the  conserver  of  the  values  of  the  past, 
the  creator  of  ideals  in  the  present, 
the  torchbearer  of  tomorrow's  prog- 
ress. 

I  furnish  songs  ior  the '  despondent, 
smiles  for  the  tear-stained,  wings  for 
the  earthbound,  eyes  for  the  blind, 
hospitals  for  the  sick,  homes  for  the 
aged,  asylums  for  the  orphaned,  li- 
braries for  the  diffusion  of  knowl- 
edge, schools  for  the  education  of  the 


masses,  and  colleges  for  higher  edu- 
cation. 

I  promise  guidance  in  perplexity, 
strength  for  daily  duty,  courage  in  the 
time  of  timidity,  victory  in  the  hour 
of  temptation,  comfort  for  broken 
hearts,  fellowship  in  the  time  of 
loneliness,  aid  to  Christian  living,  in- 
spiration for  sacrificial  service,  in- 
struction in  righteousness,  and  fel- 
lowship with  God's  people. 

I  am  crippled,  not  by  the  atheist, 
the  infidel,  the  blasphemer;  but  by 
my  own  members  who  are  careless, 
indifferent,  irregular  in  attendance, 
faultfinding,  gossiping,  or  unfriendly. 

I  am  to  the  human  heart  what  the 
sun  is  to  the  rose.  I  bring  out  all  that 
is  best  and  beautiful  in  man,  because 
I  appeal  to  his  noblest  sentiments,  his 
loftiest  ideals.  I  lift  men  above  them- 
selves. I  take  the  sting  out  of  resent- 
ment, the  poison  out  of  malice;  I 
bring  harmony  out  of  discord,  and 
love  out  of  hatred. 

I  invite  faithfulness  in  attendance 
upon  my  services,  loyalty  to  my  lead- 
ership, devotion  to  my  cause,  enthu- 
siasm for  my  welfare. 

I  crave  your  prayers,  your  loyalty, 
your  financial  and  moral  support, 
your  evangelistic  and  missionary  zeal. 


THE  CHURCH  OF  THE  LIGHTED 
LAMPS 

Evelyn  Carter 

A  small  village  nestles  in  an  obscure 
part  of  Germany  where  there  is  a 
mediaeval  castle  and  a  church  of 
rough  hewn  stone  with  a  low  belfry 
reached  by  a  flight  of  wide  worn 
steps  up  the  mountain  side. 

The  peculiar  thing  about  the  church 
is  that  there  is  no  lighting  system,  nor 
has  there  ever  been. 

After  supper  the  traveler  went  up 
to  her  room,  which  overlooked  the 
square.  The  church  bell  was  ringing 
for  service  and  out  from  the  narrow 
streets  came  people,  sometimes  in 
two's  or  three's,  often  singly  and  each 
bearing  a  quaint  little  object,  which 
in  the  dimly  lighted  square  she  could 
not  identify. 

She  resumed  her  hat  and  coat  and 
slipped  down  into  the  street.  Then 
she  made  out  that  the  objects  were 
iron  or  bronze  lamps  of  ancient  Roman 
design,   little   oil   lamps   with   wicks, 


perchance  such  as  the  wise  and  fool- 
ish virgins  had  set  out  with  to  meet 
the  bridegroom. 

She  noted  also  that  although  the 
bell  still  pealed  for  service,  only  steps 
to  the  church  were  lighted,  gradually 
a  faint  glow  outside  the  long  windows. 

She  was  'about  to  follow  the  steady 
stream  of  churchgoers,  when  a  house 
door  slammed  loudly  behind  her  and 
a  woman  stepped  down  hurriedly,  also 
bearing  a  lamp.  She  was  a  little  wom- 
an for  the  sound  of  the  choral  sol- 
emn, and  rich  and  sweet,  floated  down 
into  the  square.  The  traveler  could  not 
retain  her  curiosity,  and  begging  a 
thousand  pardons,  accosted  the  wom- 
an, saying,  "Please,  I  am  a  stranger, 
will  you  tell  me  why  you  carry  a  lamp 
to  church?" 

The  woman  paused  with  a  slight 
air  of  impatience.  "Won't  you  please 
walk  along  with  me?"  she  said,  "for  I 
am  late.  You  see  there's  no  other  way 
of  lighting  our  church.  It  is  a  very  old 
custom  in  this  village. 

"For  when  the  Duke  who  lived  in 
the  castle  in  1550  built  the  church,  he 
endowed  it  and  put  into  writing  his 
wish  that  the  folk  would  bring  his  or 
her  own  lamp.  He  even  furnished  the 
lamps.  The  church  loans  them  to  the 
families  year  by  year  as  they  have 
need.  It's  a  queer  thing,  madame,  but 
we've  never  departed  from  the  old 
custom." 

"I  should  think  it  would  keep  peo- 
ple from  attending  the  evening  serv- 
ice," said  the  visitor. 

"Oh,  no,  it  works  just  the  other 
way,"  said  the  woman.  "You  see  it  is 
called  The  Church  of  the  Lighted 
Lamps.  Everybody  that  goes  makes  it 
a  little  brighter  and  when  a  body  is 
tempted  to  take  her  ease  and  stay 
at  home,  a  body  remembers  that  the 
dear  old  church  needs  everybody's 
lamp,  and  if  your  lamp  isn't  there 
there  is  so  much  less  light.  There  is  a 
lack  that  only  you  can  make  up  for. 
We  light  our  lamps  at  a  torch  in  the 
anteroom  and  set  them  in  sockets  in 
the  book  racks  in  each  pew.  The  pas- 
tor sees  every  empty  socket  and  knows 
whose  face  and  whose  lamp  should  be 
right  there  where  there  is  a  shadow 
and  no  face  at  all.  You  see,  we  each 
have  our  own  place  and  there  can't 
anybody  else  occupy  it  and  there  is 
the  socket  for  one's  own  lamp,  and 
one  is  missed  so  much  if  one  stays 
away,  besides  missing  the  blessing. 
We  need  the  blessing  to  tide  us  over 
from  one  Sunday  to  the  next." 

They  had  reached  the  foot  of  the 
steps.  "Won't  you  come  in?"  said  the 
woman  kindly,  so  the  traveler  went 
along,  and  watched  the  woman  kindle 
her  wick  at  the  torch  and  they  entered 
softly  into  the  church,  for  prayer  was 
being  offered,  and  sat  down  on  a 
bench  by  the  door. 

While  another  choral  was  sung  she 
thanked  her  companion,  who  moved 
forward  and  entered  her  own  pew.  It 
was  in  shadow  until  she  came,  for  all 
the  sockets  but  hers  were  empty.  The 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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HOPE  THOU  IN  GOD 


GEORGENA  MORGAN 
Contributing    Editor,    Gospel    Herald 

"Why  art  thou  cast  down, 
O  my  soul?  and  why  art 
thou  disquieted  within  me? 
hope  thou  in  God:  for  I  shall 
yet  praise  him,  who  is  the 
health  of  my  countenance, 
and  my  God,"  Psa.  42:11. 

George  Muller  has  said, 
"Is  there  ever  any  room  to 
be  cast  down?  There  are  two 
reasons  and  only  two:  If  we 
are  as  yet  unconverted,  we 
have  ground  to  be  cast 
down;  or  if  we  have  been 
converted  and  live  in  sin, 
then  we  are  rightly  cast 
down." 

Is  there  not  a  whole  lot  of 
truth  in  this  statement,  dear 
reader?  We  who  belong  to 
the  Lord  know  that  He  is 
able  to  keep  us  sweet  and 
calm  in  Him,  no  matter  what 
the  circumstances  may  be. 
But  sometimes  we  get  so 
taken  up  with  the  cares  of 
this  life  that  we  forget  to 
come  to  the  throne  of  grace  with 
praise  and  thanksgiving  for  the 
many  blessings  He  does  shower 
upon  us  daily.  Not  only  that,  but 
are  we  not  so  apt  to  grieve  Him  in 
forgetting  to  ask  His  guidance  in 
things  that  are  too  hard  for  us? 
We  struggle  along  trying  to  help 
ourselves,  but  often  we  fail  miser- 
ably; then  the  result  is  that  our 
soul  is  cast  down  within  us.  This 
gives  the  enemy  of  our  souls  a 
chance  to  cast  doubts  and  fears  in 
our  life.  He  may  say  to  us  that 
perhaps  God  hath  forgotten  to  be 
gracious,  and  that  His  mercy  is 
gone  forever,  thus  leaving  us  in 
doubt  whether  God  will  restore  un- 
to us  the  joy  of  His  salvation.  But 
listen  to  what  God  is  saying  to  us 
right  now  from  His  precious  Word: 
"Can  a  woman  forget  her  sucking 
child,  that  she  should  not  have 
compassion  on  the  son  of  her 
womb?  Yea,  they  may  forget,  yet 
will  I  not  forget  thee.  Behold,  I 
have  graven  thee  upon  the  palms 
of  my  hands;  thy  walls  are  contin- 
ually before  me,"  Isa.  49:15, 16. 

Then  why  art  thou  cast  down,  O 
my  soul?  Remember  thy  Lord  loves 
thee;  and  He  knoweth  thy  frame; 
He  remembereth  that  we  are  but 
dust.  The  Psalmist  David  encour- 
aged himself  in  the  Lord  and  prom- 
ised to  serve  Him  joyfully.  Even 
though  the  way  did  look  dark  at 
times,  he  hoped  in  God,  and  should 
we  not  do  the  same,  realizing  that 
His  mercy  endureth  forever?  We 
have  at  times  heard  people  of  the 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2,4133 
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world  say,  when  troubles 
come  their  way,  "Well,  I 
guess  we  will  hope  for  the 
best."  But  not  so  the  Chris- 
tian. We  have  something 
better  than  that — we  have 
set  our  hope  in  God,  for  we 
know  His  way  is  best,  and  we 
know  that  if  we  hope  and 
quietly -wait  on  the  Lord,  He 
will  bring  evervthing  out  all 
right,  for  He  will  work  in  us 
both  to  will  and  to  do  of  His 
good  pleasure.  Therefore, 
"Be  of  good  courage,  and  he 
shall  strengthen  your  heart, 
all  ye  that  hope  in  the 
Lord,"  Psa.  31:24. 


THE  PATHS  OF  LIFE 

By  Eva  Deake  Landis 

I've  walked  on  the  rugged  uplands, 
Where  stony  and  rough  was  the  road; 

But  I  knew  that  the  feet  of  my  Savior 
Had  trod  this  same  rough  road. 

I've  walked  in  the  sandy  desert, 
Where  the  parching  heat  waves  roll, 

'Til  the  spring  of  living  waters 
Refreshed  my  thirsty  soul. 

I've  walked  in  the  lush,  green  meadows, 

In  life's  most  beautiful  hour, 
And  always  the  Savior's  love  I  saw 

In  every  bird  and  flower. 

I've  walked  in  the  deep,  dark  valley, 
Where  the  devil  taunted  and  leered, 

But  I  found  my  Savior's  strength  was  more 
Than  the  things  my  heart  had  feared. 

I've  been  upon  the  mountain 
In  life's  holiest,  grandest  hour, 

And  my  soul  was  awed  by  a  touch  divine, 
'Twas  a  glimpse  of  almighty  power. 

When  I  tread  the  path  of  sorrow, 
I  remember  how  His  heart  burned, 

Alone,  rejected,  deserted,  yet 
With  pity,  His  great  heart  yearned. 

There's  no  time  that  He  is  not  with  me, 
No  path  but  His  feet  have  trod, 

No  place  but  I  sense  Thy  presence, 
Oh,  wonderful  Son  of  God! 

And  when  I  walk  through  the  Valley, 

And  come  to  the  River's  brim, 
He  will  take  my  hand  in  the  darkness 

And  guide  me  safely  home  with  Him. 


June,  1944 


TRY  THE  PRAYER  CURE 

Do  you  feel  tempted  and 
tried  at  the  shortcomings  of 
others?  And  do  you  say 
harsh  things  about  them  in 
a  cutting  manner?  They 
may  be  very  carnal,  and  the 
things  you  say  about  them 
may  be  true,  but  do  you 
benefit  either  them  or  your- 
self by  saying  them?  Try  the 
prayer  cure;  pray  earnestly 
for  them.  You  will  find  your  heart 
growing  tenderer  toward  them,  and 
you  will  be  more  lenient  toward 
them  and  manifest  more  patience 
and  tenderness,  and  in  the  spirit 
of  Jesus  you  will  endeavor  to  help 
them  overcome  their  weakness. 
You  will  influence  them  to  hold 
themselves  to  the  cross  and  die  out 
to  carnality.  In  the  meantime,  you, 
too,  may  see  that  there  is  some- 
thing in  your  own  heart  that  needs 
to  be  eradicated.  Perfect  love  never 
faileth. 

A  tender  and  profound  word 
comes  to  us  from  William  Law,  on 
love  springing  out  of  prayer  for  one 
whom  we  have  never  loved  before. 
"There  is  nothing,"  he  says,  "that 
makes  us  love  a  man  so  much  as 
praying  for  him;  and  when  you  can 
once  do  this  sincerely  for  any  man, 
you  have  fitted  your  soul  for  the 
performance  of  everything  that  is 
kind  and  civil  toward  him.  This  will 
fill  your  heart  with  a  generosity  and 
tenderness  that  will  give  you  a  bet- 
ter and  sweeter  behavior  than  any- 
thing that  is  called  fine  breeding 
and  good  manners.  By  considering 
yourself  as  an  advocate  with  God 
for  your  neighbor  and  acquaint- 
ance, you  will  never  find  it  hard  to 
be  at  peace  then  with  yourself.  It 
would  be  easy  for  you  to  bear  with 
and  forgive  those  for  whom  you 
particularly  implored  divine  mercy 
and  forgiveness." 

In  the  woras  of  the  Coptic  Litur- 
gy: "O  God  of  love,  who  hath  given 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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BIBLE  LESSONS 


A   Basic  Virtue:   Honesty 

Luke  19:8 
By  Paul  R.  Kirts 

When  Robert  Morris  accepted  the 
appointment  of  Superintendent  of  Fi- 
nance in  1781,  he  looked  forward  to 
the  personal  hazards  of  fortune  and 
character  at  stake  and  wrote: 

"In  accepting  the  office  bestowed 
on  me,  I  sacrifice  much  of  my  inter- 
est, my  ease,  my  domestic  enjoyments, 
and  internal  tranquility.  If  I  know  my 
own  heart,  I  make  these  sacrifices 
with  a  disinterested  view  to  the  serv- 
ices of  my  own  country.  I  am  ready 
to  go  still  further;  and  the  United 
States  may  command  everything  I 
have  except  my  integrity,  and  the  loss 
of  that  would  effectually  disable  me 
from  serving  them  more." 

Look  up  the  word  "integrity"  in  an 
unabridged  dictionary  and  note  the 
full  definition,  then  decide  how  basic 
this  virtue  is.  The  original  Latin 
word  "integretas,"  from  which  "in- 
tegrity" is  derived,  means  wholeness, 
the  quality  of  being  complete.  There 
is  nothing  small  about  this  virtue! 

PRACTICED  GRANDLY 
Today  there  is  need  of  honesty  that 
forgets  self  and  looks  to  the  welfare 
of  others.  There  is  an  admirable  side 
to  the  saying,  "Honesty  is  the  best 
policy,"  but  when  this  principle  is 
pushed  for  individual  gain,  with  eyes 
closed  to  what  is  happening  to  society, 
it  may  have  dire  results. 

Seeing  the  danger,  a  great  man  of 
our  day  says:  "We  need  a  new  set  of 
virtues  added  to  the  old,  one  good 
custom  may  corrupt  the  world,  as  a 
wise  poet  warned  us.  .  .  .  In  short,  to 
the  old  individualistic  virtues  of  thrift, 
sobriety,  chastity,  honesty,  we  must 
add  the  social  virtues  of  cooperation, 
service,  good  will,  mutual  under- 
standing, as  well  as  toleration, 
teachableness,  sympathy,  sharing, 
justice,  in  behalf  of  a  gentler,  wiser, 
happier  order  of  life." 

WHEN  WE  ARE  TEMPTED 
David  Livingstone  remembered  his 
father's  telling  him  as  a  boy  that  the 
Livingstone  family  had  never  been 
rich  or  famous,  but  it  had  always  been 
honest;  there  had  never  been  a  liar 
in  it  so  far  as  the  records  were  known. 
If  any  of  the  new  generation  became 
liars  or  dishonest,  they  would  be  be- 
traying the  generations  that  had  gone 
before  them. 
SUGGESTIONS  TO  THE  LEADER 
Some  issues  may  be  brought  to  the 
fore  by  asking  the  group  to  help  in 
different  kinds  of  honesty,  such  as 
telling  the  truth,  keeping  promises, 
and  being  just  in  business  dealings. 
Discuss  the  effect  of  dishonesty  on  a 
person's  reputation.  Bring  the  group 
to  see  the  importance  of  honesty  in 
carrying  on  business.  Note  the  em- 
phasis put  upon  the  social  aspect  in 
the  comments  above,  and  by  ques- 
tions and  suggestions  try  to  bring  this 
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issue  squarely  before  the  members: 
A  man's  virtues  must  help  him  to  be- 
come a  useful  member  of  society. 

The  Good  Shepherd 

Emma  (Adkins)  Homner 

Scripture:  John  10:11;  Psa.  23:1. 

THOUGHTS   FOR   THE    LEADER 

"The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall 
not  want,"  Psa.  23:1.  Previous  to  the 
writing  of  this  psalm,  David  was  a  lad 
who  watched  the  sheep  on  the  Judean 
hills  and  near-by  country  and  he  was 
able  to  explain  the  tender  watch- 
care  of  our  Shepherd. 

HIS  WATCHCARE 

A  shepherd  is  one  who  watches  and 
cares  for  his  sheep.  No  good  shepherd 
would  allow  his  sheep  to  go  lacking  for 
food  and  shelter.  If  a  storm  was  ap- 
proaching, he  would  immediately  find 
shelter  for  them.  This  is  typical  of 
the  shepherd  watchcare.  Jesus  said, 
"I  am  the  good  shepherd;  the  good 
shepherd  giveth  his  life  for  the 
sheep."  No  child  of  God  should  go 
lacking  -under  the  tender  care  of  our 
Good  Shepherd. 

HIS  LEADING 
Psa.  23:2. 

When  David  came  to  green  pastures 
suitable  for  his  sheep,  he  allowed  them 
to  graze  and  satisfy  themselves  with 
the  sweet  tufts  of  grass.  He  also  found 
clean,  fresh  water  for  them  to  drink. 
If  we  are  led  by  the  Good  Shepherd 
we  have  the  very  best  spiritual  food 
and  drink. 

RESTORATION 
Psa.  23:3 

Occasionally  David  found  some  of 
his  sheep  straying  away  over  the  hill, 
enticed  by  tall,  sweet  grass  and  at  last 
entangled  in  thickets,  nervously  seek- 
ing relief  from  the  wall  of  brush.  But 
alas,  the  good  shepherd  appeared  and 
restored  the  straying  one  to  the 
others  where  grazing  was  safe. 
CONFIDENCE 
Psa.  23:4 

Night  begins  to  fall  and  the  shep- 
herd takes  his  sheep  in  from  grazing 
and  leads  them  through  a  deed  gorge, 
a  dark  ravine.  His  staff  is  for  sup- 
port and  his  rod  has  a  hook  on  the 
end  and  is  used  to  pull  his  sheep 
back  when  encountering  danger.  We, 
as  Christians,  have  to  encounter  dan- 
ger, endure  the  fiery  darts  of  the  evil 
one,  but  adaquately  supplied  with 
spiritual  weapons  and  a  shepherd  in 
whom  we  have  confidence,  we  are  safe. 
We  must  all  face  death,  but  if  we  be- 
long to  the  Good  Shepherd,  we  will 
not  be  without  His  light  for  our  path- 
way and  we  will  go  through  the  valley 
victorious. 

CONSECRATION 
Psa.  23:5 

In  the  face  of  the  enemy  is  the  time 
we  need  to  be  consecrated.  Most  any 
one  can  live  good  when  things  are 
going  well,  but  it  takes  a  real  man  or 
woman  to  retain  their  consecration  in 
the  face  of  the  enemy.  In  a  time  of 
trouble,  war,  deception  and  unbelief, 


let  us  be  thoroughly  hidden  behind 
the  cross  and  stay  consecrated  before 
the  Good  Shepherd. 

REWARD 
Psa.  23:6 
David  found  a  considerable  degree 
of  satisfactidn  in  knowing  that  a 
day's  work  was  ending  and  his  sheep 
were  safe  in  the  fold  for  the  night. 
Through  faithfulness,  endurance  and 
happy  anticipation,  God's  children  will 
awake  some  glad  morning  and  find 
that  the  long  night  of  waiting  has  ex- 
pired and  has  been  turned  into  our 
endless  day  where  they  will  be  able 
to  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for- 
ever. 

Essentials  of  Success  in  Personal 
Work 

Mrs.  Howard  Robbins 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

To  have  success  in  personal  soul 
winning,  one  must  know  and  acquire 
things  necessary  in  approaching  those 
whom  he  hopes  to  win.  One  must 
also  have  influence  over  that  in- 
dividual. In  this  lesson  we  shall  dis- 
cuss some  of  the  most  important 
things,  which  I'm  sure  will  prove  very 
helpful  to  those  who  wish  to  begin  a 
life  of  service. 

FIRST,  WE  MUST  KNOW  JESUS 

CHRIST  AS  A  PERSONAL 

SAVIOR 

Christ  said  to  Peter,  "When  thou 
art  converted,  strengthen  thy 
brethren,"  Luke  22:23.  Peter  had  to 
live  right  himself  before  he  could 
help  others.  Paul  could  say,  "This  is  a 
faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of  all  ac- 
ceptation, that  Christ  Jesus  came  into 
the  world  to  save  sinners;  of  whom  I 
am  chief,"  1  Tim.  1:15.  After  his  con- 
version he  brought  many  souls  to 
Christ. 

SECOND,  WE  MUST  LIVE  A 
CLEAN  LIFE 

2  Tim.  2:21,  "If  a  man  therefore 
purge  himself  from  these,  he  shall  be 
a  vessel  unto  honour,  sanctified,  and 
meet  for  the  master's  use."  We  must 
be  clean  within  and  without.  If 
success  in  winning  souls  to  Christ  does 
not  follow  our  efforts,  we  should 
search  our  hearts  and  lives  to  see  our 
condition. 

THIRD,    WE    MUST    BE    FILLED 
WITH  THE  HOLY  GHOST 

That  Comforter  promised  by  Jesus 
to  those  that  believed.  We  must  have 
His  affection,  desires  and  purposes. 
We  must  be  under  the  Spirit's  con- 
trol. Philip,  the  evangelist,  is  a  good 
example.  Acts  8:29,  "Then  the  Spirit 
said  unto  Philip,  Go  near,  and  join 
thyself  to  this  chariot."  We  must  know 
when  He  speaks. 

FOURTH,   WE   MUST  LEAD   A 

PRAYER  LIFE 

Acts  11:5-12 

Wisdom  is  needed  to  know  to  whom 
to  speak  and  to  speak  the  right  words, 
and  God  will  really  save  souls.  It  was 
while  Peter  was  praying  that  he  re- 
ceived the  impulse  to  go  to  Cornelius 
to  show  him  how  to  be  saved  as  in 
Acts  11:5-12,  "I  was  in  the  city  of 
Joppa  praying:  and  in  a  trance  I  saw 
a  vision,  A  certain  vessel  descend,  as  it 
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had  been  a  great  sheet,  let  down  from 
heaven  by  four  corners;  and  it  came 
even  to  me:  Upon  the  which  when  I 
had  fastened  mine  eyes,  I  considered, 
and  saw  fourfooted  beasts  of  the 
earth,  and  wild  beasts,  and  creeping 
things,  and  fowls  of  the  air.  And  I 
heard  a  voice  saying  unto  me,  Arise, 
Peter;  slay  and  eat.  But  I  said,  Not  so, 
Lord:  for  nothing  common  or  un- 
clean hath  at  any  time  entered  into 
my  mouth.  But  the  voice  answered  me 
again  from  heaven,  What  God  hath 
cleansed,  that  call  not  thou  common. 
And  this  was  done  three  times:  and 
all  were  drawn  up  again  into  heaven. 
And,  behold,  immediately  there  were 
three  men  already  come  unto  the 
house  where  I  was,  sent  from  Caesarea 
unto  me.  And  the  Spirit  bade  me  go 
with  them,  nothing  doubting.  More- 
over these  six  brethren  accompanied 
me,  and  we  entered  into  the  man's 
house." 

Peter  was  praying  and  knew  the 
voice  of  God  when  He  spoke.  It  is 
very  essential  that  we  spend  much 
time  in  prayer. 

FIFTH,  WE  MUST  HAVE  LOVE 
FOR  LOST  SOULS 

Christ  Himself  so  longed  for  the 
lost,  He  wept  for  them.  Luke  19:41, 
"And  when  he  was  come  near,  he  be- 
held the  city,  and  wept  over  it." 

We  find  him  saying  again  in  Matt. 
23:37,  "O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem,  thou 
that  killest  the  prophets,  and  stonest 
them  which  are  sent  unto  thee,  how 
often  would  I  have  gathered  thy 
children  together,  even  as  a  hen 
gathereth  her  chickens  under  her 
wings,  and  ye  would  not!" 

Paul  loved  his  brethren  who  were 
rejecting  Christ.  Rom.  9:2,3,  "That 
I  have  great  heaviness  and  continual 
sorrow  in  my  heart.  For  I  could  wish 
that  myself  were  accursed  from  Christ 
for  my  brethren,  my  kinsmen  accord- 
ing to  the  flesh." 
SIXTH,    WE    MUST   BELIEVE    THAT 

ALL  HAVE  SINNED  AND  COME 

SHORT  OF  THE  GLORY  OF  GOD, 
ROM.  3:23 

"The  soul  that  sinneth,  it  shall 
surely  die,"  Eph.  18:4.  "The  wages  of 
sin  is  death,"  Rom.  6:23.  Christ  came 
to  save  the  lost,  "For  the  Son  of  man 
is  come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost,"  Luke  19:10.  "Wherefore  he 
is  able  also  to  save  them  to  the  ut- 
termost that  come  unto  God  by  him, 
seeing  he  ever  liveth  to  make  inter- 
cession for  them,"  Heb.  7:25.  Those 
who  reject  Christ  are  lost.  "He  that 
believeth  and  is  baptized  shall  be 
saved;  but  he  that  believeth  not  shall 
be  damned,"  Mark  16:16. 

Let  us  awaken  to  the  duties  of 
personal  work  and  fast  and  pray  that 
dying  souls  may  be  won  for  Christ. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAYS    FOR    MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
service  for  March  and  April. 

South  Carolina  _ $274.48 

Illinois  250.30 

West  Virginia 136.40 

Missouri  97.90 


£**************************£ 
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Lighted   Pathway  Lessons 

To  those  who  are  receiving 
your  first  Lighted  Pathway,  we 
want  to  explain  to  you  that  for 
our  fourth  lesson  in  the  month 
we  ask  you  to  use  the  contents 
of  the  paper  for  your  program. 
There  are  many  good  articles, 
poems,  Treasured  Gleanings  and 
Glints  that  will  make  good  sub- 
jects for  talks.  We  are  doing  this 
for  lack  of  space  due  to  paper 
rationing. 


-Me************************** 

Texas   _  54.40 

Florida    44.00 

Georgia  40.70 

Maryland    ._ 34.10 

North  Carolina  30.50 

Ohio 26.00 

Delaware     25.60 

Virginia    20.00 

Tennessee 19.60 

Maine 18.55 

Arkansas  16.00 

Alabama   16.00 

Kentucky    12.70 


California 11.19 

Pennsylvania    9.70 

Michigan  9.00 

Mississippi    6.00 


New  York 

Oklahoma  _ 

Indiana  

Louisiana    

Colorado   

Oregon  

Iowa  — 

Washington,  D.  C. 

Montana   

South  Dakota  

Kansas  

Minnesota    

Wyoming  


6.00 
5.00 
4.00 
3.00 
2.00 
2.00 
1.40 
1.20 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
.20 
.15 


$1,181.07 

NOTE:  Thanks  to  our  good  people 
for  this  nice  amount.  Papers  have  been 
mailed  out  for  more  than  this  amount 
will  cover,  but  we  feel  sure  that 
enough  will  come  in  to  take  care  of 
our  May  mailing.  Many  of  the  service 
men  are  writing  their  appreciation  in 
receiving  the  paper  each  month. 

We  cannot  send  rolls  of  papers  to 
boys  overseas,  so  please  do  not  send 
their  names  for  rolls.  We  can  send 
them  the  paper  by  subscription,  but 
not  by  rolls. 

If  anyone  knows  the  full  address  of 
Pfc.  George  C.  Harpster,  A.  P.  O,  c|o 
Postmaster,  San  Francisco,  Calif., 
please  send  it  to  us  as  his  subscription 
will  not  be  out  until  November  and 
we  can  not  get  the  paper  to  him. 

When  sending  lists  of  names  be  sure 
to  send  the  full  addresses  of  boys  over- 
seas.— Editor. 


Arkansas  668 

California  1,803 

Canada    _   251 

Colorado    „     42 

Connecticut   9 

Delaware  605 

Florida 3,170 

Foreign    503 

Georgia   5,812 

Idaho   _    145 

Illinois   __ 6,069 

Indiana   1,378 

Iowa  161 

Kansas    314 

Kentucky    __._  2,240 

Louisiana 569 

Maine 247 

Massachusetts  ....     46 

Maryland 1,710 

Michigan    1,650 

Minnesota  76 

Mississippi    765 

Missouri  ......2,220 

Montana  196 

Nebraska  50 

New  Hampshire  1 

New  Jersey    264 

New  Mexico  215 

New  York 139 

Nevada    4 

North  Carolina  .8,155 
North   Dakota.....   231 

Ohio 4,181 

Oklahoma 340 

Oregon  284 

Pennsylvania  1,185 

Rhode  Island  3 

South  Carolina     1,124 
South  Dakota  ....    186 

Tennessee  ...3,522 

Texas 2,078 

Utah  45 

Virginia  2,101 

Washington   582 

Washington,  D.  C.    20 
West  Virginia   ....2,804 

Wisconsin  72 

Wyoming 77 

70,902 


562 

4,924 

2,030 

9,902 

281 

1,989 

22 

298 

49 

169 

257 

1,999 

3,106 

28,762 

513 

3,602 

5,834 

50,048 

174 

966 

3,921 

28,224 

1,490 

6,105 

170 

1,405 

638 

2,815 

2,447 

19,886 

649 

4,936 

1,000 

2,971 

82 

668 

1,487 

12,362 

1,698 

12,910 

76 

567 

819 

7,426 

3,384 

17,326 

207 

1,698 

36 

337 

40 

57 

290 

2,012 

258 

1,573 

140 

1,157 

88 

106 

13,323 

71,863 

232 

2,029 

3,611 

26,097 

320 

3,362 

606 

2,471 

1,147 

9,512 

1 

22 

10,445 

85,205 

191 

1,681 

13,966 

40,605 

2,020 

22,614 

44 

269 

2,158 

18,107 

1,020 

4,863 

19 

952 

3,778 

19,381 

87 

597 

244 

941 

87,641 

559,994 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  Sold  for 
April      May      Total 

Alabama    2,363        2,471     20,326 

Alaska 12  12  39 

Arizona   _____ 215  198      1,857 


March  Prize  Winner 

Nadine  Dill,  Carmi,  111.,  is  the  happy 
winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5  for  sell- 
ing the  most  papers  and  having  the 
money  in  on  time. 

March   Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Miss  Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio. 
Imogene  Elders,  Canton,  Mo. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Michigan. 
Doris  Gean  Gunter,  Benton,  111. 

April  Prize  Winner 

Doris  Gean  Gunter,  Benton,  111.,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

April  Honor  Roll 

Miss  Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio. 
Mrs.  Mae  Truitt,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Mrs.  William  McDowell,  Olney,  111. 
Leona  Marshall,  Canton,  Mo. 
Rev.  A.  G.  Phillips,  Chicago,  111. 
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A  TRIP  INTO  THE  TROPICAL 

WILDS  OF  SOUTHERN 

MEXICO 

J   W.  ARCHER 
(Continued  from  March  issue) 

Oh,  oh!  There's  the  boat  up  ahead 
which  left  several  hours  before  we 
did.  Our  captain  said  we  would  catch 
up  with  it  because  it  is  towing  two 
barges.  I  have  been  wondering  how 
in  the  world  they  could  pull  a  barge 
through  these  rapids  when  we  can 
barely  make  it  through  without  a 
barge  to  tow.  We  are  coming  to  rap- 
ids now  and  we  shall  see  how  they 
do  it.  Well,  look  at  that!  Now  isn't 
that  simple  enough?  I  guess  all  big 
and  important  jobs  seem  simple  when 
they  are  done  by  men  who  know  how. 
It  always  appears  so  simple  and  easy 
when  we  watch  Brother  Walker  mod- 
erate a  ministers'  council,  but  if  I 
were  up  there  trying  to  do  it  I  would 
have  everything  tangled  up,  like  a 
fish  line,  within  ten  minutes.  See, 
they  are  letting  the  barge  out  on  a 
hundred  or  more  feet  of  heavy  tow 
rope,  and  there  are  two  men  on  it 
with  long  poles  to  guide  it  and  help 
pole  it  along.  Now  you  see  the  motor- 
boat  is  through  the  rapids  and  out  in 
smooth  water.  Watch  those  fellows 
fend  off  those  hidden  rocks,  would 
you!  They  make  it  look  easy,  but  I 
tell  you  that's  hard  work,  and  they 
have  to  know  every  hidden  rock  and 
shallow  in  this  river.  That's  the  kind 
of  pastors  I  like.  They've  been  through 
the  river  before  and  they  know  how 
to  guide  others  safely  through. 

And  now  the  river  is  wide  and  deep 
and  blue.  One  wonders  how  so  much 
water  can  narrow  down  and  rush 
through  so  shallow  and  swift  rapids, 
when  here  it  is  two  blocks  wide  and 
fifteen  feet  deep.  But  isn't  the  blue 
water  beautiful  against  the  green 
mountain  and  forest  background? 
There's  a  village  up  ahead  to  our  left. 
See  the  women  in  white  washing  at 
the  riverside  and  spreading  their 
clothes  out  on  the  bushes  and  sand  to 
dry.  And  look  at  the  little  brown 
bodies  in  swimming.  They  haven't  a 
stitch  of  clothing  on,  but  they  think 
nothing  of  that  in  this  country.  The 
skipper  says  we  will  have  forty  min- 
utes here  to  eat  dinner.  Well,  what  a 
shout!  I  guess  you  are  all  hungry  at 
that.  Well,  you  are  no  hungrier  than 
I  am.  I  could  even  eat  a  T-bone  steak! 

Say,  this  is  quite  a  large  village.  Do 
we  have  a  work  here,  Ruben?  He  says 
he  has  preached  here,  but  is  waiting 
for  a  regular  worker  to  attend  it  be- 
fore he  opens  the  work.  It  is  truly 
hard  to  find  a  place  in  these  forests 
and  mountains  where  Ruben  has  not 
been  and  left  the  marks  of  this  blessed 
gospel. 

Well,  do  you  all  feel  better?  We 
didn't  get  our  T-bone  steak,  but  the 
bifstek  con  papas  (beefsteak  with  po- 
tatoes) was  good  anyway,  don't  you 
think   so?   And   I   noticed  Bill   there 


filling  up  all  of  the  crevices  with 
beans.  That  pretty  little  Mexican 
waitress  seemed  to  give  him  the  best 
of  everything  too,  did  you  notice  that? 
Well,  anyway,  these  oranges  we 
bought  will  taste  good  as  we  chug 
along  on  up  the  river. 

Now  look  up  there  ahead;  the  river 
widens  out  and  divides  around  that 
island,  and  it  looks  to  me  as  if  there 
are  shallows  and  sand  bars  on  both 
sides.  I  wonder  which  side  the  skip- 
per will  choose.  I  guess  he  is  wonder- 
ing too,  for  he  is  slowing  up  and 
studying  both  channels.  He  makes 
this  trip  twice  a  week — barring  acci- 
dents— but  this  is  the  dry  season  and 
the  river  is  low,  and  that  drifting 
sand  changes  conditions  from  one  day 
to  the  next. 

He  has  chosen  the  right  side  and 
we  are  going  right  over  there  against 
the  bank  under  those  trees  where  the 
water  is  deeper.  Everyone  duck  your 
heads  from  those  low  hanging 
branches!  Well,  it  looks  as  if  we  made 
it.  But  no,  look  just  ahead  of  us 
where '  the  drifting  sand  is  pouring 
into  this  hole;  it  doesn't  look  over  a 
foot  deep.  We  will  have  to  try  to  cross 
it,  for  just  beyond  is  the  deep  river 
again.  Oh,  oh!  we're  stuck,  and  all  the 
poling  won't  budge  us!  The  skipper  has 
asked  everyone  to  jump  to  shore  from 
the  rear  there  where  we  touch  the 
bank.  Come,  on  boys,  let's  jump  into 
the  river  and  help  shove  it  across  the 
bar.  That's  the  system!  And  look,  all 
of  the  laboring  men  have  jumped  in 
too,  but  those  landowners  have  gotten 
ashore  with  the  women.  They  are  too 
dignified  to  get  wet  alongside  of  the 
peons.  But  this  won't  hurt  us  any.  We 
will  have  the  respect  of  everyone  on 
the  river,  and  it  will  open  the  door 
for  us  to  preach  to  them.  Everybody 
heave!  Now,  there  she  goes!  We're 
over  into  deep  water!  Come  on,  fel- 
lows, let's  stretch  out  on  the  sun  roof 
and  dry.  We  will  be  dried  out  in  a  half 
hour,  and  it's  only  about  an  hour  from 
here  to  our  destination. 

Here  is  the  fork  of  the  river.  We 
have  quite  a.  number  of  works  way  up 
this  right  fork  among  the  Indians.  It 
is  under  the  supervision  of  Brother 
Vivas,  pastor  at  Tuxtapec,  but  since 
he  is  not  with  us,  and  Ruben  is,  we 
will  visit  the  works  up  this  left  branch 
of  the  river  which  are  started  and 
supervised  by  Ruben. 

Well,  there  it  is,  folks.  We  end  our 
boat  ride  up  there  where  that  ox  cart 
is  waiting,  and  a  good  thing,  too,  for 
we  certainly  could  never  get  through 
that  next  rapids  right  up  there  ahead. 
We  are  just  five  minutes  ahead  of  the 
time  set  by  the  skipper.  That's  far 
better  schedule  than  the  trains  are 
making.  Isn't  this  a  beautiful  valley? 
It  is  about  three  or  four  miles  wide 
and  three  rivers  course  down  through 
it,  one  on  each  side  and  one  in  the 
middle.  Their  chief  product,  next  to 
the  ever-present  corn,  is  tobacco.  We 
will  walk  about  two  miles  to  that  dis- 


tant ranch  house,  where  lives  a  broth- 
er, and  where  we  will  hold  services 
for  the  natives  of  this  section  tonight. 
Then  tomorrow  we  will  ride  horses 
about  five  miles  up  to  Rica  Oja  (rich 
leaf,  referring  to  the  richness  of  the 
tobacco) ;  there  is  a  village  and  a  nice 
work.  Later  we  will  ride  on  into  the 
much  larger  village  of  Valle  National 
(National  Valley) ,  where  we  have  just 
finished  a  church  building.  These  are 
Chinanteca  Indians,  a  loving  and  lov- 
able people,  who  are  receiving  the 
gospel  in  great  numbers. 

It  surely  gives  one  a  feeling  of  satis- 
faction of  a  job  well  done  when,  after 
traveling  so  far,  and  through  such 
difficulties,  he  finds  churches  raised 
up  through  the  money  so  faithfully 
raised  in  the  States  and  entrusted  to 
us  here  thousands  of  miles  away.  One 
never  ceases  to  feel  the  warming, 
power-giving  influence  of  the  prayer 
warriors  at  home,  and  one  feels  the 
increasing  urge  to  press  ever  on  to  the 
hundreds  of  untouched  villages  be- 
yond. 


A  Tract  Story 

E.  G.  Clarke 

A  few  years  ago  a  young  man  came 
out  of  a  gambling  house  in  Chicago 
late  at  night  after  losing  every  cent 
he  had,  and  he  knew  not  what  to  do 
or  where  to  go.  While  standing  in  the 
street  in  a  state  of  despair,  a  Chris- 
tian worker  passing  by  handed  him  a 
tract.  As  the  young  man  read  it  under 
a  street  lamp  he  was  convicted  of  his 
sinful,  lost  condition  and  his  great 
need  of  salvation.  By  the  tract  he 
also  learned  the  way  of  salvation  and 
standing  there  under  the  street  lamp, 
he  bowed  his  head  and  called  on  the 
Lord  to  save  him.  God  heard  his  cry 
and  he  was  gloriously  saved  that 
night. 

Today  he  is  in  full-time  Christian 
work,  being  the  superintendent  of  a 
mission  hall,  and  many  have  accepted 
the  Savior  through  his  ministry. 

Who  handed  him  that  tract?  God 
alone  knows,  but  the  one  who  did,  how 
he  will  rejoice  at  the  judgment  seat  of 
Christ  when  the  Lord  comes  to  reward 
His  faithful  servants. 

Oh,  tract  distributors,  remember  for 
your  own  comfort,  you  are  responsible 
only  to  sow  the  seed. 

"There,  my  brethren,  be  ye  stedfast, 
unmoveable,  always  abounding  in  the 
work  of  the  Lord,  forasmuch  as  ye 
know  that  your  labour  is  not  in  vain 
in  the  Lord,"  1  Cor.  15:58. 


The  Tragedy  of  Prejudice 

Concrete  facts  did  not  avail  against 
preconceived  notions  and  prejudices. 
When  Galileo  was  summoned  before 
the  Inquisition  to  be  tried  for  the 
"heresy"  of  affirming  the  revolution 
of  the  earth,  he  said  to  the  judges,  "I 
can  convince  you.  Here  is  my  tele- 
scope, look  through  it,  and  you. shall 
see  the  moons  of  Jupiter."  They  re- 
fused to  look.  They  were  certain  that 
the  earth  did  not  revolve  around  the 
sun,  and  no  evidence  could  convince 
them  otherwise! 
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TWO  FAMOUS  SONG  WRITERS 

By  FLORENCE  R.  PICKETT 

The  Southern  folk  songs  and  the 
Negro  melodies  are  probably  the  best 
known  of  any  type  of  music  in  all 
parts  of  our  country.  American  song 
writers  have  the  distinction  of  creat- 
ing a  new  form  of  popular  song — the 
Negro  melodies.  These  have  become 
famous  the  world  over.  The  melodies 
are  simple,  tender,  and  with  an  ap- 
pealing rhythm. 

At  first  it  may  seem  strange  to 
some  that  the  two  outstanding  song 
writers  of  these  beloved  old  Southern 
melodies  should  have  been  two  North- 
ern men.  Yet  these  men  each  had  such 
a  great  love  for  and  understanding  of 
the  South,  that  they  were  able  to  get 
the  spirit  of  the  South  into  their 
songs.  This  quality  in  their  writing 
has  made  them  loved  and  remembered 
by  thousands  of  people.  These  two 
famous  Northern  writers  of  Southern 
songs  are  Stephen  Collins  Foster  and 
Daniel  Decatur  Emmett. 

Stephen  Collins  Foster  wrote  about 
one  hundred  and  sixty  songs  in  all,  of 
which  the  best  known  are:  "Suwanee 
River,"  "Uncle  Ned,"  "Old  Dog  Tray," 
"Old  Black  Joe,"  "My  Old  Kentucky 
Home,  and  "Oh  Susanna." 

He  was  born  in  Pittsburgh  on  July 
4,  1826,  and  began  life  in  a  most  prom- 
ising way,  as  he  was  the  youngest  and, 
favorite  son  of  cultivated  and  well- 
to-do  people.  He  had  everv  advantage 
of  an  education  and,  from  a  small 
child,  he  had  musical  talent  for  writ- 
ing songs.  At  sixteen  years  of  age  he 
published  "Open  Thy  Lattice."  From 
that  time  he  became  increasingly  pop- 
ular. 

He  always  loved  the  South  and 
spent  much  time  there.  He  studied  the 
Negroes  and  put  their  joys  and  sor- 
rows into  his  songs  with  definite  emo- 
tional appeal.  He  was  never  happy 
and  drifted  here  and  there.  His  songs 
earned  a  great  deal  of  money  for  oth- 
er people,  but  he  remained  poor.  Two 
of  his  songs,  "Oh  Susanna"  and 
"Uncle  Ned,"  he  gave  to  a  friend,  who 
made  ten  thousand  dollars  out  of 
them.  He  died  as  a  result  of  an  acci- 
dent when  he  was  thirty-eight  years 
old,  and  he  was  buried  in  Pittsburgh. 

Daniel  Decatur  Emmett,  like  Steph- 
en Foster,  won  love  and  fame  but  no 
money.  He  is  known  for  the  great  war 
song  of  the  Confederacy,  "Dixie."  In 
spite  of  his  popularity,  however,  he 
earned  only  six  hundred  dollars  as  a 
song  writer. 

He  was  born  in  1815  in  Mt.  Vernon, 
Ohio,  and  spent  much  of  his  younger 
life  there.  He,  too,  began  to  write 
songs  very  young.  In  1842  he  began  to 
travel  as  a  Negro  minstrel  and  in  1859, 
he  wrote  "Dixie"  for  Bryant's  Min- 
strels, of  which  he  was  a  member.  The 
song  was  sung  in  New  York.  A 
year  and  a  half  later  it  was  in- 
troduced into  the  opera,  "Pocahontas," 
and  first  sung  in  the  South  in  New 


Orleans.  It  was  received  with  great 
enthusiasm  and  immediately  became 
popular  throughout  the  South  and 
was  the  favorite  tune  of  the  Confed- 
erate army  during  the  Civil  War. 

Many  years  later  Mr.  Emmett  visit- 
ed the  South  as  the  author  of  "Dixie," 
and  received  much  praise  and  popu- 
larity wherever  he  went.  He  enjoyed 
the  attentions,  but  soon  had  enough 
and  returned  to  his  home  in  Mt.  Ver- 
non, Ohio,  where  he  lived  very  simply 
until  his  death  in  1904  at  the  age  of 
eighty-nine  years.  "Dixie"  is  one  of 
the  most  popular  songs,  not  only  in 
the  South,  but  in  all  parts  of  America 
and  Europe,  and  Daniel  Emmett  will 
always  be  remembered  as  its  author. 

"SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER" 

The  author  of  these  words,  William 
Walford,  was  unable  to  see  the  light 
of  day. 

Although  he  could  not  enjoy  the 
beauties  of  nature,  he  was  a  man  who 
could  see  the  King  in  His  beauty,  for 
he  was  a  man  of  prayer.  He  employed 
his  mechanical  skill  in  making  small 
useful  articles  of  bone  and  ivory,  and 
he  preached  the  gospel  whenever  he 
could  get  the  opportunity. 

In  1842  he  wrote  his  poem: 

"Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make     all     my     wants     and    wishes 

known." 

The  lines  were  recited  one  day  to 
Rev.  Thomas  Salmon,  a  Congrega- 
tional minister  at  Coleskill,  England. 
They  were  jotted  down  and  later 
brought  to  New  York  where  they 
found  their  way  eventually  into  the 
New  York  Observer.  William  Brad- 
bury saw  the  poem  and  in  1859  set 
it  to  the  appropriate  music  which  has 
since  been  associated  with  the  lines. 
— Selected. 

"BREATHE  ON  ME,  BREATH 
OF  GOD" 

By  CALVW  W.  LAUFER 

This  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
prayer  lyrics  in  Christian  hymnody. 
Many  people,  concerned  about  the  in- 
ner life,  use  it  constantly.  It  supplies 
them  with  an  effective  vehicle  for  the 
expression  of  their  longings  and  as- 
pirations. Though  the  hymn  is  very 
personal,  and  uses  the  singular  pro- 
noun, it  is  frequently  employed  in 
public  prayer.  It  was  once  so  featured 
at  a  New  Year's  Day  service  of  conse- 
cration, and  the  effect  was  profoundly 
impressive.  One  of  the  worshipers,  who 
did  not  seem  to  be  familiar  with  the 
hymn,  said  at  the  close  of  the  meet- 
ing: "The  hymn  voiced  my  longings; 
where  can  I  get  it?  I  want  to  pray 
through  it."  Others  feel  the  same  way 
about  it. 

"Breathe  on  Me,  Breath  of  God"  is 


a  great  hymn  because  it  is  grounded 
on  great  convictions.  One  of  them  is 
the  assurance  that  God's  Holy  Spirit 
is  all  pervasive,  all  powerful,  and  ir- 
resistible, mighty  as  the  creative  urge 
of  spring  that  converts  the  bleak  land- 
scape into  verdure  and  flower.  Anoth- 
er hymn  -writer  expresses  this  idea 
thus: 

"His  presence  is  to  men 
Like  summer  in  the  soul: 

His  joy  shines  forth,  and  then 
Life  blossoms  to  its  goal." 

That  God  is  in  the  world  is  a  great 
conviction  of  faith;  but  one  more 
wonderful  still  is  that  through  His 
Spirit  He  dwells  in  the  believing  heart, 
diffusing  His  love,  illumining  the 
mind  with  light,  quickening  the  will 
with  divine  energy.  This  thought  was 
in  the  author's  mind  when  he  wrote 
this  first  stanza: 

"Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

Fill  me  with  life  anew, 
That  I  may  love  what  Thou  dost  love, 

And  do  what  Thou  wouldst  do." 

Another  conviction  that  inspired 
the  author  is  the  one  that  the  Holy 
Spirit  is  the  unfailing  source  of  spir- 
itual wholeness.  What  man  so  much 
wants  to  be  but  cannot  attain  of  him- 
self, he  achieves  when  body  and  heart 
have  become  temple  and  shrine  of  the 
Spirit.  Then  personality  is  heightened 
and  illumined,  and  man  has  power  to 
"carry  on";  life  is  clothed  with  beauty, 
hope,  cheer,  grandeur,  purity,  cour- 
age, love.  This  connection  is  reflected 
in  the  second  stanza  which  follows: 

"Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

Until  my  heart  is  pure, 
Until  with  Thee  I  will  one  will, 

To  do  or  to  endure." 

Also  in  the  background  of  the 
author's  thinking  is  the  conviction 
that  the  Holy  Spirit  is  the  divine 
agency  of  sanctification.  Through  the 
Spirit  the  whole  of  life  is  cleansed 
and  chastened;  by  it  the  purifying 
light  of  heaven  glows  in  the  heart  and 
kindles  face  and  eye  with  a  glory 
never  seen  on  land  and  sea. 

"Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

Till  I  am  wholly  Thine, 
Till  all  this  earthly  part  of  me 

Glows  with  Thy  fire  divine." 

It  has  been  said  that  it  can  be  de- 
termined by  formula  how  much  strain 
will  break  a  steel  bar,  but  no  one  can 
say  when  a  lonely  heart,  unsupported 
and  unloved,  will  break.  Millions  of 
hearts  "carry  on"  because  they  be- 
lieve that  not  anything  can  possibly 
happen  which  needs  to  break  them  at 
all.  The  assurance  of  immortal  life 
within  is  the  secret  of  victorious  liv- 
ing. This  is  beautifully  expressed  in 
the  concluding  stanza  of  the  hymn: 

"Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

So  shall  I  never  die, 
But  live  with  Thee  the  perfect  life 

Of  Thine  eternity." 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

So  many  of  us  make  the  dreadful 
mistake  of  waiting  until  an  individual 
has  completed  his  earthly  task  before 
we  give  him  any  flowers.  No  human 
power  is  able  to  make  us  understand 
after  the  soul  has  taken  its  flight  to 
that  mysterious  realm  of  eternity.  For 
this  cause  I  want  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  give  you  a  few  flowers  while 
you  can  smell  them. 

The  work  that  you  are  doing  is 
something  that  will  be  remembered  as 
long  as  Christianity  remains  in  this 
our  America.  It  is  our  prayer  that  the 
day  will  never  come  when  our  country 
shall  turn  from  following  after  Christ. 
Not  only  do  I  look  forward  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  each  month,  but  I 
have  many  other  comrades  who  come 
regularly  each  time  seeking  for  the 
great  light.  Maybe  it  does  not  seem  so 
much  to  you  as  you  send  out  your  pa- 
pers to  us  all  over  our  land  and  coun- 
try, but  you  are  building  a  great  mon- 
ument that  will  stand  long  after  you 
have  gone  to  rest  with  God.  This  is  a 
very  dark  day  in  which  we  live  and 
we  as  Christian  believers  are  the  only 
ones  who  will  be  able  to  pass  over  in- 
to the  sunlight  of  God's  tomorrow. 
Keep  working  and  continue  praying, 
the  clouds  are  just  hanging  a  little 
low.  As  I  look  beyond  this  dark  day,  I 
see  the  clouds  being  lifted  and 
the  darkness  dispelling.  I  see  God  our 
Father  holding  a  protecting  hand  over 
His  children  as  we  pass  through  these 
valleys  and  many  shadows  of  death. 

I  am  praying  for  you  and  for  every 
believer  in  Christ.  God  bless  and  keep 
you  as  you  labor  for  the  cause  of  the 
Kingdom  of  our  God  and  Maker. — 
Yours  in  Christ,  Cpl.  Charles  Mack. 

Dear  Boys  in  Service: 

I  want  to  thank  you,  Charles,  for 
the  flowers,  your  words  of  encourage- 
ment and  those  of  all  the  other  boys 
who  are  continually  encouraging  my 
heart  by  their  kind  expressions.  I 
wouldn't  exchange  places  with  the 
president  of  our  nation,  even  if  I  were 
capable  of  filling  his  place.  I  had 
rather  be  just  a  little  instrument  in 
God's  hands  to  encourage  boys  and 
girls  along  the  way,  than  anything  in 
the  world.  I  feel  very  small  for  the 
great  task.  I  am  glad  that  one  day  I 
turned  over  to  the  Master  my  few 
loaves  and  fishes  so  that  He  could  use 
them  for  this  great  work  of  inspiring 
and  helping  you  along  the  way.  God 
bless  you.  Remember  the  great  fam- 
ily of  God  is  praying  for  you. — Ed. 

Somewhere  in  England 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'm  glad  you  said  you  were  praying 
for  all  of  us  boys  in  the  Service  of  our 
country.  If  it  wasn't  for  the  prayers 
of  the  Christian  people  back  home,  I 
don't  think  my  Army  life  would  be 
happy,  but  by  the  good  people  back  at 
home  praying  for  us,  I  believe  God's 


hand  is  guiding  my  life  through  their 
prayers. 

Praise  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  received  a  copy  last  week 
and  it  helped  me  lots.  I  have  already 
passed  it  out  to  another  Church  of 
God  boy  in  my  group.  He  told  me  he 
had  received  only  one  Lighted  Path- 
way since  being  in  the  Service.  I  let 
him  have  my  copy  as  soon  as  I  read 
it  and  he  passed  it  on  to  the  unsaved 
boys  in  his  tent  and  group.  Indeed  I'm 
glad  you  have  such  a  good  magazine 
that  we  fellows  can  read.  I  thank  you 
from  my  heart  in  advance  for  the 
year's  subscription  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Someone  may  be  saved  by 
reading  the  paper,  and  I'm  dedicating 
each  paper  to  the  Lord  and  am  pray- 


Dear  Madam: 

I  am  sending  you  an  im- 
mediate reply  to  your  letter  of 
April  18  in  which  you  refer  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  which  I 
will  receive  in  the  near  future. 

May  I  express  my  deepest 
thanks  and  appreciation  in  ad- 
vance, and  would  you  please 
send  me  twenty-five  copies 
monthly  for  distribution  at  Fort 
Custer,  Mich. 

These  periodicals  will  also  be 
appreciated  by  the  soldiers  at 
the  Post,  and  I  am  anxiously 
awaiting  their  arrival. — William 
P.  D.  Powe,  Post  Chaplain. 

We  received  your  copies  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  have 
placed  them  on  the  little  table 
where  they  will  be  available  for 
whoever  desires  to  pick  them  up. 
It  appears  to  be  an  attractively 
prepared  and  inspirational  mag- 
azine, and  I  am  sure  that  espe- 
cially the  young  men  and  women 
of  your  own  denomination  will 
welcome  them.  Others,  no  doubt, 
will  be  interested  in  the  material 
and  form. 

I  should  be  very  happy,  there- 
fore, to  -have  you  send  coDies 
each  month. — Walter  L.  Moser, 
Chaplain,  Lt.  Col. 

Dear  Friends: 

Thank  you  for  additional 
twenty  copies  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  They  shall  be  put  on 
our  tract  table  for  the  men  who 
use  the  chapel  for  worship  and 
the  day  room  for  reading,  writ- 
ing and  musical  enjoyment.  I 
am  also  grateful  to  you  for 
previous  copies.  Thev  are  Chris- 
tian in  spirit  and  well  written  in 
their  style. 

God  bless  you  and  your  labors 
for  the  Kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ. 
— Magnus  Nodtvedt,  Chaplain, 
Captain,  AUS. 


ing  that  each  man  who  reads  it  will 
get  a  blessing  from  God  and  if  he 
is  a  sinner  I  will  pray  that  Jesus  may 
come  into  his  heart  by  reading  it.  I  am 
small,  but  God  is  strong  and  if  I  pray 
in  earnest  the  Lord  will  answer  my 
prayer.  Help  me  pray  that  souls  will 
come  to  Christ  by  reading  this  won- 
derful paper. 

By  chance,  if  my  address  changes 
I  will  notify  you  immediately.  In  the 
Army  you  never  know  what  may  hap- 
pen next,  but  all  we  do  is  to  stay 
ready  and  be  ready  to  move  at  a  mo- 
ment's notice. 

Again  I  thank  you  for  the  fine  let- 
ter, knowing  that  I  will  receive  a 
Lighted  Pathway  every  month  for  a 
year.  My  prayer  is:  May  God  richly 
bless  you  with  His  goodness,  and  that 
this  war  will  end  this  year  so  we  boys 
can  return  to  our  homes. 

I  would  appreciate  a  letter  from  you 
any  time.  Believe  on  the  Lord  and  He 
will  take  you  through  every  trial  and 
temptation  which  might  come  before 
you.  "God  is  love."  —  A  brother  in 
Jesus  Christ,  T|5th  James  Roosevelt 
Miller. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Yes,  .1  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
very  much.  I  look  forward  to  each 
month  of  getting  them.  I  read  it  and 
also  many  of  my  friends  read  them 
now,  and  they  also  enjoy  the  paper. 
It  has  helped  me  out  a  lot,  and  it  has 
many  good  things  in  it  that  helps  in 
our  trials  and  temptations.  I  have 
been  reading  your  paper  for  over  two 
years  now,  and  I  can't  express  to  you 
how  it  has  helped  me  along. 

I  have  been  in  the  army  two  years. 
Just  a  few  months  before  entering 
the  Service  I  took  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  as  my  Savior.  Since  then  I  have 
tried  to  live  for  my  Lord.  I  have  had 
trials  and  temptations  since  being  in 
the  Service,  but  through  prayer  and 
also  your  paper,  I  have  overcome 
them. 

Pray  much  for  me  that  I  will  al- 
ways stay  on  the  high  road  which 
leads  to  my  Lord. 

In  closing  I  will  say  that  each  and 
every  one  of  us  in  the  Service  who 
has  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  enjoys 
it  very  much.  May  God  bless  you  in 
your  work.  Pray  for  me  that  I  may 
become  a  soul  winner  for  my  Lord. 

God  bless  you. — Sgt.  Harold  G.  Til- 
ley,  35267531,  821st  Bomb  Sqd.  (M) 
Sep.,  Selfridge  Field,  Mich. 


*++*****+******************* 


Einstein,  who  originated  what  is 
called  the  relativity  science,  which  is 
a  mathematical  problem  too  intricate 
for  the  ordinary  mind  to  master,  is  re- 
ported to  have  called  in  expert  help 
in  making  out  his  income  tax  report. 
Evidently  his  mathematics  aren't  very 
practical. — The  Gospel  Minister. 
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TRY  THE  PRAYER  CURE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

a  new  commandment  through  Thine 
only  begotten  Son,  that  we  snould  love 
one  another  even  as  Thou  didst  love 
us,  the  unworthy  and  the  wandering, 
and  gavest  Tny  beloved  Son  for  our 
life  and  salvation;  we  pra~  Thee,  Lord, 
give  to  Thy  servants,  in  all  time  of 
our  life  on  earth,  a  mind  forgetful  of 
past  ill-will,  a  pure  conscience  and 
sincere  thoughts,  and  a  heart  to  love 
our  brethren." — The  Herald  of  Light. 

My  All 

Shall  I  offer  my  all  to  Jesus, 
Though  so  little  and  useless  it  seems; 
Can  visions  of  any  real  service 
Be  ever  quite  more  than  a  dream? 
He  broke  the  loaves  and  the  fishes, 
Fed  multitudes  by  the  way — 
And  the  Potter  molded  to  honor 
A  vessel  of  the  clay. 
So  I'll  give  my  all  to  Jesus, 
Though  so  little  and  useless  it  seems — 
For  I  know  He  can  make  of  my  service 
Quite  more  than  I  ever  could  dream. 

— Selected. 


NATIONAL  ASSOCIATION  OF 
EVANGELICALS 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

retary  of  the  National  Association, 
and  were  discussed  and  plans  formu- 
lated at  later  meetings.  Dr.  Ockenga 
will  take  an  active  part  in  preparation 
for  a  great  missionary  relief  program 
immediately  after  the  war.  Plans  are 
already  being  made  by  affiliated  de- 
nominations and  missionary  societies. 

Three  important  measures  were 
adopted  in  relation  to  the  Sunday 
School  movement.  First,  that  a  new 
uniform  series  of  evangelical  lessons 
be  established  and  that  the  National 
Association  favor  the  establishment 
of  such  a  series.  Secondly,  that  the 
independent  publishers  invite  official 
representatives  of  the  National  As- 
sociation of  Evangelicals  and  for  the 
American  Council,  the  Southern 
Baptist  denomination  and  others,  to 
meet  them  on  June  1  for  the  purpose 
of  initiating  such  a  series.  Thirdly, 
that  the  National  Association  shall 
initiate  a  new  Sunday  School  move- 
ment in  this  country,  reviving  the 
Sunday  School  convention,  teacher 
training  and  other  features. 

Dr.  Walter  Kallenbacn,  the  blind 
evangelist  from  Philadelphia,  and  Mr. 
Howard  W.  Ferring,  president  of  the 
Providence  Bible  Institute,  gave 
addresses  that  were  highly  appre- 
ciated. 

The  closing  Sunday  address  given  by 
Dr.  Paul  Rees,  of  the  Covenant  Taber- 
nacle Church  of  Minneapolis,  was  a 
masterpiece  on  the  claims  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  and  of  His  ability  to  ful- 
fill those  claims  in  peace  of  heart  and 
power  for  service  for  all  who  accept 
His  claims  and  His  invitation. 

Business  sessions  on  Monday,  April 
17,  completed  the  roster  of  officers, 
the  Board  of  Administration,  and  the 


findings  of  the  various  active  com- 
mittees. The  missionary  program  of 
the  nation  received  careful  attention; 
a  gospel  broadcasters'  association  is  in 
the  process  of  formation,  to  be  af- 
filiated with  the  National  Association. 
Recommendations  for  the  protection 
of  our  national  principle  of  separation 
of  church  and  state  were  adopted,  and 
social  and  moral  reforms  were  urged. 
Among  other  measures  taken,  it  was 
urged  that  army  and  navy  author- 
ities should  not  require  chaplains  to 
perform  any  acts  which  are  contrary 
to  the  dictates  of  their  conscience  in 
the  pursuit  of  duty. 

After  a  stirring  address  by  Dr.  Wal- 
ter Maier,  the  convention  at  Columbus 
was  closed,  as  it  began,  with  a  period 
of  earnest  prayer  for  wisdom,  for  the 
aid  and  protection  of  God  in  our 
national  emergency,  and  for  a  great 
spiritual  revival  throughout  the  world. 
— Dale  Cryderman,  Public  Relations, 
National  Association  of  Evangelicals. 


CHURCH  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

traveler  herself  moved  forward  into 
the  last  pew.  That,  too,  was  unoccu- 
pied and  she  noted  that  beside  each- 
empty  .lamp  socket  under  a  small  glass 
plate  was  a  name  written  on  card- 
board. The  place  where  she  sat  be- 
longed to  one  Anna  Lindenbaum. 

Somehow  her  mind  recalled  a  line 
in  St.  John's  gospel,  "He  calleth  his 
own  sheep  by  name."  And  yet  another 
lovely  phrase  from  an  epistle,  "The 
Lord  knoweth  them  that  are  his."  She 
wondered  if  the  Lord  missed 
Anna  Lindenbaum's  little  lamp. 


HYMN  STORIES 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
The  author,  Edwin  Hatch,  D.D.,  was 
born  at  Derby,  England,  September  4, 
1835,  and  died  November  10,  1889.  He 
was  a  distinguished  scholar,  and  after 
serving  a  while  as  professor  of  the 
classics  at  Trinity  College,  Toronto, 
Canada,  returned  to  England  to  fill 
the  position  of  vice-principal  of  St. 
Mary's  Hall,  Oxford.  He  was  a  very 
spiritually-minded  man  and  much 
concerned  with  the  interests  of  man's 
inner  life.  "Breathe  on  Me,  Breath  of 
God"  was  first  published  privately,  in 
1878,  in  a  pamphlet  entitled  "Between 
Doubt  and  Prayer."  Later,  in  1886,  it 
appeared  in  Allon's  "Congregational 
Psalmist  Hymnal,"  and  in  1890  in  Dr. 
Hatch's  posthumous  "Toward  Fields  of 
Light." 

The  best-known  tune  with  which  it 
is  associated  is  "Trentham,"  by  Rob- 
ert Jackson,  1840-1914,  organist  at 
Oldham,  England,  for  over  forty  years. 
Like  the  words  the  tune  is  a  gem,  es- 
pecially beautiful  in  inner  harmony. 


Walked  With   rhe   Divine  Comrade 

When  David  Livingstone  returned  to 
Glasgow,  after  becoming  famous  for 
his  work  in  Africa,  he  was  asked  to 
address  the  students  of  cue  university. 
The  students  thought  they  would  have 
some  fun  out  of  the  "missionary  fel- 
low,"  so   they   brought   pea   shooters 


and  rattles  to  the  meeting,  deter- 
mined to  greet  him  with  the  biggest 
din  they  could  make.  But  an  eye- 
witness of  the  occasion  says  that  from 
the  moment  Livingstone  walked  on 
the  platform,  "gaunt  and  thin  from 
twenty-seven  fevers,  and  with  an  arm 
in  a  sling  from  an  encounter  with  a 
lion,"  the  students  were  hushed  into 
silence.  Livingstone  was  soon  telling 
them  that  the  secret  of  all  that  he 
had  done  in  Africa  was  due  to  a 
promise  made  to  him  by  a  "Gentle- 
man whose  word  was  never  broken, 
'Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto 
the  end.' "  The  students  forgot  their 
pea  shooters  and  their  determination 
to  make  a  noise  as  they  looked  upon 
a  man  who  knew  what  it  was  to  walk 
through  life  with  the  divine  Com- 
rade. 


Love  looks  straight  ahead  as  she 
has  left  nothing  behind  her  she 
wants. 


RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
missionaries   under   salary   were   full. 
And  no  longer  a  student  at  the  In- 
stitute, Rachel's  residence  there  would 
be  entirely  beyond  her  means. 

Work  also  at  the  Institute  was  at  a 
premium.  Salaried  positions  anywhere 
were  hard  to  find,  for  never  had  New 
York  City  experienced  an  unemploy- 
ment situation  so  acute.  Bread  lines 
extended  for  blocks;  every  mission 
and  social  agency  in  the  city  was 
taxed  to  the  utmost  limit  of  its  relief 
resources.  For  days  Rachel  literally 
walked  the  streets  in  search  of  work, 
and  all  she  could  find,  at  last,  was  a 
menial  position  in  a  laundry  on 
First  Avenue.  Here,  at  almost  starva- 
tion wages,  she  must  stand  at  an  iron- 
ing board  for  eight  hours  every  day. 

On  her  return  from  California 
Rachel  had  once  more  accepted  grate- 
fully— just  a  little  while,  until  she 
could  be  financially  independent — the 
mission's  generous  and  willing  hospi- 
tality. But  just  as  soon  as  she  found 
work  and  saved  a  little  bit  ahead,  she 
quietly  sought  quarters  of  her  own. 

One  day  when  she  was  visiting  the 
Saramoffs  she  noticed  a  sign  outside 
the  tenement:  "Flat  to  let."  At  once 
she  made  enquiries,  and  because  the 
one  miserable  little  room  on  the 
top  floor  was  within  the  compass  of 
her  slender  purse,  and  especially  be- 
cause it  was  in  the  same  building  with 
dear  old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Saramoff  and 
Little  Jessie,  she  engaged  it  on  the 
spot. 

A  couple  of  visits  to  secondhand 
furniture  shops,  a  few  hours  with  a 
scrubbing  brush  and  her  paints  and 
stencils  and  her  clever  needle — the 
poor  little  abode  was  ready  for 
Rachel's  lonely  occupancy.  A  cot,  a 
dresser,  a  small  round  table  and  four 
cheap  chairs  constituted  at  the  start 
the  sum  total  of  her  household  goods. 

But  even  here  the  stamp  of  Rachel's 
artistic  individuality  was  impressed. 
The  rugless  floor  was  stained,  the  walls 
were  tinted  a  soft  rose,  the  furniture 
was  soon  transformed  from  battered 
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ugliness  to  actual  beauty;  and  the 
bareness  of  the  room  was  relieved  by 
inexpensive  bright  chintz  hangings  for 
her  one  small  polished  window,  with  a 
cover  for  her  cot  to  match.  The  erst- 
while rusty  stove  was  also  miraculously 
rejuvenated,  and  with  its  now  gleam- 
ing metal  and  the  glowing  fire  within, 
it  gave  to  the  humble  dwelling  at 
least  a  semblance  of  the  atmosphere 
of  home. 

The  fires  would  mean  less  food  and 
scantier  clothing  for  Rachel,  and  also 
the  added  strain  of  carrying  the  wood 
and  coal  herself  up  six  steep  flights  of 
stairs.  But  fires  Rachel  had  to  have, 
not  only  for  their  necessary  warmth  in 
the  otherwise  unheated  room,  but 
especially  for  cheer  and  comfort  to 
her  lonely  heart. 

Above  the  stove  Rachel  hung  a  row 
of  shining  saucepans,  and  she  adorned 
the  dresser  with  half-a-dozen  old 
blue  plates  and  cups  and  saucers.  And 
then,  as  her  one  extravagance,  she 
bought  for  herself  a  small  brass  tea- 
kettle and  one  brass  candlestick. 
These  would  be  faintly  reminiscent  of 
the  lovely  heirloom  brasses  she  had 
lost.  The  kettle  would  be  singing  on 
the  stove  to  greet  her  after  each  day's 
work.  The  candle  she  placed  within 
the  window  and  lighted  every  night — 
for  Max.  This  was  his  beacon,  to  guide 
his  and  Little  Abie's  footsteps  home. 
*     *     *     * 

Such  now  was  Rachel's  life — the 
sordid  laundry  every  day  with  its 
weary  and  ofttimes  painful  hours;  and 
then  at  night  the  tenement.  But  she 
was  uncomplaining.  Never  a  murmur 
passed  her  lips,  for  she  had  learned 
the  blessed  lesson  of  homing  herself 
within  the  will  of  God.  In  the  center 
of  His  will  was  perfect  peace.  Out- 
ward circumstances  were  temporal 
and  transient  only.  They  were  but  the 
scaffolding  of  the  inner  spiritual 
temple — that  unseen  building  of  God, 
the  house  not  made  with  hands,  eter- 
nal in  the  heavens.  And  realizing  this, 
God's  will  to  Rachel  grew  infinitely 
sweet. 

It  was  the  place  of  perfect  rest — 
the  King's  chariot  of  the  Song  of 
Songs  "with  its  pillars  of  silver,  the 
bottom  thereof  of  gold,  the  covering 
of  it  of  purple,  the  midst  thereof  be- 
ing paved  with  love."  And  when  the 
weariness  became  too  great  and  the 
heartache  all  too  heavy,  Rachel  loved 
to  repose  within  its  mighty  strength, 
and  have  it  carry  her  and  all  her  bur- 
den through  the  day.  Safe  ensphered 
within  this  fortress — the  Father's  will 
— His  perfect  wisdom  united  with  His 
perfect  love — straightforward  she 
would  go  on  His  appointed  pathway 
for  her  life,  untouched  by  any  danger, 
undisturbed  by  any  storm.  And  from 
the  chariot  as  onward  she  was  borne, 
she  would  proclaim  to  the  daughters 
of  Jerusalem  the  glories  of  her  King. 

To  them  at  every  opportunity  she 
gave  His  Word — within  their  homes, 
upon  the  street  as  she  went  to  and 
from  her  work,  among  the  other  lodg- 
ers in  the  tenement,  and  especially 
among  her  fellow-workers  in  the 
laundry. 


Each  day  ac  tne  noon  hour  she 
would  gather  around  her  a  group  of 
Jewish  girls — girls  whom  first  she  had 
won  to  herself  by  little  acts  of  kind- 
ness— and  these  she  would  tactfully 
and  lovingly  instruct  out  of  the  New 
Testament  Scriptures,  in  those  things 
concerning  their  Messiah. 

Always  on  Sundays  she  visited  the 
mission.  She  would  help  Miss  Hamil- 
ton with  the  children's  meeting  in 
the  afternoon,  and  then  at  the  eve- 
ning gospel  service  her  witness  for 
the  Lord — whether  in  word  or  in  song 
— would  invariably  be  given.  Seldom 
was  there  a  Sunday  when  one  Jew  at 
least  did  not  find,  through  Rachel's 
radiant  testimony,  his  true  Messiah. 

She  became  greatly  beloved  by  all 
her  new  associates,  because  love  be- 
gets love,  and  she  loved  them.  She 
loved  the  Jewish  mothers,  for  she,  too, 
was  a  Jewish  mother.  She  loved  the 
babies,  for  she  had  lost  a  little  baby 
of  her  own;  and  she  loved  the  chil- 
dren for  the  little  child  that  her  baby 
had  by  now  become.  She  loved  the 
dear  old  Jewish  grandmothers,  for  the 
sake  of  dear  old  Grandmother  Kalin- 
sky  of  still  precious  memory,  and  Mrs. 
Saramoff  and  her  own  sweet  little 
grandmother  in  far-off  Roumania. 
And  the  long-bearded,  patriarchal 
grandfathers,  too,  she  loved. 

Yes,  she  loved  them  all — her  dear, 
dear  Jewish  people.  Love  was  the  key 
in  all  her  Christian  testimony  among 
them,  for  love  alone  is  the  key  that 
will  open  Jewish  hearts.  Once  opened, 
Rachel  knew  the  gospel  would  gain 
welcome  entrance. 

Always  when  Rachel  came  home 
from  work  at  night  she  would  stop 
for  a  few  moments  in  the  basement  to 
chat  with  the  Saramoffs.  Dear  Mrs. 
Saramoff  would  usually  have  some 
little  treat  awaiting  her — a  plate  of 
cakes,  perhaps,  or  a  bowl  of  steaming 
noodle  soup.  Not  much  could  the 
elderly  couple  do  by  way  of  material 
gift  for  their  "poor,  dear  little  girl," 
but  out  of  the  abundance  of  their  deep 
poverty  they  enriched  her  lonely  heart 
by  the  abundance  of  their  love. 

They  always  tried  to  keep  her  for 
supper.  Sometimes  she  would  stay,  but 
more  often  she  preferred  to  be  alone 
in  her  own  quiet  little  room  upstairs. 
She  would  earry  up  her  hod  of  coal 
which  she  had  left  in  the  basement  in 
the  morning,  and  before  she  did  any- 
thing else  she  would  repair  the  fire 
and  put  the  freshly  filled  kettle  on  to 
boil. 

Then  she  must  lie  down  and  rest, 
for  always  she  was  so  very,  very  tired 
and  her  feet  and  back  were  aching. 
Usually  she  would  fall  asleep — and 
wake  to  see  the  ruddy  glow  from  the 
stove  filling  the  room  with  soft,  tran- 
quil light,  while  the  little  kettle 
hummed  and  bubbled  soothingly. 
Sometimes  she  would  lie  there  for  anr 
other  hour  in  the  rich  warm  glow, 
perfectly  quiet  as  she  held  communion 
with  her  Lord. 

Still  in  the  spirit  of  prayer,  she 
would  get  up  and  light  Max's  candle 
in  the  window.  Then  she  would  spread 
the  table  with  a  snowy  cloth  and  ar- 


range tastefully  upon  it  the  blue 
dishes  from  the  dresser.  And  always 
she  would  set  three  places — one  for 
herself,  one  for  Max,  and  one  for  Lit- 
tle Abie.  Before  them  she  would  draw 
up  three  chairs.  And  opposite  her  own 
place  she  invariably  drew  up  the 
fourth  chair<— for  the  Heavenly  Guest. 
Of  His  Presence  she  was  always  vivid- 
ly, joyously  conscious  as  she  prepared 
and  ate  her  all-too-frugal  evening 
meal. 

Supper  ended,  she  would  bring  the 
candle  to  the  table  and  in  its  light 
she  would  read  from  her  beloved  Bi- 
ble— one  that  dear  Violet  had  given 
her.  It  was  worn  almost  to  ribbons 
now,  but  each  day  it  grew  more  pre- 
cious to  her.  Over  its  pages,  while  still 
she  lingered  at  the  table,  she  would 
have  with  her  Lord  the  deepest  fel- 
lowship of  the  entire  day.  This  had 
been  hers  and  Max's  "cozy  hour" — 
the  hour  after  supper — in  their  be- 
loved ingle-nook.  Ah,  how  tenderly 
did  she  remember  it!  But  now  this 
quiet  hour  here  was  even  yet  sweeter, 
for  it  was  her  time  alone  with  Him. 

And  then,  nearly  every  evening,  Ra- 
chel would  hear  coming  down  the  hall 
the  click-click-click  of  tiny  crutches. 
Soon  there  would  be  the  familiar  rap 
at  the  door,  and  Rachel  would  open  it 
upon  the  happy  face  of  Little  Jessie. 
The  crippled  child  was  nearly  fifteen 
now,  but  she  seemed  no  more  than 
ten,  so  very  small  she  was  and  delicate. 
But  within  the  fragile  little  body  there 
was  a  heart  that  beat  strong  and  true 
for  Rachel  and  for  Rachel's  and  her 
own  Messiah.  And  tired  though  Rachel 
always  was  at  night,  she  was  never  too 
tired  to  draw  Little  Jessie  to  her  lap 
and  read  with  her  by  the  candle 
light,  their  evening  story  from  the 
Word. 

Then  Little  Jessie  gone  downstairs 
again,  Rachel  would  wash  her  dishes 
and  set  her  tiny  home  in  order,  and 
arrange  her  clothing  in  readiness  for 
her  early  departure  in  the  morning. 

The  long  day  ended,  before  she  slept 
Rachel  would  stand  beside  her  little 
window  for  her  good-night  prayer  for 
Israel.  She  would  look  out  over  the  sea 
of  Ghetto  roofs  and  intercede  for  all 
the  Jewish  people  underneath  them. 
For  the  million-and-three-quarters  of 
Jews  throughout  the  whole  vast  city, 
and  then  for  Israel  world-wide  she 
entreated — that  God  would  speedily 
send  forth  His  Spirit  upon  them  in 
reviving  power. 

Then  last  of  all,  before  she  extin- 
guished Max's  candle,  she  poured  out 
her  soul  in  fervent  intercession  for 
him  and  Little  Abie.  She  prayed  that 
the  time  of  their  home-coming  might 
now  be  very  soon.  As  she  believed  with 
all  her  heart  that  the  time  was  grow- 
ing short  ere  the  coming  of  the  King; 
and  as  she  knew  that  Israel  was  to  be 
His  great  millennial  witness  to  the 
nations,  so  did  she  plead  that  she  and 
Max,  united  in  their  Christian  faith 
and  testimony,  might  yet  have  the  joy 
of  winning  many  Jewish  souls  before 
Messiah  should  appear. 

(To  be  continued) 
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GLINTS  OF  KNOWLEDGE 


The  Shrunken  World 

This  once  wide  world  has  been  re- 
duced to  the  size  of  a  neighborhood. 
Undreamed  of  inventions,  magic 
means  of  production,  transportation, 
and  communication  have  brought  the 
peoples  of  the  whole  earth  in  close 
contact.  Measured  by  travel  time,  the 
world  is  actually  smaller  today  than 
our  country  was  in  the  days  of  Wash- 
ington. It  took  him  seven  days  to  go 
by  horse-drawn  vehicle  from  Mount 
Vernon  to  New  York  to  be  inaugu- 
rated. Now  our  Army  bombers  fly  from 
the  United  States  to  China  and  India 
in  less  than  three  days.  Today  one 
can  travel  from  New  York  to  Moscow 
by  plane  in  less  time  than  one  can  go 
from  New  York  to  Miami  by  train. 
No  spot  on  the  globe  is  more  than 
sixty  hours  distant  from  your  local 
airport.  In  this  shrunken,  interrelated, 
and  interdependent  world  the  peo- 
ples of  all  races  and  nations  jostle  each 
other  in  the  streets. — Representative 
Cunningham. 

— O— 

Coming  Race  of  Giants 

Looks  like  there  are  to  be  giants  in 
the  earth  as  in  the  days  of  Noah. 
"The  man  of  one  hundred  years  from 
now  will  be  six  feet  three  inches  tall, 
will  not  grow  gray  or  fat,  and  will  live 
to  be  125  years  old,"  James  Shelby 
Thomas,  former  University  of  Chicago 
chemist  and  past  president  of  the 
Chrysler  Institute  of  Engineering,  told 
the  American  Chemical  Society  at 
Chicago  recently.  This  will  be  due  to 
vitamins  and  chemical  substances  to 
be  fed  to  humans — maybe! — Prophecy 
Monthly. 

— O— 

The  story  is  told  that,  in  September, 
1775,  one  Patrick  Ferguson,  command- 
ing officer  of  his  majesty's  Rifle  Corps 
and  best  shot  in  the  British  army,  de- 
liberately refused  an  opportunity  to 
shoot  George  Washington  in  the  back 
near  Brandywine  Creek,  Pennsylvania. 
However,  he  called  to  Washington  and 
the  French  officer  accompanying  him 
so  that  they  could  at  least  face  the 
lead.  But  even  then  he  could  not  shoot 
these  men  in  cold  blood  and  they 
passed  unharmed. 

That  story  is  in  the  best  traditions 
of  savage  warfare.  The  modern  trans- 
ition from  savage  to  civilized  stand- 
ards of  warfare,  especially  in  recent 
years,  is  a  thing  of  sinister  and 
macabre  interest  to  the  detached  ob- 
server of  organized  disaster  and  mas- 
sacre. Just  where  it  will  lead  us  ulti- 
mately it  is  difficult  to  say,  as  we  have 
no  standards  of  judgment. 

Edward  A.  Ross  tells  us  that  when 
he  fierce  New  Zealand  Maoris  were 
besieging  an  enemy's  stronghold  and 
ttiew  that  the  enemy  lacked  food, 
tones  or  spears,  the  besiegers  would 
'top  the  battle  a  while  to  send  in  a 
'upply,  usually  laying  them  in  heaps 


before  the  defenses  and  then  retiring. 
This  reminds  us  of  recent  truces  in 
southern  Italy  during  which  Germans, 
Americans  and  British  have  mingled 
freely  while  removing  the  dead  and 
wounded  of  all  armies,  a  curious  re- 
version to  savage  standards  in  modern 
civilized  warfare. — T.  S.  Harding. 
— O— 

"China  has  no  desire  to  see  Japan 
crushed.  You  cannot  destroy  70,000,- 
000  people.  The  verdict  of  history  is 
quite  convincing  at  that  point.  No  na- 
tion can  be  annihilated;  there  will  be 
scores  of  millions  of  Japanese  still 
living  when  this  war  is  over,  and  we 
must  live  with  them. 

"What  China  desires  to  see  is  the 
establishment  of  a  government  in 
Japan  which  will  cooperate  with  the 
rest  of  the  Orient  in  building  a  new 
order  for  all  Asia  in  which  every  in- 
dividual shall  share,  and  any  such  co- 
operation must  include  a  decent  re- 
spect for  the  rights,  liberties  and 
ideals  of  the  other  Oriental  peoples." 
— Bishop  Chen. 
— O— 

Tomorrow's  Empty  Pulpits 

Will  the  years  of  the  war  leave  the 
Protestant  churches  of  America  with 
hundreds  of  empty  pulpits?  Is  there 
in  prospect  an  entire  college  gener- 
ation which  will  send  almost  none  of 
its  sons  into  the  Protestant  ministry? 
The  church  at  large  has  not  yet  waked 
to  this  possibility,  but  those  who  have 
most  to  do  with  the  training  of  min- 
isters are  deeply  alarmed.  The  dan- 
ger does  not  yet  show  up  in  the  theo- 
logical seminaries,  which  are  still  full 
of  students.  But  what  is  to  happen 
after  those  now  in  the  seminaries 
graduate — many  of  them  into  the 
chaplaincy — and  there  are  no  young- 
er candidates  to  follow  them? 
■  — O— 
A  Majority  of  All  Federal  Judges 

A  speaker  in  Congress  last  week 
pointed  out  the  interesting  fact  that 
President  Roosevelt  has  appointed 
more  judges  to  the  Federal  bench 
than  any  other  President.  This  is  not 
altogether  surprising,  because  he  has 
served  longer  as  President.  These 
judges  serve  for  life.  Congressman 
Robert  A.  Grant,  of  Indiana,  points 
out  that  the  President  has  appointed 
seven  of  the  nine  members  of  the 
United  States  Supreme  Court;  thirty- 
eight  judges  to  the  fifty-six  Circuit 
Courts,  and  140  out  of  224  on  the  Dis- 
trict Courts,  a  total  of  about  sixty- 
five  per  cent  of  all  the  judges  now 
presiding  over  Federal  Courts.  Of 
course,  this  has  a  profound  effect  up- 
on the  judicial  trend.  No  one  person 
has  ever  before  selected  so  large  a 
proportion  of  the  judiciary  of  this  na- 
tion. A  large  majority  now  sit  as  the 
appointees  of  one  man's  selection. — 
The  Presbyterian. 


The  following  Glints  are  from 
the  Christian  Minister: 

The  world's  largest  navy  is  now  get- 
ting to  be  Uncle  Sam's,  with  900  war- 
ships, mostly  in  the  Pacific  Ocean. — 
John  Paul. 

Fifteen  million  women  are  em- 
ployed in  war  industries  in  the  United 
States.  Will  these  women  be  happy  in 
returning  to  the  common  duties  of 
home  after  the  war?  Many  think  not. 

One-half  of  the  first  two  million 
men  called  for  service  in  this  country 
were  found  unfit  for  service,  because 
of  various  physical  disabilities. 

War  prisoners  in  this  country  num- 
ber 174,116,  German,  Italian,  and  Jap- 
anese. 

— O— 

Interfaith  in  the  Navy 

A  few  days  before  Christmas  Chap- 
lain Norman  Cohen,  stationed  at  the 
Naval  Training  Station,  Newport,  R.  I., 
gathered  the  Jewish  sailors  of  the 
station  together  and  proposed  that 
they  should  volunteer  to  relieve 
Christian  boys  on  Christmas  Eve  and 
Christmas  Day  so  that  they  might  be 
free  to  attend  Christmas  services.  It 
was  to  be  a  purely  voluntary  act  of 
good  will.  As  a  result  of  the  invitation 
more  than  500  Jewish  lads  offered 
their  services.  It  meant  the  loss  of 
leaves,  additional  duty,  and  personal 
sacrifices.  Many  of  the  substitutes 
took  over  eight-hour  watches  in  ad- 
dition to  their  own. 

This,  we  submit,  is  in  the  best  tra- 
dition of  Americanism.  Incidentally  it 
is  a  coming  to  life  of  the  angel's  song 
about  "peace  on  earth  and  good  will 
among  men." 

— O— 

Sugar 

Difficult  to  imagine  is  the  diet  of 
our  ancestors  before  the  use  of  sugar 
was  discovered.  Only  a  few  hundred 
years  ago  Europeans  had  no  sweet- 
ening except  honey.  But  the  Arabs 
have  known  the  use  of  sugar  for 
fifteen  centuries,  originally  employing 
it  as  a  medicine.  They  introduced 
it  into  India  and  Morocco  and  thence 
to  Spain.  The  origin  of  the  word  is 
very  ancient,  the  Sanskrit  being 
carkara  and  the  Persian  shakar. 

Sugar  was  introduced  into  the  West 
Indies  by  Spain  where  it  became  so  im- 
portant a  crop  that  Charles  V,  levying 
a  tax  on  it,  was  able  with  the  money 
to  build  his  palaces  in  Madrid  and 
Toledo. 

First  imported  into  England  from 
Venice  in  1319,  it  was  an  expensive 
luxury,  its  use  being  confined  to 
medicine.  By  the  end  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  its  consumption 
had  increased  so  much  that  England 
was  importing  1,500,000  tons  annually. 
The  United  States  uses  one-fifth  of 
the  world's  supply,  or  about  100 
pounds  per  capita  a  year. — Selected. 
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FEED  MY  LAMBS 


4^ 


By  Barbara  Cornet  Ryberg 

/  meant  to  study  all  the  week, 

And  very  carefully  prepare; 
I  meant  to  kneel — yes,  every  day. 

And  bear  each  pupil  up  in  prayer. 
But  I  tvas  busy,  and  I  found 

So  many  things  that  I  must  do, — 
Important  things,  that  could  not  wait, — 

The  week,  tvas  gone  before  I  knew! 
I  meant  to  visit  several  homes, 

And  mail  some  cards  to  absentees, 
To  let  them  know  that  they  are  missed, 

For  such  a  word  is  sure  to  please 
And  often  brings  them  quickly  back; 

But  somehow  every  day  went  by 
And  not  a  single  card  I  sent. 

And  now  I  ask,  Why  didn't  I? 
And  so  this  morning  when  I  rose 

I  tried  to  study  while  1  ate; 
I  briefly  read  my  quarterly 

And  hurried  out,  five  minutes  late, 
I  found  them  singing,  and  I  dropped, 

Breathless,  ashamed,  into  my  seat — 
For  I  intended  to  be  there 

That  1  the  earliest  child  might  greet. 
Time  for  the  lesson,  and  a  group 

Of  eager  voices  beg  their  turn 
To  quote  by  heart  the  memory  verse 

Which  I,  alas,  forgot  to  learn! 
And  so  I  stumbled  through  the  hour, 

And  built  with  stubble,  hay  and  wood 
Instead  of  gold  and  precious  stones, 

And  silver,  as  His  servants  should. 
"Go  feed  my  lambs,"  was  His  command; 

And  shall  I  hope  for  them  to  live 
On  little  morsels  such  as  this, 

When  mighty  feasts  are  mine  to  give? 
Forgive  me,  Lord,  that  I  should  treat 

Thy  Word  in  such  a  shameful  way, 
And  may  I  never  stand  again, 

Defeated,  as  Vve  done  today. 

— Sunday  School  Times. 
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words  should  become  a  ringing  challenge  to  every  boy  and 
girl. 

Many  elements  must  enter  into  our  education  in  patri- 
otism. We  need  the  missionary  attitude  that  looks  on  all 
nations  as  children  of  God.  Race  and  color  make  no  dif- 
ference with  the  heavenly  Father.  We  must  learn  to  re- 
spect the  good,  the  true,  the  beautiful,  wherever  found.  We 
need  a  patriotism  that  can  look  at  our  nation's  failings  as 
well  as  its  strong  points.  A  true  patriot  will  look  upon  these 
national  sins  with  sorrow  and  will  try  to  live  more  nobly 
and  get  others  to  do  likewise.  But  we  have  also  points  of 
greatness.  In  theory  we  are  the  land  of  opportunity;  we 
try  to  educate  the  masses;  we  have  great  churches  and 
philanthropic  institutions,  and  we  are  idealistic.  A  true 
patriot  will  cherish  these  elements  of  strength  and  increase 
their  power.  We  shall  join  with  people  of  other  lands  in 
promoting  peace  and  brotherhood.  We  shall  try  to  under- 
stand them  as  we  want  them  to  understand  us.  Thus  we 
can  have  patriotism  that  sees  the  best  and  respects  it 
whether  in  the  United  States  or  another  country.  We  can 
have  patriotism  without  hate — the  goal  of  Christ  for  the 
world. 

Is  it  possible  for  us  to  love  our  own  country  and  fight 
for  it  and  love  those  we  are  fighting?  I  recall  many  times 
when  I  have  whipped  my  own  children  and  at  the  same 
time  I  loved  them  with  all  my  heart.  They  were  naughty 
and  I  should  not  have  been  true  to  my  trust  had  I  not 
punished  them.  So  when  nations  are  naughty  they  must 
be  published.  There  are  precious  Christian  people 
in  every  nation  who  would  stop  this  war  if  they  had  the 
power. 

We  find  on  our  cover  page  that  "Whatsoever  we  sow,  that 
shall  we  also  reap."  I  am  sure  that  the  man  in  this  picture 
sowed  wheat  one  day  for  it  is  wheat  that  he  is  reaping. 
Our  nations  have  been  sowing  evil  seed  and  have  forgotten 
God  and  although  God  loves  them,  He  is  allowing  them  to 
reap  what  they  have  sown,  and  unless  we  as  a  nation  re- 
pent of  the  evil  sowing  we  must  keep  on  reaping.  Yes,  the 
reaper  Death  is  cutting  down  our  wonderful  young  men 
and  strewing  them  on  the  battlefield. 

What  is  our  nation  doing  about  it?  Nothing  we  might 
say.  There  is  little  change.  People  are  going  on  with  their 
pleasure  seeking,  money  is  their  god.  Many  ministers  are 
preaching  to  empty  benches.  They  are  refusing  to  lead 
their  people  back  to  God  by  the  way  of  the  cross.  Nothing 
but  the  old-time  power  will  ever  meet  the  need  of  this 
sin-steeped  world  and  people  refuse  to  have  it.  Much  is 
being  said  about  evangelism  at  this  time  and  many  are 
working  to  bring  it  about,  and  some  souls  are  being  saved, 

but  with  the  wickedness  about 
us  they  will  soon  be  overcome 
unless  they  accept  this  old- 
time  power  that  will  keep  them. 
When  the  churches  get  down 
their  umbrellas  of  pride  and 
prejudices  and  welcome  this 
old-time  power  then  a  great 
revival  will  sweep  this  earth 
such  as  has  never  been  seen 
before.  The  same  power  that 
Peter  had  on  the  day  of  Pente- 
cost when  three  thousand  souls 
were  saved  will  bring  about  the 
same  results.  God  is  anxious  to- 
day to  do  a  work  like  this  to 
ripen  the  grain  for  the  coming 
of  our  Lord. 

Here  is  something  for  you  to 
think  about.  If  you  are  not  a 
true  Christian  you  cannot  be  a 
true  patriot.  There  is  no  power 
but  God's  power  can  ever  save 
this  country  of  ours. 

Then    conquer    we   must. 
For    our    cause    it    is    just. 
And    this    be    our    motto. 
"In    God    is    our    trust." 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

It  is  again  time  for  me  to  have  my  little  monthly  chat 
with  you  and  it  is  our  patriotic  issue.  Well,  patriotism  is 
about  all  we  hear  these  days  and  loyalty  to  our  country. 
This  is,  of  course,  a  wonderful  subject.  And  may  I  ask  you 
this  question,  What  is  patriotism? 

It  has  taken  cen- 
turies to  define 
patriotism.  Always 
in  the  past  patrio- 
tism has  been  con- 
nected with  love 
for  our  own  coun- 
try and  hatred  for 
a  n  o  t  h  e  r's  land. 
Hannibal  never 
saw  how  he  could 
love  both  Carth- 
age and  Rome.  His 
vow  of  eternal  en- 
mity to  Rome  was 
the  ideal  of  patrio- 
tism in  his  time. 
The  Hebrew, 
through  his  proph- 
ets, learned  to  love 
his  own  Jerusalem 
with  consuming 
zeal,  and  occasion- 
ally he  rose  to  the 
level  of  dreaming 
of  a  world  federa- 
tion in  which  all 
nations  would  live 
together  peaceably. 
See  Isa  2*1-4* 
Micah  4:1-5.  Jesus  was  born  of  the  Hebrew  race  and  was 
loyal  to  it  throughout  His  entire  earthly  career,  but  He 
loved  all  other  races  and  nations  and  gave  His  life  for  them 
as  well  as  for  His  own  countrymen.  His  parable  of  the 
Pharisee  and  the  publican  teaches  not  only  the  attitude 
that  we  should  have  in  religious  matters,  but  the  spirit 
that  should  prevail  among  the  nations.  When  the  Pharisee 
thanked  God  that  he  was  not  as  the  rest  of  men,  he 
violated  the  Christian  principle  of  patriotism  as  well  as 
the  spirit  of  Christianity.  True  patriotism  never  vaunts 
itself  with  the  "better  than  thou"  attitude. 

Someone  has  revised  Stephen  Decatur's  famous  defini- 
tion of  patriotism  by  saying:  "My  country,  right  or  wrong 
When  she's  right  to  keep  her 
right,  and  when  she's  wrong,  to 
put  her  right."  This  is  a  Chris- 
tian definition  for  patriotism. 

"I  see  that  patriotism  is  not 
enough;  I  must  die  without 
hating,"  said  Edith  Cavell,  the 
English  nurse  who  faced  a 
German  firing  squad  in  the 
World  War.  She  had  been  con- 
victed as  a  spy  and  the  German 
soldiers  were  compelled  to  car- 
ry out  their  orders  in  the  name 
of  patriotism.  But  Edith  Cavell 
had  also  done  what  she  consid- 
ered a  patriotic  act  of  war  and 
her  country  honored  her  for 
her  sacrifice.  Her  Christian 
spirit  lifted  the  whole  tragic 
scene  into  a  new  understanding 
of  patriotism. 

Her  dying  words  have  given 
the  world  a  new  bas's  for  pa- 
triotism She  has  proved  that 
it  i  s  possible  to  be  patriotic 
without  hating  even  in  times 
of  war  and  firing  s  uads.    Her 


I    AM   OLD   GLORY 

For  more  than  eight  score  years  I  have  been 
the  banner  of  hope  and  freedom  for  generation 
after  generation  of  Americans.  Born  amid  the 
first  flames  of  America's  fight  for  freedom,  I  am 
the  symbol  of  a  country  that  has  grown  from  a 
little  group  of  thirteen  colonies  to  a  united  nation 
of  forty-eight  sovereign  states.  Planted  firmly  on 
the  high  pinnacle  of  American  faith,  my  gently 
fluttering  folds  have  proved  an  inspiration  to 
untold  millions.  Men  have  followed  me  into  bat- 
tle with  unwavering  courage.  They  have  looked 
upon  me  as  a  symbol  of  national  unity.  They 
have  prayed  that  they  and  their  fellow  citizens 
might  continue  to  enjoy  the  life,  liberty  and 
pursuit  of  happiness,  which  have  been  granted 
to  every  American  as  the  heritage  of  free  men. 
So  long  as  men  love  liberty  more  than  life  itself; 
so  long  as  they  treasure  the  priceless  privileges 
bought  with  the  blood  of  our  forefathers;  so  long 
as  the  principles  of  truth,  justice  and  charity  for 
all  remain  deeply  rooted  in  human  hearts,  I 
shall  continue  to  be  the  enduring  banner  of  the 
United  States  of  America—I  am  Old  Glory! 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

The  yearning  of  Rachel's  heart  for 
Max  grew  more  and  more  intense,  for 
the  time  of  waiting  seemed  so  long. 
One  year — two  years  —  three  years  — 
four.  Slowly  they  wore  away,  each  one 
longer  than  the  last.  It  was  seven 
years  since  her  conversion  —  nine 
years  nearly,  since  her  marriage. 
Rachel  was  now  twenty-six.  Only 
twenty-six,  and  already  she  had  drunk 
life's  sorrows  to  the  dregs.  Already  her 
hair,  once  as  black  as  a  raven's  wing, 
now  was  thickly  streaked  with  gray. 
The  one-time  happy,  rosy  face  was 
white  and  thin  and  sad.  And  on  tired 
days — and  nearly  all  the  days  were 
tired  now — the  brave  little  shoulders 
drooped  heavily.  But  the  wonderful 
eyes  were  still  the  same — dark  and 
luminous  and  soulful.  Only  there  was 
in  them  now,  unfathomable  depths  of 
suffering. 

—  o  — 

As  Rachel  went  about  the  Ghetto 
streets,  she  frequently  met  old-time 
acquaintances  and  friends,  but  they 
never  recognized  her.  Three  or  four 
times  when  she  tried  to  speak  with 
them  she  was  rudely  rebuffed.  On 
several  occasions  children,  who  for- 
merly had  begged  "Auntie  Ray"  to 
come  and  play  with  them,  now  threw 
missiles  after  her  with  jeers  and 
curses.  More  than  once  a  Jewish  boy — 
instigated  by  his  parents — spat  in  her 
face  and  hissed  "Meshumed." 

But  she  met  these  insults  always  in 
the  same  sweet  spirit  of  forgiving  love, 
and  with  a  fervent  prayer  upon  her 
heart  for  the  conversion  of  these  lit- 
tle sisters  and  brothers  of  her  beloved 
Hebrew  race. 

Ever  since  Rachel's  return  from  the 
West,  the  longing  to  see  Esther,  her 
old-time  chum,  had  been  intense. 
Esther  and  Ben  had  remained  in  New 
York  after  the  other  Kalinskys  had 
gone  to  California;  but  now  that  the 
family  were  all  away,  Esther  seldom 
came  downtown.  And  Rachel  had  al- 
ways lacked  either  the  opportunity 
or  the  courage  to  go  up  and  visit  her. 

But  seven  years  had  elapsed  since 
Rachel  had  seen  her  dearest  friend, 
and  the  yearning  for  her  had  become 
unbearable.  And  so,  one  Saturday 
afternoon  when  Rachel  had  a  half- 
holiday  from  the  laundry,  she  jour- 
neyed northward  to  the  Bronx  and 
found  her. 

Ben  was  away — fortunately  for 
Rachel.  Had  he  been  home  her  re- 
ception would  have  been  vastly  dif- 
ferent. But  Esther  was  lonely.  She 
was  also  sad  of  heart  that  day  and 


very  tender,  for  her  little  child  was 
ill.  When,  therefore,  she  opened  the 
door  and  saw  before  her  the  girlhood 
friend  whom  she  had  never  ceased  to 
mourn,  there  was  a  sudden  rush  of 
tears  and  a  sudden  melting  of  the  wall 
of  ice  which  she  herself  had  raised 
between  them  for  seven  lonely  years. 

Half  shyly,  but  altogether  joyously, 
Esther  drew  Rachel  inside  the  door 
and  in  an  instant  the  two  dear  friends 
were  weeping  in  each  other's  arms. 
The  long  winter  of  their  sad  estrange- 
ment was  at  an  end;  the  joy  in  their 
reunion  gushed  forth  like  freshets  in 
the  spring. 

A  happy  hour  followed — one  of  their 
dear  old-time  cozy  hours  in  Esther's 
attractive  kitchen.  While  the  samovar 
bubbled  and  steamed  between  them, 
very  gently  each  drew  out  the  other's 
confidence.  Rachel  entered  sympa- 
thetically, and  without  a  tinge  of 
envy,  into  Esther's  joys  and  sorrows, 
as  Esther  told  of  her  happiness  in  her 
pretty  little  home,  but  also  of  her 
present  anxiety  in  the  illness  of  her 
child  and  in  Ben's  business  difficulties. 

Then  Esther,  as  the  older  friend, 
tactfully  learned  all  about  the  laundry 
and  the  lonely  tenement.  And  then 
with  greatest  tenderness — for  she 
could  clearly  see  that  Rachel's  wound 
was  deep — she  told  her  all  she  knew 
of  Max  and  Little  Abie  from  the  fre- 
quent California  letters.  Both  were 
well.  Little  Abie  was  seven  now  and 
was  going  to  public  school,  and  to 
Cheder  in  the  afternoons.  The  Kalin- 
skys all  were  well  and  happy.  They 
loved  California  and  were  going  to 
stay  there  always.  They  wanted  Ben 
and  Esther  to  join  them  as  soon  as 
possible.  The  orange  ranch  had  pros- 
pered beyond  their  most  avaricious 
dreams.  They  were  living —  all  of  them 
— in  luxury. 

But  on  one  subject  uppermost  above 
every  other  in  Rachel's  heart — her 
faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ— there 
was  mutual  reticence.  Between  Rachel 
and  her  dearest  earthly  friend,  the 
name  of  her  heavenly  Friend  was  not 
once  spoken.  Wisely  Rachel  perceived 
that  the  time  was  inopportune,  but 
she  could  wait  quite  patiently  now.  It 
was  much  that  she  had  won  back 
Esther  to  herself.  That  must  be  the 
first  step  always.  In  time — the  as- 
surance was  strong  in  Rachel's  heart— 
with  continued  believing  prayer  she 
would  win  her  also  for  her  Lord. 

Warmly  Esther  invited  Rachel  to 
come  back  again.  She  could  not  come 
downtown  until  Ben  returned,  and 
he  would  be  away  six  weeks.  But 
Rachel  must  come  up — and  very  soon. 
And  Rachel  gladly  promised. 

But  it  was  a  full  month  before  she 
was  able  to  get  up  to  the  Bronx  again. 
At  last  on  a  Jewish  holiday,  when  the 
laundry  was  closed  all  day,  she  went. 

When  she  arrived  at  Esther's  house 
she  noticed  that  the  shades  were 
down.  Was  the  family  away?  she  won- 
dered. But  no,  the  front  door  was  ajar 
and  a  milk  bottle  stood  outside.  A 
stranger  responded  to  her  ring— an 
elderly  Jewish  woman  with  a  shawl 
about  her  head,  and  with  her  apron  at 
her     streaming     eyes.     Silently     she 


motioned  Rachel  to  come  in. 

Rachel  was  conscious  at  once,  as 
she  stepped  inside  the  doorway,  of  a 
tenseness  in  the  atmosphere.  There 
seemed  to  be  a  weird  hush  over  every- 
thing— a  surcharged  electric  silence. 

And  then  suddenly  and  piercingly 
the  silence,  was  broken  by  the  wailing 
intonation  from  an  inner  room,  of  the 
Kaddish — the  Hebrew  prayer  for  the 
departed. 

As  Rachel,  strangely  bewildered,  was 
pushed  inside  this  room  by  the  mut- 
tering old  woman,  she  saw  a  sight 
that  made  her  draw  back  startled.  The 
shades  were  tightly  drawn.  Every  ray 
of  daylight  was  excluded,  replaced 
only  by  seven  dimly  burning  candles. 
Around  the  room  on  chairs  and  boxes 
were  seated  several  Jewish  neighbors 
— the  shawl-hooded  women  rocking 
violently  back  and  forth  and  sobbing; 
the  men  sitting  silently  upright  with 
their  fingers  interlaced  upon  their 
knees.  Some  of  them  were  sitting  on 
the  floor,  commencing  to  wail  the 
Kaddish. 

At  the  farthest  end  of  the  room 
Rachel  recognized  Ben,  crumpled  in  a 
chesterfield  with  his  head  buried  in 
his  arms,  as  brokenly  he  sobbed  aloud. 
Esther  sat  on  a  footstool  at  his  feet, 
gently  trying  to  soothe  and  comfort 
him.  But  all  her  efforts  were  in  vain. 

Rachel  slipped  silently  into  a  chair 
behind  the  door,  and  out  of  Ben  and 
Esther's  view.  Ben,  she  was  sure,  would 
resent  her  intrusion  bitterly.  He  was 
in  terrible  grief  of  some  kind,  very 
evidently — and  the  friends  and  neigh- 
bors had  come  to  mourn  with  him. 
But  whatever  could  it  be?  Rachel  won- 
dered. Whatever  could  have  hap- 
pened? And  then  suddenly,  with  a 
fearful  shock,  she  heard.  An  old 
Jewish  grandmother  sitting  next  to 
her  told  her  the  paralyzing  news. 

Deborah  Kalinsky  was  dead.  A  week 
ago  a  telegram  had  come  from  Cali- 
fornia, and  just  this  morning  Ben  had 
received  a  letter  with  the  details  of 
the  tragedy.  It  was  written  to  him  by 
his  brother  Max.  Here  it  was — they 
were  passing  it  around  for  everyone  to 
read.  Would  she  care  to  look  at  it? 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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CHILDREN'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

I'm  wondering  just  how  you  are 
coming  along  with  your  happy  home 
making.  Bless  your  hearts.  I  know  it  is 
hard  sometimes  when  everything  goes 
wrong  and  we  just  can't  make  them 
go  right,  and  then  sometimes  we  fall 
down  on  our  good  resolutions.  Well, 
what  must  we  do  in  such  a  case  as 
that?  What  do  you  do  when  you  fall 
down  when  you  are  running  along  the 
road  sometimes?  Why,  of  course,  you 
get  up  and  take  a  new  start.  Well,  that 
is  just  what  you  must  do.  Of  course, 
when  we  fall  and  hurt  ourselves  it 
makes  us  more  careful  next  time.  So 
you'll  be  just  a  little  more  careful 
next  time,  won't  you? 

I  am  giving  you  something  to  think 
about  in  your  story  this  month.  I  hope 
it  will  make  you  real  hungry  to  do 
nice  things  for  people.  I  think  this 
is  better  than  shooting  firecrackers, 
don't  you? 

Now  here  is  something  I  want  you 
to  do  for  me.  I  have  been  ill  for  sev- 
eral days  and  I  need  some  friends 
who  are  really  interested  in  me  to 
pray  for  me.  You  know  I  have  a  lot 
of  faith  in  good  children's  prayers. 
When  my  girl  was  small,  as  soon  as 
she  learned  that  I  was  sick,  she  would 
get  her  little  bottle  of  oil  and  come 
in  and  lay  her  hands  on  me  and 
anoint  me  like  James  tells  us  to  do 
and  she'd  pray  for  me  and  I  always 
had  great  faith  in  her  prayers.  Now, 
I  want  you  to  pray  for  me  so  I'll  get 
well.  I  want  to  stay  here  a  long  time 
yet,  so  I  can  do  all  I  can  for  little  boys 
and  girls.  So  you'll  pray  for  me,  won't 
you? — Editor. 

CHILDREN'S  LETTERS 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  seven  years  old, 
and  I  read  the  Children's  Page  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  every  time  it  comes. 
I  surely  like  to  read  it. 

My  name  is  Margretta  Mae  Smith 
and  I  go  to  the  Church  of  God  in 
Valdese.  Our  pastor's  name  is  Rev.  P. 
W.  Chesser.  My  father  and  mother  are 
members.  Brother  and  I  enjoy  going 
to  Y.P.E.  and  taking  part  in  singing 
songs  and  praying.  Please  pray  for  my 
brother  and  me  that  we'll  always  be  in 
the  Church  of  God  and  be  real  work- 
ers for  Jesus. — Margretta  Mae  Smith, 
Valdese,  N.  C. 


THE  BEST  FOURTH  OF  JULY 

"Oh,  daddy,  no  fireworks?  It  will  be 
Beth's  birthday,  too!  Why,  there 
won't  be  a  bit  of  fun!" 

"No,  not  if  fun  means  gunpowder, 
crackers,  pistols,  and  perhaps  later, 
blood  poisoning.  Mother  and  I  are  de- 
termined to  celebrate  sensibly  this 
year,  and,  of  course,  we'll  celebrate 
Beth's  birthday,  too.'" 

Beth  was  deep  in  thought.  "Do  you 
agree  with  the  boys  about  the  Fourth, 
my  dear?"  asked  her  father. 


"No,  papa,"  she  said,  "but  there  is 
something  else  I  don't  want,  but  you 
will  laugh  at  me,  I  suppose." 

"This  is  a  sort  of  secret,"  she  said. 
"The  Winchell  family  is  all  upset 
about  Alfred.  He  is  such  a  clever  fel- 
low, but  he  loves  liquor,  and  even  the 
smell  of  it  makes  him  want  it,  and 
they  all  dread  these  holidays.  I  am 
going  to  ask  mother  to  leave  out  the 
liquor  in  the  frozen  pudding.  I  cannot 
feel  it  is  right  to  put  the  stuff  in  what 
we  offer  our  friends." 

"I  am  interested,  my  dear.  I  have 
heard  that  young  Winchell  inherits 
this  love  for  drink  from  his  father, 
who  died  two  years  ago." 

"You  and  mother  may  think  I'm 
silly,"  said  Beth,  "but  I  wish  we  could 
invite  the  Winchells  over  for  the  day. 
Perhaps  it  would  make  it  easier  for 
them." 

"A  good  idea,"  Mr.  Amory  answered. 
"Mother  and  I  will  be  a  committee, 
and  with  our  program  the  boys  will 
forget  their  crackers  and  Alfred  the 
liquor." 

Mr.  Amory  hired  "The  Lincoln"  for 
'the  day  and  the  party,  including  the 
Winchells,  were  to  sail  over  to  old 
Captain  Martin's  with  a  mysterious 
bundle. 

"I  guess  it's  a  flag,"  said  Madge. 

"You've  guessed  the  first  time,"  said 
Mrs.  Amory.  "We  want  to  make  it  a 
surprise  for  the  old  gentleman  and  his 
wife."  "The  Lincoln"  was  in  a  holiday 
dress;  the  sails  were  covered  with  tiny 
flags  and  at  the  masthead  waved  the 
beautiful  Stars  and  Stripes. 

Toward  noon  the  captain  anchored 
for  luncheon.  Ice  cream  was  served 
to  the  guests  and  delighted  the  hearts 
of  all. 

At  two  o'clock  Pine  Knoll,  where 
Captain  Martin  and  his  wife  lived, 
was  reached.  Mrs.  Martin  was  draw- 
ing water  from  the  well. 

"Ship  ahoy!"  shouted  the  captain 
of  "The  Lincoln." 

"It  has  taken  all  of  us  to  bring  the 
captain  this-  reminder  of  the  day  and 
his  past  life,"  said  Mrs.  Amory.  "Shall 
we  tire' him,  do  you  think?" 

"No,  bless  you!"  said  Mrs.  Martin. 
"Come  in;  he  is  sitting  by  the  win- 
dow." 

Although  the  old  captain  could 
never  step  again,  his  face  beamed 
with  pleasure  as  the  boys  laid  the 
flag  across  a  chair  near  their  host. 
As  he  wiped  the  tears  from  his  eyes 
he  said,  "I  always  grow  a  bit  soft 
when  I  look  on  the  Red,  White  and 
Blue.  Boys,  I  want  to  tell  you  how  the 
sight  of  Old  Glory  once  made  a  man 
of  me. 

"When  a  chap  like  you,  I  used  to 
think  I  couldn't  have  a  good  time  un- 
less I  had  a  glass  of  something 
stronger  than  tea,  coffee  or  milk.  The 
smell  of  it  got  into  my  brains,  boys, 
and  I  was  just  a  wreck  when  I  hap- 
pened to  hear  a  temperance  orator. 


As  he  spoke,  the  beautiful  American 
flag,  which  decorated  the  desk  from 
which  he  spoke,  suddenly  told  me 
what  it  meant  to  be  a  true  soldier  of 
my  country — a  soldier  of  the  cross.  I 
resolved  right  there  to  be  a  temper- 
ance man,  as  the  love  of  liquor  had 
been  my  great  weakness.  I  went  up  to 
the  gentleman  and  said:  You  may 
not  believe  it,  sir,  but  you  have  made 
a  man  of  me  tonight!'  So,  friends,  you 
see  how  this  recalls  many  holy  mem- 
ories, and  I  thank  you.  Where  are  you 
going  to  hoist  it?" 

The  boys  ran  out,  followed  by  Alfred 
Winchell,  and  the  flag  was  raised  on 
a  high  bluff  overlooking  the  sea.  Beth 
sang  "The  Star-Spangled  Banner," 
while  all  joined  in  "America." 

That  night  when  Carl  was  ready  for 
bed,  he  said,  "Father,  I  haven't  even 
thought  of  crackers.  It's  the  best 
Fourth  yet!" 

Two  months  later  Alfred  Winchell 
said  to  Mr.  Amory,  "I  cannot  tell  you 
what  your  Fourth  of  July  meant  to 
me.  I  have  not  touched  a  drop  of  li- 
quor for  months,  and  I  do  not  intend 
to  break  my  resolution,  thanks  to  the 
help  you  and  your  family  gave  me." 

When  Mr.  Amory  kissed  Beth  good- 
night, he  repeated  this  conversation 
and  said,  "Though  you  are  only  a  girl, 
you  started  the  good  work  and  Cap- 
tain Martin  put  the  finishing  touches 
to  it.  I  don't  wonder  every  one  voted 
it  the  best  Fourth  yet!" — The  Youth's 
Temperance  Banner. 


SUSAN'S  IDEA 

There  once  lived  a  small  girl  named 
Susan.  God  was  the  head  of  the  house 
she  lived  in.  Every  night  Susan's  fam- 
ily, including  her  parents  and  broth- 
ers and  her  sister  Sally,  sat  in  the 
living  room  while  her  mother  read 
from  the  Bible  and  her  father  prayed. 
They  also  sang  songs  of  praise.  Susan 
liked  these  worship  services.  They 
made  her  feel  that  God  was  very  close 
to  her.  She  liked  to  hear  the  Bible 
stories  especially. 

One  night,  when  it  was  almost  time 
for  worship,  something  happened!  A 
storm  came  up!  The  wind  blew  hard. 
It  blew  so  hard  that  the  electric  light 
wires  were  broken  down  and  so  the 
lights  were  out  all  over  the  house.  It 
was  very,  very  dark. 

Susan  and  her  brothers,  and  sister 
Sally  had  a  hard  time  walking  from 
one  room  to  another.  They  stumbled 
over  things  and  one  of  her  brothers 
took  a  tumble,  before  they  all  found 
their  way  into  the  living  room. 

Their  father's  voice  spoke  from  the 
darkness,  "It  is  too  dark  for  Mother 
to  read  a  story  tonight,  so  we  will  have 
a  prayer  and  then  go  to  bed." 

Susan  was  so  very  disappointed. 
"But,"  she  thought,  "if  it's  too  dark 
to  see,  we  just  can't — "  then  she  had 
an  idea!  She  groped  out  into  the  dark- 
ness near  where  she  sat,  and,  finding 
her  Mother,  whispered  something  to 
her. 

Mother  said,  "Of  course,  Susan !"  So 
(Continued  on  page  5) 
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FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

I  am  using  some  answers  to  the 
question,  "Do  you  believe  that  small 
children  should  be  taken  to  adult 
church  services?"  This  is  taken  from 
"Mother's  Golden  Now,"  the  magazine 
every  mother  should  read.  I  like  the 
New  York  reader's  idea  best. 

I  recently  heard  a  mother  say  after 
church,  "I  didn't  get  one  thing  out 
of  the  sermon  because  my  child  took 
all  my  attention."  For  the  mother's 
sake,  as  well  as  the  child,  I  prefer  hav- 
ing children's  church  at  the  same  time 
of  adult  service.  A  good  leader  for  the 
children's  service  could  be  a  great 
blessing  to  the  children  and  mothers 
could  have  freedom  to  worship  God. 
Very  few  children  get  the  meaning 
from  the  sermon  for  adults.  Every 
church  cannot  do  this  because  of  lack 
of  a  place  to  hold  children's  church. 
When  it  cannot  be  done,  then  the 
Ohio  reader's  idea  is  next,  according 
to  my  opinion. 

A  New  York  Reader  Says: 

My  answer  is  yes — and  no!  I  do  be- 
lieve that  children  should  attend 
church  but  that  it  should  be  made  in- 
teresting and  comprehensible  to  them. 
The  habit  of  attending  is  splendid  but 
for  active,  vitamin-filled  children  such 
as  my  four  boys  (ages  one  through 
eight)  to  sit  still  through  a  sermon 
is  impossible.  My  own  recollection  of 
sermons  as  a  child  is  hazy.  I  attended 
from  the  time  I  was  six  months  old, 
but  until  I  was  about  eight  as  soon 
as  the  sermon  began,  I  stretched  out 
on  the  pew  cushion  and  slept  blissful- 
ly until  the  organ  pealed  forth. 

In  our  church,  the  children  attend 
the  opening  exercises.  They  enjoy  par- 
ticipation in  the  singing  and  the  re- 
sponsive reading.  The  anthem  pleases 
them  and  they  develop  the  habit  of 
giving  to  the  regular  church  collec- 
tion. During  the  hymn  following  the 
collection  they  march  out  to  children's 
church  where  they  hear  a  sermonette, 
sing  a  hymn,  pray  their  own  sentence 
prayers,  learn  Bible  passages  and  do 
handwork  related  to  their  Sunday 
School  lesson.  There  is  a  nursery  for 
the  very  young.  Our  church  member- 
ship is  under  one  hundred,  so  no 
church  is  too  small  for  such  a  service. 

My  children  wouldn't  think  of 
missing  church  and  I  feel  they  are 
getting  much  more  from  that  type  of 
service  than  from  an  adult  sermon. — 
Mrs.  Mary  N.  Killian. 

July,  1944 


An  Ohio   Reader  Says: 

Shall  we  require  small  children  to 
attend  adult  church  services?  Shall 
we  require  their  doing  anything  that 
will  serve  to  form  worth-while  habits 
for  later  years?  Like  scrubbing  necks 
and  ears — how  they  hate  it!  Suppose 
by  rigidly  enforcing  the  rule,  one  cre- 
ates a  distaste  for  cleanliness!  Did  you 
ever  hear  anyone  argue,  "Oh,  I  don't 
wash  any  more.  I  had  to  do  too  much 
of  it  when  I  was  little"? 

A  mother  once  said  to  me,  "I  never 
compel  Charley  to  go  to  church.  I'm 
afraid  it  will  make  him  dislike  it  when 
he's  grown  up." 

Why  not  follow  the  same  line  of 
reasoning  in  a  child's  secular  educa- 
tion? Isn't  it  bad  to  force  him  to  go 
to  school  if  he  dislikes  it? 

Our  oldest  son  once  thought  he 
didn't  like  school.  He  worried  over  it 
till  I  was  worried.  He  cried,  in  school 
and  out;  he  wished  all  the  schools  in 
the  country  would  burn  down.  That 
was  two  years  ago.  Now  he  hikes  right 
along  with  his  sisters,  and  likes  it! 

Had  we  humored  him  there  would 
have  been  a  great  stir.  To  think  of 
letting  a  child  miss  school  because  he 
didn't  like  it! 

I  was  the  oldest  daughter  in  a 
family  of  nine.  I  remember,  as  a  child, 
attending  church,  bundled  into  a  one- 
horse  carriage  (autos  later)  with 
my  younger  brothers  and  sisters. 

Of  course  we  found  part  of  it  tire- 
some but  we  behaved,  or  else!  Six  of 
us  are  married  now,  and  the  younger 
three  are  still  with  Dad  and  Mother, 
but  regularly,  on  Sundays,  the  nine 
of  us,  along  with  a  half  dozen  wives 
and  husbands  and  a  dozen  kids,  at- 
tend chUTch  and  like  it! — Mrs.  Arthur 
Good. 

QUESTION  70R  DISCUSSION 

A  young  mother  asks  this  question: 
"How  can  I  keep  my  child  from  play- 
ing with  undesirable  children  in  my 
neighborhood  without  causing  her  to 
think  that  she  is.  better  than  others?" 

Answer:  I  had  this  experience  with 
my  oldest -daughter.  She  began  chum- 
ming with   a  girl  who   attended  the 


same  church  she  did.  They  were  verv 
fond  of  each  other.  I  found  that  she 
was  having  the  wrong  kind  of  influ- 
ence over  my  child.  In  place  of  telling 
her  that  the  other  girl  was  all  wrong 
I  told  her  that  they  were  not  suited  to 
each  other  and  that  they  needed  to 
find  other  companions  for  awhile  The 
other  girl  begged  and  even  brought 
her  mother  to  intercede  for  her  out 
in  the  very  kindest  way,  I  explained 
I  said,  "Now  I  am  not  saying  that 
your  daughter  is  not  as  good  as  mine 
but  they  will  be  better  if  they  choose 
other  companions  for  awhile."  We 
were  good  friends  after  that,  but  I 
stood  firm.  The  last  I  heard  of  this 
young  girl  she  had  grown  to  young 
womanhood  and  had  been  married 
three  times  and  divorced  twice. 

To  explain  to  a  smaller  child  is  more 
difficult.  One  might  allow  them  to 
play  together  occasionally  under  your 
own  supervision  and  your  influence 
might  help  the  other  child.  There  is 
always  two  sides  to  every  question,  but 
tell  her  it  is  not  best  for  her  to  play 
with  the  same  child  all  the  time,  and 
that  you  prefer  that  she  play  at  least  a 
part  of  tne  time  with  other  children. 
Occasionally  have  the  children  in  to- 
gether and  maybe  you  can  do  some- 
thing to  help  the  undesirable  child. 

Perhaps  you  might  have  a  neigh- 
borhood Bible  class  and  teach  them 
verses  from  the  Bible.  There  are  many 
good  little  character  stories  that  will 
be  a  help  to  them.  Make  some  cookies 
or  have  some  little  treat  for  them  so 
they  will  want  to  come  back  next 
time.  Who  knows,  you  might  trans- 
form that  little  child  into  an  angel  of 
light.  Perhaps  that  was  why  God  put 
you  in  the  same  neighborhood.  By 
your  attention  to  the  child,  the  par- 
ents may  become  your  friend  and  you 
may  win  them  for  Christ.  Whatever 
you  do,  guard  your  child  from  evil 
associates. 

A  Question  for  You  To  Answer 

Why  do  so  many  Christian  parents 
have  unsaved  children?  So  many  of 
them  are  calling  for  prayer  for  their 
unsaved  boys  in  Service. 

Please  help  me  with  this  question. 
Let  your  letters  be  brief  and  to  the 
point. 


SUSAN'S  IDEA 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Mother  and  Susan  felt  their  way  out 
of  the  room.  When  they  came  back, 
Susan  had  a  candle.  It  was  the  candle 
she  sometimes  used  when  she  went  up- 
stairs to  bed. 

"Now,"  she  exclaimed,  "Mother  can 
read  us  a  Bible  story!"  So  Mother  read 
a  story  before  they  had  prayer. 

"And  a  little  child  shall  lead  them," 
Isa.  11:6.  Here  it  spoke  of  a  child  lead- 
ing the  beasts  in  the  new  kingdom, 
but  a  child  can  lead  older  people  into 
the  ways  of  God,  too,  just  as  Susan 
found  a  way  to  show  her  love  for  God 
and  made  it  possible  for  her  family  to 
hear  more  about  Him. 
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"When  we  are  tired,  and  when  the 

hand  of  pain 
Lies  on  our  hearts,  and  when  we  look 

in  vain 
For  human  comfort,  remember  that 

the  heart  Divine 
Still  understands  these  cares  of  yours 

and  mine. 
Not  only  understands,  but  day  by  day 
Lives  with  us  all  our  weariness,  and 

feels 
The  shadow  of  the  faintest  cloud  that 

steals 
Across  our  sunshine,  ever  learn  again 
The  depth  and  bitterness  of  human 

pain. 
There  is  no  sorrow  that  He  will  not 

share, 
No  cross,  no  burden,  for  our 

hearts  to  bear 
Without  His  help,  no  care  of 

ours  too  small 
To  cast  on  Jesus:  let  us  tell 

Him  all — 
Lay  at  His  feet  the  story  of 

our  woes, 
And  in  His  sympathy   find 

sweet  repose." 

DOES  GOD  CARE? 

James  A.  Sanaker 

Persons  of  all  ages  have 
stopped  to  ask  the  question, 
"Does  God  care?"  In  sick- 
ness and  sorrow,  and  in 
times  of  distress  financially, 
millions  are  ever  on  the  of- 
fensive in  spiritual  matters 
and  dare  to  question  the 
goodness,  the  fairness,  the 
very  omnipotence  of  God. 

When  all  goes  well,  little 
is  said.  Most  men  like  to 
take  all  the  glory  and  praise 
for  success  in  any  line  of  en- 
deavor, but  they  do  not  want 
to  take  the  blame  for  defeat 
or  disappointment.  Failure 
is  always  due,  they  say,  to 
someone  else,  some  condi- 
tion or  some  group,  and  some- 
times they  dare  to  blame 
God. 

Either  the  Bible  is  a  bunch 
of  bunk,  a  book  of  fables,  or 
it  is  true  and  absolutely  reli- 
able. Either  God  is  good,  God 
is  great,  God  is  perfect,  or  His 
Son  was  mere  man  and  His 
teaching  uncertain  and  unre- 
liable. 

God's  children,  those  who 
trust  Him,  those  who  walk 
circumspectly,  those  who  love 
the  Word,  and  who  do  not 
grieve  the  Spirit,  know  that 
God  is  good  and  His  promises 
are  true  in  every  particular. 
They,  who  are  His  own,  have 
learned  by  experience  that 
"whom  God  loveth  He  chas- 
teneth"  and  they  can  say  with 
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Job,  "He  woundeth,  and  his  hands 
make  whole." 

Why  do  so  many  lack  the  joy  and 
peace  and  contentment  that  should 
go  with  a  Christian  manner  of  living? 
Because  they  neglect  God's  Word, 
they  forsake  the  prayer  meeting,  they 
are  absent  from  circles  of  helpful 
spiritual  friends,  and  then  they  won- 
der why  they  have  no  zeal,  no  genu- 
ine interest  in  God's  work,  and  the 
program  of  His  Church  on  earth. 

God  cares,  but  man  forgets.  Man 
forgets  His  everlasting  goodness.  Man 
forgets  all  the  gifts  our  loving  Father 
has  showered  on  him  and  in  one  mo- 
ment of  rebuke,  man  can  curse  God  in 
his  heart  and  scold  Him  for  not  giv- 


"  When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 

Xunto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee:* 
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TELL  JESUS 

Edith  Hickman   Divall 

Tell  JESUS  when  life's  burdens  seem  too  great  for  you  to  bear, 
Go  lay  it  at  the  feet  of  Christ,  and  know  that  He  will  care; 
And  tell  Him  all  the  little  things  that  come  to  cloud  your  way, 
The  trials  and  perplexities  that  trouble  you  today. 

Tell  JESUS  all  there  is  to  tell  about  your  daily  needs — 
About  the  dim  uncertainties  thro'  which  your  pathway  leads — 
About  the  cherished  hopes  that  lie  crushed  lifeless  at  your  feet — 
The  golden  dreams  left  unfulfilled,   the   labors  incomplete. 

If  you  could  know  how  tenderly  He  makes  our  cares  His  own, 
You  would  not  stand  apart  again  and  bear  your  load  alone; 
You  would  not  miss  the  joy  and  peace  of  walking  at  His  side, 
Of  finding  tempest  changed  to  calm,  and  sorrow  sanctified. 

I   tell   Him  all  the  story  now;   no  other  friend  can  be, 
In  morning  light  or  evening  shade,  what  JESUS  is  to  me. 
His  human  heart  is  still   the  same,   today  as  yesterday, 
And  in  His  love  I  find  my  rest,  and  in  His  strength  my  stay. 


ing  or  doing  as  man  desires,  rather 
than  as  a  perfect  plan  of  God  directs. 
Does  God  care  that  we  are  hungry? 
His  Son  Jesus  said,  "Is  not  the  life 
more  than  meat?"  Then,  to  our  great 
relief,  He  added,  "Your  heavenly 
Father  knoweth  that  ye  have  need  of 
all  these  things."  That  includes  food 
and  clothing,  rent  and  taxes,  fuel  and 
furniture. 

God  cares  for  our  body,  God  cares 
for  our  soul.  He  does  not  want  any- 
one to  be  lost  for  eternity.  The  condi- 
tions are  easy.  "For  whosoever  shall 
call  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall 
be  saved,"  Rom.  10:13. 

And  after  salvation  comes  service. 
Jesus  said,  "If  ye  love  me,  keep  my 
commandments."  Too  many 
of  God's  children  neglect 
to  serve  every  day.  They 
are  too  smug,  too  self- 
satisfied,  too  lukewarm.  As 
for  soul  winning,  they  ex- 
pect the  preachers  and  the 
evangelists  to  do  that  kind 
of  work.  As  for  real  giving 
they  expect  the  rich  to  do 
that.  As  for  visiting  the  sick, 
they  leave  it  to  the  nurses 
and  the  minister's  wife  or 
"flower  committee,"  and  so 
it  goes. 

When  trouble  comes  they 
are  caught  offguard.  "How 
can  God  do  that  to  me?" 
they  cry. 

A  young  married  woman 
said,  in  a  certain  group, 
"After  I  get  all  the  things  I 
need  for  the  house  and  the 
children  there  isn't  any 
money  left  for  church." 

The   minister's  wife,   who 
had    much    less    income    to 
spend,  replied  calmly,  "If  I 
did   it    that    way,    I    would 
never  be  able  to  give,  either. 
I  give  the  Lord  back  some 
of  His  money  first,   then  I 
spend  the   remainder."  The 
same     is    true    with    talent, 
with   time  itself.     If  we  put 
off   reading   the   Bible   till   a 
"convenient    hour"    we    shall 
only  be  reading  the  Word  at 
rare  intervals.  But  if  we  de- 
cide to   read  every  day,  and 
pray  without  ceasing,  we  shall 
find  time  to  do  all  the  neces- 
sary things  as  well.  God  sees 
to  that.  And  His  promises  are 
true,  "I  will  never  leave  thee, 
nor  forsake  thee,"  said  Jesus. 
Blessed    be    His   name.     God 
cares,   but   He  wants  you  to 
tell  Him  your   needs   and  to 
trust  Him.   He  will  prove  to 
ycu  and  to  me  that  what  David 
said  is  still  true,  "Delight  thy- 
self also  in  the  Lord,  and  he 
shall  give  thee  the  desires  of 
thine  heart." — Gospel  Herald- 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


Unheeded  Warning 

An  artist  was  traveling  along  the 
coast  road  of  Scotland.  He  took  the 
road  by  the  sands,  which  was  safe 
only  at  low  tide.  Pleased  with  the 
sketches  he  was  making,  he  did  not 
see  his  danger.  Presently  a  man  de- 
scended the  cliffs  and  by  a  loud  hal- 
loo warned  him  not  to  proceed.  "If 
you  pass  this  spot,  you  lose  your  last 
chance  to  escape;  the  tides  have  cov- 
ered the  roads  you  have  passed." 

"Don't  worry  about  me,"  was  the 
answer  of  the  artist.  "I  have  planned 
a  way  out."  And  then  he  added  jest- 
ingly, "Besides,  I  know  how  to  wade." 

Soon  his  onward  journey  was  ar- 
rested by  the  sea.  The  rising  waters 
had  cut  off  his  retreat.  A  cliff,  which 
in  the  distance  had  seemed  acces- 
sible to  a  strong  athlete  like  himself, 
proved  to  be  too  steep  and  smooth  for 
climbing.  The  man  who  had  warned 
him  saw  him  swept  away  from  a  pro- 
jecting rock  on  which  he  had  taken 
refuge.  Thus  will  it  be  with  us,  if  we 
refuse  or  neglect  to  heed  the  warnings 
given  us  in  God's  Word. 

When  Alexander  Duff,  a  young  mis- 
sionary in  India,  visited  William 
Carey  just  before  the  aged  missionary 
died,  they  conferred  a  good  deal  and 
then  Carey  whispered  to  Duff,  "Pray." 
Duff  went  down  and  prayed  and  said 
good-bye.  As  he  passed  from  the  room 
he  thought  he  heard  a  feeble  voice 
calling  him  back.  Carey  said,  "Mr. 
Duff,  you  have  been  speaking  about 
Dr.  Carey,  Dr.  Carey;  when  I  am  gone 
say  nothing  about  Dr.  Carey;  speak 
about  Dr.  Carey's  Savior." 

The  true  believer's  life  centers  in 
Jesus  and  Him  crucified.  "None  of  self 
and  all  of  Christ."  "Hid  with  Christ 
in  God."  Colossians  3:3. 

Bring  AH  the  Children 

Are  you  familiar  with  the  dream  of 
an  artist,  who,  after  finishing  his 
painting,  rested  and  slept?  As  he  lay 
asleep  he  saw  a  man  cross  the  room, 
take  a  brush,  and  touch  the  picture 
here  and  there.  "Stop!"  cried  the  art- 
ist, "you  are  spoiling  my  work."  But 
it  was  Jesus  Himself,  and  He  was  mak- 
ing more  beautiful  the  various  faces 
— some  yellow,  some  brown,  some  red. 
The  artist  awoke  and  said,  "Why,  I 
had  made  all  the  children  white.  Jesus 
did  not  say,  'Bring  little  white  chil- 
dren to  me';  He  said  in  substance, 
'Bring  all  the  children  to  me.' " — The 
Christian  Endeavor  World. 

The  "Load"~of  Sin 

As  an  Indian  evangelist  was  preach- 
ing, a  flippant  youth  interrupted  him. 
"You  tell  about  the  burden  of  sin.  I 
feel  none.  How  heavy  is  it?  Eighty 
pounds?  Ten  pounds?  The  preacher 
answered,  "Tell  me,  if  you  laid  a  four- 
hundred-pound  weight  on  a  corpse, 
would  it  feel  the  load?"  "No,  because 


it  is  dead,"  replied  the  youth.  The 
preacher  said,  "That  spirit,  too,  is 
dead  which  feels  no  load  of  sin." — 
Record  of  Christian  Work. 

The  Chastisement  of  Love 

A  week  ago  the  newspapers  carried 
the  story  of  a  father  and  mother,  who, 
finding  their  little  girl  had  taken  and 
eaten  something  from  a  cupboard,  be- 
gan to  shake  and  slap  the  child.  When 
the  child  became  tired  and  sleepy, 
they  did  not  let  up,  but  continued 
their  shaking  and  slapping  for  four 
hours.  What  cruel  punishment  for 
such  a  little  offense!  No!  It  was  com- 
pelled by  love.  The  child  had  swal- 
lowed ten  sleeping  tablets  and  the 
doctor  said  the  only  hope  of  saving 
the  child's  life  was  in  keeping  it 
awake.  We  do  not  always  understand 
the  path  through  which  He  leads  us, 
but  we  may  be  certain  His  chastise- 
ment is  always  born  of  love. — A.  D. 
Hill. 

Daniel  Webster's  Saviour 

This  story  is  told  of  Daniel  Webster 
when  he  was  in  the  prime  of  his  man- 
hood. He  was  dining  with  a  company 
of  literary  men  in  Boston.  During  the 
dinner  the  conversation  turned  to 
the  subject  of  Christianity.  Mr.  Web- 
ster frankly  stated  his  belief  in  the 
divinity  of  Christ  and  his  dependence 
on  the  atonement  of  the  Savior. 
One  said  to  him,  "Mr.  Webster,  can 
you  comprehend  how  Christ  could  be 
both  God  and  man?"  Mr.  Webster 
promptly  replied,  "No,  sir,  I  cannot 
comprehend  it.  If  I  could  comprehend 
Him,  He  would  be  no  greater  than  my- 
self. I  feel  that  I  need  a  super-human 
Savior." — Christian  Witness. 

Do  You  Want  a  "Following"? 

In  the  early  career  of  Miss  Frances 
E.  Willard,  when  the  W.  C.  T.  U.  was 
yet  in  its  infancy,  the  question  came 
up  as  to  whether  the  name  "Chris- 
tian" should  be  a  part  of  the  title  of 
the  organization.  Some  thought  that 
by  omitting  the  word  "Christian"  the 
organization  would  command  a  larg- 
er following.  This,  no  doubt,  was  all 
true  enough.  Miss  Willard  was  then 
at  the  beginning  of  her  career.  She 
took  the  floor  and  said,  "If  I  under- 
stand correctly  the  purpose  of  this  or- 
ganization, it  is  not  to  get  a  following, 
but  to  set  up  a  standard."  Her  argu- 
ment won. 

The  Christian  is  to  set  a  standard 
and  present  God's  Truth,  and  not 
worry  about  a  "following."  —  Victory 
Magazine. 

"He  Made  It  Again" 

Somewhere  in  Europe  there  is  a 
cathedral  window  made  of  broken 
glass.  There  were  several  windows 
planned  in  this  great  cathedral,  and 
when  the  artist  got  through  building 
them,  he  found  he  had  thousands  of 


broken  fragments  of  glass.  The  artist, 
left  alone  with  these  broken  frag- 
ments, decided  he  would  make  an- 
other window.  Taking  all  these  bits, 
these  worthless  pieces,  he  formed 
them  into  the  most  glorious  window 
of  all. 

That  is  what  Christ  has  been  doing 
through  the  ages.  It  isn't  that  Christ 
puts  a  premium  on  sin.  It  isn't  that 
He  says:  "I  can't  do  anything  with  a 
man  until  he  becomes  a  thief  or  a 
drunkard."  It  is  only  when  men  recog- 
nize themselves  to  be  broken,  lost  sin- 
ners that  Jesus  Christ  can  do  any- 
thing for  them. — Will  H.  Houghton, 
in  The  Living  Christ. 

HOW  THE  DEEDS  OF  TODAY 
INFLUENCE  TOMORROW 

One  is  constantly  doing  something. 
Whether  good  or  bad,  the  deeds  are 
always  recorded.  Have  you  done  a 
good  deed  today?  One  may  answer, 
"Well,  not  anything  unusual."  What, 
then,  are  the  usual  deeds  of  the  day? 

Everyone  in  every  walk  of  life  has 
influence  over  someone.  Perhaps  it's 
your  neighbor;  a  little  boy  down  the 
street  might  wish  he  could  be  like  you 
when  he  grows  up;  maybe  your  moth- 
er, with  eyes  shining  with  the  pleased 
expression  of  happiness  for  your  suc- 
cess; maybe  the  sad,  wistful  look  of 
your  father  when  you  disappoint  him. 
All  these  tend  to  lead  people  to  form 
their  opinion  of  you. 

Did  you  encourage  someone  today 
that  looked  weary  and  tired  of  the 
journey?  Did  you  lend  a  ray  of  cheer 
to  the  disappointed  worker  for  Jesus? 
Perhaps  some  word  of  criticism  made 
him  feel  so  useless  and  trodden  under 
the  feet  of  men,  when  just  a  friendly 
smile  might  lighten  his  load.  Did  you 
neglect  to  do  this  good  deed  today? 

One  doesn't  always  know  who  he  is 
influencing.  Maybe  the  person  you 
would  least  expect  is  watching  you 
closely.  Who  knows?  He  sees  you  when 
you  are  blessed  by  the  Spirit  of  the 
Lord,  and  he  watches  you  closely 
when  you  are  going  through  a  trial. 
Perhaps  he  admires  your  patience  in 
time  of  trouble,  or  maybe  it's  the  way 
you  persist  in  praying.  Or  is  it  the  fel- 
lowship that  God  admires  in  His 
saints,  that  is  influencing  him  most? 

Let  us  be  careful  lest  we  forget  and 
let  some  word  fall  from  our  lips  that 
would  be  of  evil  influence  to  the  pre- 
cious souls  around  us,  for  God  is  also 
looking  on.  We  will  be  judged  accord- 
ing to  our  works.  So  what  we  do  today 
will  live  on  and  on  throughout  eter- 
nity. Whether  we  do  good  or  evil,  the 
deed  is  recorded,  for  God  is  no  re- 
specter of  persons.  In  Proverbs  11:18 
it  reads,  "The  wicked  worketh  a  de- 
ceitful work:  but  to  him  that  soweth 
righteousness  shall  be  a  sure  reward." 
Gal.  6:7,8,  "Be  not  deceived;  God  is 
not  mocked:  for  whatsoever  a  man 
soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap.  For 
he  that  soweth  to  his  flesh  shall  of  the 
flesh  reap  corruption;  but  he  that 
soweth  to  the  Spirit  shall  of  the 
Spirit  reap  life  everlasting." 
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(A  Ccsson  in  Americanism 


Nellie  L.  Harrington 


"Say,  Dad,  you  know  that  new  boy 
in  our  block,  Triad  Hickler.  He  says  he 
does  not  care  about  the  Fourth  of 
July!"  declared  Tim  Simpson  excited- 
ly. 

"So?"  asked  the  elder  Simpson,  in- 
terestedly. "Why  not?" 

"Why,  he  says  the  patriotic  stuff  is 
foolish!  Hadn't  we  better  do  some- 
thing to  him?" 

"Probably.  What  would  you  do?"  in- 
quired Dad  Simpson,  mildly.  If  any 
fanatical  trouble  was  brewing  he 
wanted  to  know  it,  but  he  had  learned 
to  be  casual  about  his  investigations. 
"I  don't  know  what.  Not  yet.  But  he 
sure  ought  to  learn  a  lesson,"  Tim 
answered  emphatically. 

Dad  nodded.  "Lessons  are  good  for 
all  of  us,"  he  agreed  diplomatically. 
"Some  are  better  than  others.  Just 
what  does  he  object  to?" 

"Why,  you  see,  the  Civic  commit- 
tee wants  us  school  children  to  march 
in  the  parade.  We'll  carry  flags  and 
follow  the  band,  and — and — oh,  I 
don't  know  what  all,"  haltingly. 

"And  Thad  isn't  inclined  to  march, 
is  that  it?"  asked  his  father. 

"He  says  he's  not  going  to  get  all 
hot  and  sweaty  marching  on  that 
blistering  pavement!  And  just  to 
carry  a  dinky  little  bit  of  bunting!" 

"Well,"  answered  Mr.  Simpson  judi- 
cially, "why  are  you  boys  doing  it? 
Don't  you  mind  the  heat?  Do  you  love 
to  carry  a  little  flag?  Don't  you  mind 
being  uncomfortable?  It  seems  to  me 
I  heard  you  complaining  this  morn- 
ing when  mother  wanted  you  to  go  to 
the  store.  You  said  it  was  'too  hot'!" 
Tim  hung  his  head.  "But  this  is  dif- 
ferent," he  said.  "This  is  patriotic!" 
"Then  if  mother  could  have  hired  a 
brass  band  to  escort  you,  the  trip  to 
the  store  would  have  been  easy.  Is 
that  what  you  mean?"  asked  Dad, 
guilelessly. 

"M-mh.  No — I  don't  mean  it  that 
way,"  stammered  Tim. 

"Just  what  is  patriotism,  son?" 
questioned  the  older  man. 

"Teacher  said  it  meant  'love  of 
country,'  "  he  announced  glibly. 

"Exactly.  Well,  just  what  does 
marching  in  a  parade  on  a  hot  day 
have  to  do  with  patriotism — or  lack 
of  it?  Cannot  Thad  be  just  as  patri- 
otic if  he  doesn't  march  as  if  he  does?" 
"Why,  yes,  he  can.  I  s'pect  it  de- 
pends on  how  he  feels  about  it,"  con- 
cluded Tim. 

"There,  my  boy,  now  you're  getting 
at  the  root  of  the  matter.  The  feeling 
is  the  point!  But  are  you  taking  this 
part  because  you  feel  so  much  love  for 
your  country?  Or  because  your  little 
friends  are  going  to  be  in  it  with  you? 
If  you  were  alone,  would  you  march? 
Or,  if  all  the  rest  were  strangers  to 
you,  would  you  march?  Or,  if  all  the 
rest  were  strangers  to  you,  would  you 
be  so  enthusiastic?   Think  a  minute. 
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Be     honest,    now,"     admonished    his 
father. 

"Dad,  you  have  a  way  of  reaching 
down  inside  me  and  pulling  my  mo- 
tives right  out  into  plain  sight,"  ad- 
mitted Tim,  ruefully.  "Of  course,  I 
don't  love  my  country  well  enough  to 
go  all  alone.  And  I  probably  wouldn't 
be  asked  if  I  was  a  stranger,"  Tim 
answered  honestly. 

"Then  what  about  Thad?  He  has 
moved  here  since  the  schools  closed. 
How  many  of  the  boys  and  girls  is  he 
acquainted  with?  Just  because  he  is 
next  door  neighbor  to  you  is  no  sign 
that  he  knows  very  many  who  will  be 
in  the  crowd.  Do  you  suppose  the  com- 
mittee invited  him  to  take  a  part?  Or 
do  they  even  know  about  him?"  in- 
quired the  older  man. 

"I  don't  know — really.  I  never 
thought  to  ask.  You  see  Bob  and  Don 
and  Rex  were  over  here  this  morning, 
and  Thad  came,  too,  and  we  were  talk- 
ing about  the  parade,  and  everything. 
I  remember  now  that  Thad  didn't  say 
anything  at  all  at  first.  Then  Rex 
asked  what  division  he  was  going  to 
be  in,  and  Thad  kind  of  blew  up  and 
said  he  didn't  care  about  Fourth  of 
July!  And  this  patriotic  stuff  was 
foolish.  And  he  ran  off  home.  We 
boys  think  he  needs  to  learn  a  les- 
son!" and  Tim's  lips  set  sternly. 

"I  agree  with  you,"  said  his  father 
unexpectedly.  "But  let's  be  sure  that 
it  is  a  lesson  in  Americanism  that  we 
teach,"  he  suggested  softly. 

"Huh!  'Americanism'?  Oh,  sure 
thing!  That's  what  we  want,"  agreed 
Tim.  He  was  relieved  that  his  father 
was  being  reasonable. 

"Just  what  did  you  boys  have  in 
mind?"  asked  Mr.  Simpson. 

"We  haven't  decided.  Rex  wanted  to 
take  him  out  and  duck  him  in  the  mill 
pond.  But  I  went  swimming  with  Thad 
last  week  and  he  can  beat  me,"  said 
Tim. 

"Just  how  would  that  teach  him 
Americanism?"  asked  his  father  in 
apparent  perplexity.  "I  never  found 
anything  like  that  in  the  history 
books  I  studied." 

"I  guess  it  wasn't  such  a  good  idea. 
I  told  you  we  weren't  going  to  do  it. 
Bob  said  he  knew  somebody  once  that 
got  a  coat  of  tar  and  feathers,"  de- 
clared Tim. 

"And  did  that  make  him  a  good 
American  citizen?"  questioned  Mr. 
Simpson  blandly. 

Tim  gave  his  father  an  odd  look. 
Sometimes  he  couldn't  tell  whether 
he  was  being  laughed  at  or  not.  "Of 
course  not,"  he  answered  shortly. 
"Anyway,  we  boys  couldn't  do  any- 
thing like  that." 

"I  should  hope  you  wouldn't  try  to 
teach  Americanism  in  such  a  fashion 
as  that,"  said  Mr.  Simpson  definitely. 
"Did  you  try  to  think  how  you  would 
feel  in  Thad's  place?  Or  in  what  kind 


of  a  lesson  you  would  find  the  heart 
of  America?  What  would  cause  you 
to  be  glad  you  lived  in  this  country? 
And  especially  glad  that  you  had 
come  to  this  particular  city  just  be- 
fore the  Fourth  of  July?  What  would 
give  you.  the  idea  that  Old  Glory  is 
the  prettiest  flag  that  floats,  and  that 
it  is  an  honor  to  carry  even  a  small 
one,  any  time  and  anywhere?  And 
that  in  spite  of  our  faults  the  Ameri- 
can people  are  worthy  of  your  loy- 
alty?" 

Tim  regarded  his  father  soberly. 
"That's  too  big  a  question  to  answer 
right  off,"  he  said  slowly. 

"Suppose  you  talk  it  over  with  the 
boys,"  suggested  his  father.  "You  dis- 
cussed Thad's  case,  go  and  talk  over 
these  questions  and  see  what  lesson 
you  decide  to  give  the  new  neighbor." 

Tim  nodded  and  turned  thought- 
fully away.  He  came  to  one  conclu- 
sion, however,  concerning  his  Dad.  No 
matter  how  positive  a  fellow  might  be 
in  his  own  opinion,  if  there  was  a 
flaw  in  his  reasoning  his  daddy  would 
find  it,  and  cause  a  fellow  to  desire 
to  do  the  right  thing.  And  there  had 
been  plenty  wrong  with  his  notions 
of  American  patriotism! 

He  was  sure  the  boys  would  be  at 
Bob's,  so  he  went  there.  At  first  they 
were  quite  reluctant  to  give  up  the 
original  idea  of  teaching  that  lesson 
in  drastic  fashion. 

But  there  is  a  sense  of  justice  in 
the  heart  of  every  boy.  Tim  wished 
heartily  for  his  father. 

"I  can't  say  it  like  Daddy  does,"  he 
told  the  boys,  "but  we  ought  to  treat 
him  as  we'd  like  to  be  treated  if  we— 
one  of  us — was  in  New  York,  or  San 
Francisco — or — some  other  place  away 
off.  He  just  knows  us  fellows  here  in 
this  block,  and  that's  all.  I  don't  s'pose 
he  knew  about  the  celebration  even, 
until  he  saw  it  in  the  paper." 

"Why  didn't  he  say  so  then?"  de- 
manded Rex. 

"Well,  would  you — if  you  were  away 
off — would  you  admit  that  you  hadn't 
been  asked?  I  guess  he  was  bluffing 
it  out,"  shrewdly  surmised  Tim. 

"Maybe  you're  right  at  that,"  as- 
sented Don.  "I  noticed  he  didn't  say 
anything  at  all  until  Rex  asked  where 
he  was  going  to  be." 

"You  know  what,"  suddenly  de- 
clared Rex,  "  if  I  was  a  new  boy  like 
that  I'd  think  it  was  wonderful  if  some 
fellows — like  us — would  take  me  into 
the  crowd.  Sort  of  take  me  along  and 
show  me  a  good  time." 

"There!  You've  said  it,  Rex.  That's 
our  lesson  in  Americanism,"  declared 
Tim. 

"Didn't  that  speaker  at  the  park  the 
other  day  say  something  about  Amer- 
icans being  friendly  and  neighborly?" 
said  Bob. 

"M-mh,  and  he  spoke  about  hon- 
esty and  square  dealing,  too,"  put  in 
Rex. 

"And  helping  each  other,"  added 
Tim.  "We  might  have  helped  Thad 
more  than  we  have,  I  guess.  Let's  go 
now!" 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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OVER  THE  MILES  TO  SALVADOR 

MARIE  B.  PEARSON 

On  September  25,  1943,  we  left  Port- 
land, Oregon,  bound  for  El  Salvador, 
Central  America.  By  the  time  we  had 
the  trailer  loaded  and  the  canvas  tied 
on  securely,  quite  a  group  of  folks  had 
gathered  to  wish  us  success.  They 
smiled  through  their  tears  as  they  ex- 
pressed their  desires  that  we  would 
have  a  safe  journey  blessed  with  God's 
grace  and  power.  The  eagerness  of  the 
missionary  wanes  just  a  trifle  when  it 
comes  to  saying  good-bye  to  friends 
and  loved  ones. 

We  were  delayed  a  while  in  San 
Francisco  and  again  in  San  Antonio, 
waiting  for  visas  for  the  other  coun- 
tries and  permission  to  leave  the 
U.  S.  A.  We  arrived  in  Laredo,  Texas, 
on  October  6. 

We  lined  up  with  others  to  be  ex- 
amined on  the  American  side,  unload- 
ed our  belongings  and  patiently 
waited  while  the  inspectors  looked 
them  over.  In  the  forenoon,  we  had 
counted  ourselves  very  fortunate  be- 
cause we  had  found  a  good  supply  of 
kodak  films  for  sale.  Of  course,  we 
stocked  up,  only  to  be  informed  that 
we  could  not  take  them  with  us.  I  took 
mine  back  and  got  full  price  returned. 

In  about  three  hours  we  were  ready 
to  cross  the  Rio  Grande  river  into 
Mexico.  The  trunks  and  boxes  were 
again  unloaded  and  inspected.  Our 
health  was  checked,  many  papers 
signed.  Since  the  negotiations  were 
conducted  in  Spanish  language  we 
perceived  very  little  of  it  at  all.  Broth- 
er Syverson  did  the  talking  very  ably 
for  us  all.  We  were  so  glad  to  be  able 
to  travel  through  these  countries  with 
one  who  understands  the  native 
tongue  so  well.  After  putting  a  pink 
sticker  on  the  windshield  with 
"Turista"  written  on  it,  we  were  per- 
mitted to  go  on.  Six  miles  farther  on 
we  were  stopped  and  everything 
checked  to  see  if  all  the  inspection 
seals  were  still  on  the  baggage.  About 
three  miles  further  we  were  looked  at 
again — check  and  double  check.  All 
this  took  so  much  time. 

At  a  small  town,  Sabinas,  Hidalgo, 
we  stopped  at  a  very  complete  and  in- 
teresting curio  shop.  We  got  refresh- 
ments here  and  looked  at  the  unique 
array  of  Spanish  art  displayed  in 
dishes,  clothes,  rugs,  and  tapestries. 
After  leaving  Sabinas  the  road  begins 
an  easy  climb.  We  couldn't  make  many 
miles  the  first  day.  The  night  was 
spent  in  Monterrey,  Mexico. 

When  day  dawned  we  were  enabled 
to  get  a  better  perspective  of  the 
scenery.  It  is  beautiful  here;  the  road 
has  a  steady  incline  until  the  Mamule- 
que  Pass  is  reached.  We  stopped 
at  a  high  point  and  gazed  over 
God's  handiwork.  All  along  the  road 
there  were  straw-roofed  mud  huts. 
These  are  quite  prominent  in  this  vi- 
cinity. This  style  of  abode  is  prev- 
alent   among   the    poorer   classes   all 


through  Latin  America.  Along  here 
we  found  a  marker  showing  the  loca- 
tion of  the  Tropic  of  Cancer,  so  now 
we're  in  the  tropics. 

At  the  different  places  where  we 
stopped  to  eat  we  found  such  strange 
decoratings.  The  Mexican  ingenuity 
is  displayed  almost  everywhere.  At 
one  dining  place  the  tables  were  made 
of  cement  with  pieces  of  broken  dishes 
embedded  to  form  designs.  Sidewalks 
and  benches  were  likewise  decorated. 
It  seems  that  everything  is  utilized, 
even  broken  glass. 

The  road  from  here  on  climbs  to  a 
high  altitude  very  rapidly.  The  road 
sign  states  that  it  is  so  far  to  Mexico 
City.  (Distance  here  is  measured  by 
kilometers — about    five-eighths    of    a 


Rev.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  M.  Pearson 

mile.)  Every  country  supposedly 
boasts  of  curves,  but  the  approach  to 
Mexico  City  almost  takes  the  prize. 
Before  we  had 'gone  very  far  I  had  a 
real  case  of  curve  sickness.  Other 
cars  stopped  also  for  the  convenience 
of  dizzy  occupants.  All  this,  however, 
did  not  mar  the  scenic  beauty. 

We  liked  Mexico's  capital  city  very 
much.  It  has  an  ideal  climate.  This 
unique  city  is  situated  on  a  high 
plateau.  From  this  vantage  one  can 
see  the  fertile  valley  surrounding  it, 
which  at  one  time  supported  the 
mighty  Aztec  tribe  of  Indians. 

Just  out  of  Mexico  City  we  found 
fairly  comfortable  cabins  in  a  pleas- 
ant location.  As  I  think  back  now  I 
remember  how  well  we  appreciated 
the  beds,  but  I  still  can't  figure  out 
the  pillows  even  though  we  had  them 
at  almost  every  sleeping  place.  If  those 
pillows  were  filled  with  goose  down, 
then  the  geese  had  concrete  feathers! 

At  this  place  we  had  to  wait  to  have 
a  trailer  tire  vulcanized.  Brother  Sy- 
verson    asked     a     servant     at     the 


filling  station  if  he  could  fix  the  tire. 
After  receiving  the  very  definite 
answer  of  "Si"  (yes)  he  left  it  and  we 
went  on  with  our  shopping.  Upon 
returning  we  found  the  tire  "fixed" 
with  the  tube  flap  serving  as  a  tire 
boot  and  the  bare  tube  resting  next  to 
the  rim.  The  rim  was  all  bent  and 
ruined.  This  called  for  searching  for 
repairs  and  a  capable  man  to  do  the 
repairing. 

Sunday  morning  we  went  to  see 
Brother  and  Sister  Archer.  To  our  dis- 
appointment they  were  gone,  but  we 
received  a  royal  welcome  from  their 
charming  little  daughter.  We  found 
the  Bible  School  interesting. 

In  the  evening  we  were  privileged  to 
visit  the  Church  of  God  in  Mexico  (La 
Iglesia  Da  Dios).  Brother  David 
Ruesga  and  his  wife  gave  us  a  cordial 
welcome,  accompanied  by  broad 
smiles.  The  singing  was  very  nice — 
many  of  the  tunes  we  recognized;  al- 
though we  couldn't  understand  all  the 
words.  Brother  Syverson  gave  a  talk; 
Sister  Syverson  and  David  testified; 
Brother  Pearson  talked  some  in 
Spanish  and  some  in  English  (inter- 
preted by  Brother  Syverson).  I  sang 
two  songs  in  English  and  played  the 
guitar.  The  Lord  blessed,  and  I  tried  to 
give  my  first  testimony  in  Spanish. 
When  we  arrived  home  little  David 
said,  "Sister  Pearson,  I  don't  think 
even  a  good  Spanish  man  could  un- 
derstand all  you  said."  Some  of 
the  older  ones  hastily  asserted  that 
they  understood.  This  served  as  an 
encouragement.  However,  we  were 
made  to  realize  that  book  Spanish  dif- 
fers widely  from  the  practical.  Broth- 
Ruesgo  preached  an  inspiried  sermon, 
after  which  many  answered  the  altar 
call. 

The  church  building  here  is  quite 
decorative.  The  large  flower  pots  were 
made  of  cement  with  pieces  of  broken 
mirror  very  artistically  embedded.  The 
baptistry  is  very  unique.  It  is  made  to 
resemble  a  natural  stream  and  lake. 
The  background  is  fixed  with  rocks, 
moss,  flowers,  and  vines.  The  water 
trickles  over  the  rocks  as  a  spring 
from  a  mountainside.  The  light  effect 
beautifies  it  still  more.  The  water  even 
produces  a  natural  gurgling  sound. 

Perhaps  the  most  interesting  visit 
in  Mexico  was  to  the  pyramids.  One 
would  hardly  feature  that  it  could  be 
possible  to  motor  within  a  few  days' 
journey  from  your  home  over  an  un- 
surpassed scenic  highway  direct  to 
these  awe-inspiring,  stupendous  mon- 
uments left  by  some  mysterious  race 
thousands  of  years  ago!  Many  cross 
the  Atlantic  to  see  the  pyramids  of 
Egypt,  but  after  weeks  of  travel  and 
tremendous  cost  they  do  not  see  any- 
thing more  wonderful  than  Mexico's 
"Teotihuacan  Pyramid,"  which  means 
"Place  where  deities  are  worshiped." 
Although  no  one  has  learned  all  about 
the  people  who  built  these  monuments, 
it  doesn't  take  a  scholar  to  readily  see 
that  those  who  did  the  work  were  far 
advanced  in  the  science  of  astronomy 
and  art.  The  Pyramid  of  the  Sun  is 
larger  at  the  base  than  the  others, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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FOR  POETRY  LOVERS 


JULY  THE  FOURTH 

By  Rev.  Charles  Lee,  D.  D. 

Give  praise  to  the  Signers  of  "Seventy- 
six," 

Defying  King  George's  tyrannical 
tricks! 

Their  task  was  terrific,  though  Wash- 
ington led; 

Our  fathers'  good  blood  in  profusion 
was  shed. 

They  planted  a  twig  which  has  grown 

to  a  tree 
Whose  shadow  is  Liberty,  home  of  the 

free. 
A   continent   vast   its   long   branches 

well  span; 
Its  people  now  forty  times  more  than 

began. 

Maintaining  this  state  has  demanded 

sad  cost, 
Brave  lives,  half  a  million,  to  keep  us 

were  lost; 
In  war  we  have  paid  a  red  ransom  for 

life, 
Protecting  our  land  from  the  enemy 

strife. 

Dividing  these  thousands  by  history's 
years, 

The  price  of  our  freedom  in  this  way 
appears; 

Americans  eight  for  the  flag  have  ex- 
pired 

For  each  of  the  days  since  the  first 
shot  was  fired. 

Preserved  at  such  cost,  let  us  strive 
for  world  peace 

That  carnage  in  battle  may  every- 
where cease; 

Heroic  defenders,  they  cry  from  the 
grave, 

"Shun  warfare,  but  always  for  right's 
sake  be  brave." 

A  woman's  heart  broke  for  each  sol- 
dier who  fell, 

Let  woman's  soul  aid  our  true  glory  to 
swell; 

Make  July  the  Fourth  such  a  patriot's 
time 

That  joy  and  devotion  shall  both  be 
sublime. 

L'Envoi 

Esteem  our  republic  a  province  of  God 

Till  people  use  highways  the  noblest 
have  trod. 

A  PETITION 

Myrtle  Mushegan,  Phoenix,  Ariz. 

Forgive  me,  Lord, 
If  I  at  times  cry  out 
'Neath  thy  dear  hands, 
For  sometimes,  Lord, 
I  do  forget 
And  cannot  understand. 

I  slipped  and  fell 

Beneath  the  cross, 

As  you  have  done  before. 

Forgive  me,  Lord, 

And  try  me  one  time  more. 
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Greetings  to  You  in  Service 

Elisabeth  S.  Perry,  Easton,  Md. 

(Words  of  Comfort  to  the  Armed 
Forces) 

Be  brave,  look  up,  just  do  your  best, 
When  trials  come  or  you  have  a  test, 
Remember  there's  One  who  is  fight- 
ing for  you, 
He'll  conquer  each  foe  and  carry  you 
through. 

"Ye  shall  not  fear  them:  for  the 
Lord  your  God  he  shall  fight  for  you," 
Deut.  3:22. 

Though  the  day  seems  dark,  and  it 
sometimes  will, 

Though  you  may  be  well,  you  may  be- 
come ill, 

You  may  long  for  home  and  the 
friends  you  love  best, 

Put  your  trust  in  Jesus,  He'll  give  you 
sweet  rest. 

"I  will  not  leave  you  comfortless:  I 
will  come  to  you,"  John  14:18. 

If  sometimes  your  strength  seems  as 

though  it  has  gone, 
You  feel  down  and  out,  discouraged 

and  lone, 
No  one  to  help  you,  encourage  or  lift, 
Though  you  look  to  the  right  and  you 

look  to  the  left, 
Yet  there's  One,  you  just  listen,  He 

knows  what  to  do, 
He'll  lift  all  your  burdens,  make  old 

things  seem  new. 

"Fear  thou  not;  for  I  am  with  thee: 
be  not  dismayed;  for  I  am  thy  God:  I 
will  strengthen  thee;  yea,  I  will  help 
thee;  yea,  I  will  uphold  thee  with  the 
right  hand  of  my  righteousness,"  Isa. 
41:10. 

If  life  becomes  weary,  you  feel  sad  at 

heart, 
Oppressed  by  some  conflict  or  from 

friends  have_  to  part, 
Take  a  chance,  let  the  Savior  who 

loves  you,  come  in, 
He'll  make  life  worth  living,  and  give 

peace  within. 

"Casting  all  your  care  upon  him; 
for  he  careth  for  you,"  1  Peter  5:7. 

"Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and 
learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and  low- 
ly in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  un- 
to your  souls.  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and 
my  burden  is  light,"  Matt.  11:28-30. 


OUR  BOYS 

J.  M.  Morgan,  Pastor,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Should  we  be  content  in  comfort  and 

ease 
While    the    youth    fight    our    battles 


across  the  seas? 
Should  we  seek  for  pleasure  or  earthly 

gain 
While  across  the  great  ocean  our  sons 

are  slain? 

They  love  their  parents,  homes  and 
friends, 

Yet  it  is  on  them  that  victory  de- 
pends. 

My  son  is  there  and  I'm  lonely  today; 

Just  suppose  I  could  meet  him  this 
moment  and  say: 

"Son,  you  can  go  home,  I'll  take  your 

place"; 
Quickly,  "Nay,"'  he  would  answer,  with 

a  smile  on  his  face. 
Although  he  is  lonely  on  yon  distant 

shores, 
"You  can't  fill  my  place,  Daddy, 
You  must  fill  yours." 

(Composed   after   reading    drafting 
of  teen-age.) 


The  Master's  Touch 

I  was  laboring  long  in  the  shop  one 
day, 
And  the  piece  of  work  that  I  had  to 
do 
Was  a  task  that  the  Master  had  laid 
for  me, 
A  piece  of  work  He  had  called  me 
to  do. 

But  the  pattern  that  lay  by  my  side 
was  torn, 
And  the  task  seemed  more  than  my 
strength  could  bear, 
And  I  wept  that  my  brothers  took  no 
heed, 
Till  I  sank  to  earth  in  a  grieved  de- 
spair. 

Then  there   stole   o'er   my   senses   a 
hushed  repose 
As  I  lay  worn  out  on  the  old  shop 
floor; 
And  I  dreamed  that  One  came  to  my 
bench  that  day, 
By  whose  hands  the  task  had  been 
done  before. 

And  with  deep  understanding  He  took 
the  work 
Where  my  nerveless  fingers  had  let 
it  fall, 
And  I  saw  with  what  skill  He  my  stint 
fulfilled, 
As  though  I  never  had  failed  at  all. 

Now  no  longer  I  lie  on  the  shop-room 
floor, 
Discouraged  and  beaten,  my  work 
undone; 
For  the  Master  of  work  shares  and 
shows  the  way, 
And  helps  me  finish  what  I  have 
begun. 
And  some  day  when  the  work  shall  be 
blamed  or  praised, 
I  fear  not  the  verdict  the  Judge  will 
read, 
For   the    Partner  who    toiled   at   the 
bench  with  me, 
At  the  throne  for  labor  will  inter- 
cede. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


S 


HYMN  STORIES 


"AMERICA" 

Grace  W.  Haight 

"My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing. 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride, 
From  every  mountain  side, 

Let  freedom  ring." 

The  author  of  this  popular  nation- 
al hymn,  Rev.  Samuel  Francis  Smith. 
D.D.,  was  born  in  Boston,  Mass.,  in 
1808,  and  died  at  Newton,  Mass.,  in 
1895.  He  wrote  the  words  while  he 
was  a  student  at  Andover  Theological 
Seminary  when  he  was  twenty-four 
years  old.  One  dreary  February  after- 
noon he  was  looking  over  some  for- 
eign song  books  which  Mr.  Lowell  Ma- 
son, of  Boston,  had  sent  him  with  the 
request  that  he  translate  some  of  the 
songs,  or  write  words  to  the  tunes  if 
he  preferred.  His  fancy  was  caught  by 
a  spirited  tune  which  he  did  not  know 
at  the  time  was  that  of  "God  Save  the 
King."  He  picked  up  a  scrap  of  waste 
paper,  five  or  six  inches  long  and  two 
and  a  half  inches  wide,  and  within 
half  an  hour  wrote  the  hymn  as  it 
now  stands.  Mr.  Mason,  who  has  been 
called  the  "Father  of  School  Music," 
was  conducting  an  afternoon  singing 
school  for  Boston  school  children  with 
the  idea  of  raising  up  some  trained 
singers  for  chorus  work  in  the 
churches.  He  used  "America"  at  a 
Fourth  of  July  celebration  at  the  Bos- 
ton Park  Street  Church.  Almost  im- 
mediately the  hymn  became  a  general 
favorite  throughout  the  United 
States.  Dr.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
who  graduated  at  Harvard  with  Dr. 
Smith  in  the  class  of  1829,  said  that 
the  use  of  the  pronoun  "my"  instead 
of  "our"  made  every  one  feel  the 
hymn  as  distinctly  personal.  He 
greatly  admired  his  former  classmate 
and  told  him  that  his  name  and  fame 
would  live  long  after  he  himself  was 
forgotten.  Dr.  Smith  became  a  noted 
Baptist  minister.  He  was  a  deeply 
spiritual  man,  full  of  missionary  zeal. 
Though  unable  to  go  to  the  foreign 
field  himself,  he  later  gave  a  son  to 
the  work  in  Burma.  In  the  same  year 
that  he  wrote  "America"  (1832)  he 
composed  one  of  our  most  inspiring 
missionary  hymns.  Adoniram  Judson 
had  written  home  from  Burma,  that, 
after  years  of  toil  and  discouragement, 
the  light  was  breaking  and  the  na- 
tives there  were  beginning  to  accept 
Christ.  Whereupon  the  young  minis- 
terial student  wrote  a  hymn  that  lat- 
er was  translated  into  various  lan- 
guages: 

"The  morning  light  is  breaking, 
The  darkness  disappears; 

The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 
To  penitential  tears; 

Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 
Brings  tidings  from  afar 
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Of  nations  in  commotion 
Prepared  for  Zion's  war." 

Numerous  other  hymns  have  come 
from  the  gifted  pen  of  this  godly  man. 
His  beautiful  evening  hymn  has  been 
a  comfort  to  many  pilgrims  on  life's 
upward  way: 
"Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  run." 


BY  THE  DAWN'S  EARLY  LIGHT 

The  When  and  Why  of  Our  National 

Anthem 

Walter  Taylor 

Francis  Scott  Key  was  an  obscure 
though  prosperous  Maryland  business 
man  and  attorney  who  liked  to  write 
rhymes  and  verses  for  the  amusement 
of  his  friends.  Key  did  not  think  much 
of  his  verses  and  neither  did  his 
friends  and  the  man  would,  no  doubt, 
have,  been  forgotten  long  ago  if  he  had 
not  been  a  friend  of  a  certain  Doctor 
Beanes.  It  was  while  on  an  errand  in 
behalf  of  Doctor  Beanes  that  Francis 
Scott  Key  wrote  the  one  poem  for 
which  he  is  remembered,  the  immortal 
"Star-Spangled  Banner." 

Doctor  Beanes,  of  whom  history  tells 
us  little,  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
made  prisoner  by  the  British  during 
the  war  of  1812.  It  was  in  September, 
1814,  when  Francis  Scott  Key  received 
word  that  Beanes,  his  friend  and 
client,  was  a  prisoner  aboard  a  ship  of 
the  British  fleet,  that  he  immediate- 
ly set  about  securing  that  gentleman's 
release.  He  went  to  President  Madi- 
son with  the  matter  and  the  Presi- 
dent, distracted  by  the  care  of  war 
and  the  fact  that  the  capitol  and  the 
executive  mansion  (it  was  not  then 
called  the  White  House)  had  recently 
been  burned  by  British  troops,  sent 
Key  to  Colonel  John  Skinner,  the 
American  agent  in  charge  of  ex- 
change of  prisoners  between  the  two 
warring  nations.  Key  met  Skinner  in 
Baltimore -and  the  two  men  boarded  a 
small  boat  and  voyaged  one  hundred 
miles  down  Chesapeake  Bay  to  visit 
the  British  flagship,  Tonant.  After 
much  argument  the  British  command- 
er agreed  to  release  Beanes. 

Pleased  at  the  outcome  of  the  mis- 
sion, Key,  Colonel  Skinner,  and  Doc- 
tor Beanes  prepared  to  return  to  Bal- 
timore. Then  it  was  that  the  British 
commander  informed  them  that  as 
his  fleet  was  about  to  attack  Balti- 
more they  would  have  to  stay  with  the 
British  fleet  as  his  "guests"  until  the 
attack  was  over.  The  three  Americans 
were  put  aboard  the  British  frigate, 
Surprize,  and  their  small  boat  was  put 
in  tow  of  that  ship.  On  the  morning 
of  September  12,  the  Surprize  started 
toward  Baltimore.  The  British  fleet 
sailed  into  sight  of  Fort  McHenry, 
Baltimore's  defender,  on  the  morning 
of  September  13.  The  British  began  to 


bombard  the  fort  and  the  frigate, 
Surprize,  joined  the  bombardment. 
Key,  Beanes  and  Skinner  were  put 
aboard  their  little  boat  underneath 
the  frigate's  guns  and  from  this  van- 
tage point  they  watched  the  battle  and 
could  see  the  American  flag  waving 
about  the  fort. 

Because  the  fort  was  equipped  only 
with  light  guns  the  three  Americans 
expected  the  fort  to  surrender  and 
run  down  the  flag  momentarily.  How- 
ever the  commander  of  Fort  McHenry 
refused  to  give  in  and  kept  his  guns 
firing  in  answer  to  the  booming  of  the 
big  guns  and  200-pound  bombs  of  the 
British.  All  day  the  bombardment  con- 
tinued and  Francis  Scott  Key  watched 
the  flag  through  the  smoke,  hoping 
against  hope  it  would  not  be  run 
down.  The  firing  continued  unabated 
after  nightfall,  but  it  stopped  sudden- 
ly just  before  daybreak.  Key  and  his 
fellow  "guests"  in  the  British  fleet 
thought  the  fort  had  surrendered,  but 
in  the  darkness  they  could  not  tell 
whether  or  not  the  flag  had  been  low- 
ered. If  that  flag  still  waved  the  fort 
had  not  given  in.  The  three  men  wait- 
ed anxiously  for  dawn  to  break  and 
when  it  did  they  saw  the  Star-Span- 
gled Banner  (which  they  had  last  seen 
"at  the  twilight's  last  gleaming") 
still  waving  "by  the  dawn's  early 
light." 

The  three  Americans  were  jubilant 
at  the  sight  of  that  flag  and  Francis 
Scott  Key  wrote  this  poem,  calling  it, 
"The  Defense  of  Fort  McHenry." 

The  British  fleet  gave  up  the  attack 
on  Fort  McHenry,  released  Key,  Skin- 
ner and  Beanes,  and  sailed  away. 
When  he  returned  to  Baltimore,  Key 
copied  the  verses  he  had  written  and 
gave  the  paper  to  a  friend.  His  friend 
caused  the  poem  to  be  published  in 
handbill  form  and  it  was  an  immediate 
success.  The  name,  "The  Defense  of 
Fort  McHenry,"  was  soon  changed  to 
the  more  appropriate  "Star-Spangled 
Banner."  It  gained  popularity  until  it 
became  more  famous  and  beloved  than 
"America,"  and  in  1916  Congress  made 
"The  Star-Spangled  Banner"  the  of- 
ficial national  anthem  of  the  United 
States. — The  Ambassador. 

"RESCUE  THE  PERISHING" 

One  time  Fanny  Crosby,  the  blind 
hymn  writer,  visited  the  McAuley 
Mission  in  New  York.  She  asked  if 
there  was  a  boy  there  who  had  no 
mother,  and  "if  he  would  come  up  and 
let  her  lay  her  hand  on  his  head."  A 
motherless  little  fellow  came  up,  and 
she  put  her  arms  about  him  and  kissed 
him.  She  went  from  that  meeting  and 
wrote: 

"Rescue   the  perishing,   care  for  the 

dying, 
Snatch  them  in  pity  from  sin  and  the 

grave, 
Weep  o'er  the  erring  one,  lift  up  the 

fallen, 
Tell  them  of  Jesus  the  mighty  to  save." 

Some  time  later,  when  Mr.  Sankey 
(Continued  on  page  17) 

f 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


THE  RIGHTEOUS  AND  THE 
WICKED 

Prov.  10:24-32 
Thoughts  for  Leader 

In  Proverbs  we  have  such  an  out- 
standing contrast  of  the  righteous  and 
the  wicked  and  to  get  the  full  signifi- 
cance of  this  contrast  it  is  important 
to  read  and  study  Prov.  10,  11,  12,  13. 
These  four  chapters  are  what  we 
might  call  gold  mines,  and  since 
digging  or  great  effort  must  often  be 
put  forth  to  secure  gold,  so  it  is  like- 
wise true  that  it  is  often  necessary  to 
dig  or  study  carefully  to  get  the  full 
meaning  of  the  great  truths  which  are 
given  us  in  the  Bible.  Although  we 
cannot  cover  all  that  is  contained  in 
these  chapters  in  this  study,  we  do 
hope  to  at  least  get  an  insight  into 
their  importance  and  there  may  be 
many  who  shall  dig  deeper  into  these 
great  truths  in  their  basis  of  our  study. 
Many  perhaps  made  New  Year's  reso- 
lutions for  the  year  1944  and  if  any  of 
us  failed  to  resolve  to  read  a  portion 
of  the  Bible  daily  let  us  do  it  yet  and 
make  1944  one  of  the  most  profitable 
years  of  all  our  lives.  How  important 
it  is  that  we  do  it  since  faith  cometh 
by  hearing  and  hearing  by  the  word 
of  God  according  to  Rom.  10:17.  We 
are  told  in  Heb.  11:6  that  without 
faith  it  is  impossible  to  please  God. 
Surely  we  want  to  have  an  abundance 
of  faith  so  that  we  can  please  God  by 
making  this  year  really  count  for  Him. 
WHO  ARE  THE  RIGHTEOUS? 

It  is  important  to  know  who  the 
righteous  are  so  that  we  may  know 
whether  we  have  a  right  to  claim 
these  promises  which  are  given  us  in 
these  chapters  which  form  the  basis 
of  our  study.  Many  perhaps  remem- 
ber the  parable  in  Luke  18:10-14 
which  Jesus  gave  to  some  who  trusted 
in  themselves  that  they  were  right- 
eous and  despised  others.  In  this 
parable  is  given  the  account  of  the 
Pharisee  who  stood  and  prayed  ex- 
alting himself  over  his  own  works 
while  the  publican  felt  his  unworthi- 
ness  and  acknowledged  he  was  a 
sinner  and  was  justified  rather  than 
the  Pharisee  who  was  trusting  in  his 
own  works.  In  Isaiah  64:6  our  right- 
eousness is  spoken  of  as  filthy  rags. 
So  we  may  see  from,  these  scriptures 
that  we  in  ourselves  are  not  righteous 
neither  can  be.  Since  we  cannot  of 
ourselves  be  righteous  we  must  find 
some  way  out  and  that  way  is  in  Jesus 
Christ,  for  He  says  in  St.  John  14:6, 
I  am  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life, 
no  man  cometh  unto  the  Father,  but 
by  me.  In  Rom.  3:22  we  have  these 
words:  "Even  the  righteousness  of 
God  which  is  by  faith  of  Jesus  Christ 
unto  all  and  upon  all  them  that  be- 
lieve," and  in  1  Cor.  1:31  we  are  told 
that  Christ  Jesus  is  made  unto  us 
righteousness,  so  then  we  are  right- 
eous through  Jesus  Christ  and  not  in 
ourselves.  Let  each  of  us  be  sure  we 
have  taken  Jesus  Christ  as  our  right- 
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eousness  so  that  we  may  truly  claim 
the  wonderful  promises  God  has  given 
to  the  righteous. 

WHO  ARE  THE  WICKED? 

Since  we  are  not  righteous  in  our- 
selves but  in  Jesus  Christ  all  those  who 
have  not  believed  in  Jesus  Christ  ac- 
cepting Him  as  their  righteousness 
must  be  the  wicked  God  is  speaking  of 
in  the  Bible.  Some  one  may  say,  Why, 
I'm  living  a  moral  life,  I  pay  tithes  of 
all  I  get,  I  attend  church  regularly,  I 
give  to  the  poor,  I  joined  the  church 
and  was  baptized  in  water  so  I  must 
be  righteous  and  not  wicked.  All  of 
these  things  may  be  very  good  if  we 
have  believed  in  Jesus  Christ,  accept- 
ing Him  as  our  Savior,  but  if  we  are 
trusting  in  these  things  to  save  us  and 
get  us  to  heaven  don't  let  us  be  de- 
ceived any  longer,  for  Jesus  says  that 
He  is  the  door  into  the  sheepfold  and 
that  if  we  climb  up  some  other  way  we 
are  thieves  and  robbers.  If  any  of  us 
have  tried  to  climb  up  by  our  works  or 
some  other  way  than  by  Jesus  Christ 
let  us  not  try  it  any  longer  but  ac- 
knowledge our  sins  and  accept  Jesus 
Christ  as  our  Savior  for  in  1  John  1:9 
we  have  these  words,  "If  we  confess 
our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  for- 
give us  our  sins  and  to  redeem  us  from 
all  unrighteousness. 
THE  DESIRE  OF  THE  RIGHTEOUS 
Prov.  11:23;  10:24 

In  Prov.  11:23  we  are  told  that  the 
desire  of  the  righteous  is  only  good 
and  in  Prov.  10:24  that  the  desire  of 
the  righteous  shall  be  granted.  What 
wonderful  promise !  If  we  know  we  are 
righteous  then  we  can  stand  upon 
this  promise  that  our  desire  is 
only  good.  Now  the  devil  may  try  to 
put  some  sinful  desire  upon  us  and 
make  it  look  so  real  that  we  desired 
something  sinful  but  the  Bible  says, 
"Resist  the  devil,  and  we  will  flee  from 
you,"  so  let  us  stand  upon  God's  prom- 
ise that  our  desire  is  right.  The  Bible 
says  that  the  devil  is  a  liar,  and  the 
father  of  it.  This  is  a  wonderful  scrip- 
ture to  us  in'resisting  the  devil  when 
he  tries  to  accuse  us  wrongfully. 

Since  the  desire  of  the  righteous 
shall  be  granted  according  to  Prov. 
10:24  let  us  also  stand  firmly  that  if 
we  have  relatives  and  friends  unsaved 
which  we  desire  saved  that  this  desire 
shall  be  granted.  We  may  be  severely 
tested  and  it  may  look  as  though  our 
desire  shall  not  be  granted  but  let  us 
remember  God's  Word  is  true. 

SCRIPTURES   CONCERNING   THE 
RIGHTEOUS  AND  WICKED 

Prov.  10:30;  11:8;  15:5;  13:9. 
Suggestion 

These  scriptures  may  be  given  out 
to  different  ones  to  read  and  comment 
on. 


SEVEN  STEPS  IN  PETER'S  FALL 

1  Peter  5:1-10 
Thoughts  for  Leader 
This  lesson  is  not  so  much  to  show 
forth  the  story  of  Peter's  fall  as  to 


help  us  combat  the  forces  of  the 
enemy  who  is  trying  to  hinder  God's 
children.  Every  one  of  the  Bible 
characters  portrays  a  lesson  for  our 
benefit  and  we  find  in  the  life  of  the 
impulsive  Peter  some  things  that  are 
applicable  today.  We  will  notice  the 
seven  steps  given  in  regard  to  Peter's 
fall. 

HE  DOUBTS 

Matt.  14:28 
The  instance  given  here  was  where 
he  saw  Jesus  walking  on  the  sea. 
Jesus  had  just  spoken  to  the  disciples 
saying,  "Be  of  good  cheer,  it  is  I,  be 
not  afraid,"  and  yet  Peter  says,  "Lord, 
if  it  be  thou."  Why  did  he  doubt? 
Why  do  people  doubt  the  Lord  today 
and  many  times  after  He  has  mani- 
fested His  wonderful  love  and  power? 
This  is  one  way  the  enemy  has  of 
keeping  the  children  of  God  from  go- 
ing forward,  and  so  many  are  out  of 
the  fold  today  because  they  let  doubt 
keep  them  from  accepting  the  love  of 
Jesus.  Many  have  failed  to  get  the  full 
experience  because  they  doubt,  saying, 
"I  don't  think  it  is  for  us  today,"  when 
Jesus  can  sweep  away  every  douot 
and  satisfy  every  hungry  heart. 

HE  BOASTS 
Mark  14::  29-31 
Is  this  the  same  Peter  that  doubted 
before?  Yes,  he  was  too  sure  of  him- 
self and  was  not  able  to  measure  his 
own  strength  in  time  of  trial.  If  some 
people  were  able  to  perform  the  tasks 
they  boast  about,  just  how  much  glory 
would  there  be  for  the  Lord?  It 
doesn't  pay  any  one  to  be  too  sure, 
for  in  an  unguarded  moment  even  the 
best  may  fail,  so  let  us  do  as  Paul  says 
in  1  Cor.  10:  12,  "Wherefore  let  him 
that  thinketh  he  standeth  take  heed 
lest  he  fall. 

HE  SLEEPS 

Mark  14:  37 
Here  we  find  Peter,  James  and  John 
asleep  while  Jesus  is  in  agonizing 
prayer  a  little  farther  away.  Is  it  pos- 
sible that  while  some  are  agonizing  in 
prayer  and  supplication  in  behalf  of 
lost  souls  that  others  are  so  soundly 
asleep?  By  this  we  mean  spiritual 
sleep.  We  think  that  even  the  saints 
of  God  are  not  as  wide  awake  as  they 
should  be  in  the  work  of  the  Lord. 
Rom.  13:11  says,  "It  is  high  time  to 
awake  out  of  sleep  for  now  is  our  sal- 
vation nearer  than  when  we  believed." 

HE  SMITES 

John  18:10 
Here  we  have  a  different  phase  of 
Peter's  life.  Being  awakened  out  of 
sleep  the  first  thing  he  did  was  to 
smite  or  use  the  sword.  Doesn't  this 
seemingly  apply  today  to  those  who 
have  been  sleeping  or  lukewarm  in 
their  experience;  that  the  first  thing 
one  finds  them  doing  is  smiting  some- 
one, and  generally  that  someone  is 
the  pastor  who  has  been  able  to  arouse 
them  out  of  their  lethargy?  They  get 
offended  and  think  the  preacher  is 
just  throwing  at  them  when  it  is  only 
the  gospel  truth  that  has  done  the 
awakening.  Instead  of  talking  about 
the  preacher  or  the  brothers  ana 
sisters,  (smiting,  in  other  words)  they 
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ought  to  be  thankful  to  be  aroused  so 
they  can  see  their  spiritual  condition. 
FOLLOWS  AFAR  OFF 
Luke  22:54 

Just  like  the  impulsive  Peter.  Jesus 
had  rebuked  him  for  using  the  sword 
and  now  he  lags  behind.  Do  we  ever 
find  people  that  are  afraid  of  being 
chastened  and  after  a  gentle  rebuke 
will  often  say,  "I'm  not  going  back 
any  more."  Then  they  get  so  far  be- 
hind in  their  experience  that  it  isn't 
very  long  until  we  find  them  doing 
just  what  Peter  did. 

SITS  WITH  UNGODLY 
Luke  22:55 

The  consequence  of  following  afar 
was  that  he  got  in  the  company  of 
the  ungodly.  It  pays  everyone  to  watch 
and  pray  and  be  not  too  hasty,  for  if 
we  would  consider  the  Word  of  God 
we  find  that  we  will  be  chastened  of 
the  Lord.  Heb.  12:6,7.  We  cannot  find 
any  consolation  or  help  in  the  counsel 
of  the  ungodly.  Let  us  steer  our  bark 
along  the  safe  route  and  obey  the 
voice  of  the  Master;  then  the  gospel 
light  will  shine  and  light  the  way  for 
sinners  to  find  Jesus. 

HE  DENIES  THE  LORD 
Luke  22:57-60 

People  are  on  very  dangerous 
ground  when  they  get  to  the  place 
that  they  will  deny  the  Lord.  Why  did 
Peter  deny  the  Lord  when  before  this 
he  had  said  he  was  willing  to  die  with 
Him?  Was  it  because  he  had  been 
following  afar  off  or  that  he  was  fear- 
ful of  what  those  around  him  might 
do?  We  often  think  of  the  ones  who 
have  enjoyed  the  wonderful  blessings 
of  the  Lord  and  now  are  back  in  sin, 
seemingly  dead  to  the  power  of  God 
and  some  even  deny  that  they  ever  had 
the  blessed  Holy  Ghost.  We  are  living 
in  the  time  of  the  end,  so  we  need  all 
the  more  to  watch  and  pray  and  keep 
the  oil  in  our  vessels  so  we  can  be 
ready  to  meet  our  Lord  when  He 
comes.  Those  who  doubt,  smite,  boast, 
sleep,  or  sit  with  the  ungodly  will 
eventually  find  themselves  denying 
the  power  of  the  Lord  and  that  they 
have  sinned  away  the  day  of  grace. 
Let  us  measure  these  seven  steps  as 
given  in  Peter's  fall  and  keep  our  gaze 
turned  heavenward  so  that  we  make 
the  harbor  in  safety. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  AND  THE 
LORD'S  SUPPER 

"For  as  often  as  ye  eat  this  bread, 
and  drink  this  cup,  ye  do  shew  the 
Lord's  death  till  he  come,"  1  Cor. 
11:26. 

By  the  Lord's  Supper  here  is  meant 
the  bread  and  the  wine  used  as  em- 
blems of  the  broken  body  and  shed 
blood  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Some 
Christians  think  of  the  Lord's  Supper 
as  a  meal  of  fellowship  eaten  before 
the  institution  of  the  bread  and  the 
cup.  To  them  it  means  the  agape,  or 
love  feast,  which  was  practiced  in  the 
early  Church.  Some  would  prefer  to 
call  this  the  Communion  instead  of 
the  Lord's  Supper.  With  this  under- 
standing, we  can  enter  into  the  real 
understanding  and  blessing  of  this 
holy  ordinance. 
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I.  ITS  INSTITUTION  (v.  23) 

1.  The  Time. 

It  was  on  the  night  of  the  betrayal 
of  the  Lord  Jesus,  after  the  betrayer 
had  been  announced. 

2.  The  Circumstances  (Matt.  26:26). 

It  was  in  connection  with  the  eat- 
ing of  the  Passover.  At  the  command 
of  Jesus  the  disciples  made  ready  the 
Passover,  and  while  they  were  eating 
Jesus  took  bread,  blessed  it,  and  gave 
it  to  the  disciples. 

3.  The  Elements  Used. 

Bread — doubtless  common  bread  of 
the  Passover  feast.  The  cup,  the  fruit 
of  the  vine. 
II.    ITS  SIGNIFICANCE   (vv.  24-26; 
cf.  Matt.  26:26-28) 

Jesus  took  natural  and  literal  ele- 
ments and  made  them  to  be  symbols 
of  His  own  body  and  blood.  Just  as  our 
common  bread  and  drink  are  trans- 
formed into  brain  and  brawn,  becom- 
ing vital  parts  of  our  bodies,  so  by 
means  of  these  symbols  the  commu- 
nicant partakes  of  Christ.  We  are  in 
Him  and  He  in  us. 

1.  It  is  a  Memorial  of  the  Lord 
(Luke  22:19). 

When  Jesus  Christ  left  the  world, 
He  left  the  bread  and  the  cup  for  the 
disciples,  by  which  to  remember  Him. 

2.  It  Shows  the  Lord's  Sacrificial 
Death  (v.  26) . 

He  did  not  die  as  a  hero  or  as  an 
example  of  unselfish  devotion,  but  as 
a  substitutionary  ransom  on  the 
cross  He  made  satisfaction  for  our 
sins. 

3.  It  is  a  Guarantee  of  Forgiveness 
(Rom.  4:25). 

"It  was  the  signet  of  the  Son  of  God 
attached  to  redemption." 

4.  It  Symbolizes  the  Believer's  Re- 
ception of  Christ  (1  Cor.  10:16). 

He  thereby  participates  in  the  body 
and  blood  of  Christ,  becoming  a  mem- 
ber of  His  body. 

5.  It  Looks  Forward  to  a  Completed 
Redemption  (v.  26) . 

When  faith  in  Christ  is  exercised, 
redemption  begins,  and  its  completion 
will  take  place  at  the  coming  of 
Christ  (1  Thess.  4:16,17).  The  bread 
and  the  cup  constitute  the  keepsake 
of  the  Lord  untiLHe  returns.  These 
elements  possess  a  tremendous  psy- 
chological, value,  both  as  a  memorial 
and  as  a  prospect. 

III.  QUALIFICATIONS  FOR  PAR- 
TICIPATION IN  THE  LORD'S 
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Lighted  Pathway   Lessons 

To  those  who  are  receiving 
your  first  Lighted  Pathway,  we 
want  to  explain  to  you  that  for 
our  fourth  lesson  in  the  month 
we  ask  you  to  use  the  contents 
of  the  paper  for  your  program. 
There  are  many  good  articles, 
poems,  Treasured  Gleanings  and 
Glints  that  will  make  good  sub- 
jects for  talks.  We  are  doing  this 
for  lack  of  space  due  to  paper 
rationing. 
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SUPPER    (vv.  27-29). 

1.  A  Proper  Apprehension  of  Its 
Meaning  (v.  27) . 

Eating  and  drinking  unworthily  pri- 
marily refers  not  to  the  demerit  of 
the  communicant,  but  to  his  failure 
to  grasp  its  meaning  and  importance. 
To  engage  thoughtlessly  in  this  service 
is  to  do  it  unworthily.  Only  regenerat- 
ed persons  can  discern  the  Lord's  body. 
Faith  in  the  integrity  of  Christ's  per- 
son and  work  is  essential.  Any  one 
who  does  not  believe  in  the  absolute 
deity  of  Christ  and  His  vicarious  atone- 
ment is  an  unworthy  communicant. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  June  Total 

Alabama     2,600  22,926 

Alaska  _ 12  51 

Arizona    176  2,033 

Arkansas 593  5,517 

California 2,219  12,121 

Canada  ._ 281  2,270 

Colorado  .._ 22  320 

Connecticut    21  190 

Delaware    317  2,316 

Florida    _ 4,019  32,781 

Foreign  _ 388  3,990 

Georgia     5,846  55,894 

Idaho    ._. 160  1,126 

Illinois    ....2,446  30,670 

Indiana 1,398  7,503 

Iowa 115  1,520 

Kansas  396  3,211 

Kentucky  2,730  22,616 

Louisiana     595  5,531 

Maine    .._._ 229  3,200 

Massachusetts 45  713 

Maryland  1,699  14,061 

Michigan 13,066  25,976 

Minnesota   73  640 

Mississippi  758  8,184 

Missouri    1,567  18,893 

Montana  248  1,946 

Nebraska   136  473 

New  Hampshire  57 

New  Jersey   219  2,231 

New   Mexico   182  1,755 

New  York 139  1,296 

Nevada   63  169 

North  Carolina    ....10,415  82,278 

North  Dakota    ._ 352  2,381 

Ohio ..5,000  31,097 

Oklahoma    286  3,648 

Oregon 268  2,739 

Pennsylvania    1,247  10,759 

Rhode  Island  2  24 

South  Carolina    .....  9,586  94,791 

South  Dakota  240  1,921 

Tennessee    3,539  44,144 

Texas 2,154  24,768 

Utah 39  308 

Virginia 1,754  19,861 

Washington    630  5,493 

Washintgon,  D.  C.      866  1,118 

West  Virginia  3,869  23,250 

Wisconsin 72  669 

Wyoming    _ 102  1,043 


83,179  643,172 

NOTE:  We  are  very  sorry  that  there 
was  a  mistake  made  in  the  South 
Carolina  Lighted  Pathway  rating  for 
the  month  of  April.  It  should  have 
read  11,124,  but  it  read  1,124.  All  other 
figures  were  correct,  including  total. 
We  are  so  sorry  for  this  error  and 
want  you  good  people  to  please  for- 
give us. — Editor. 

[Page  13] 
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LETTERS  FROM  OURBOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  was 
reading  over  this  month's  Lighted 
Pathway  and  thought  I  would  write 
to  you.  I  have  been  in  the  Navy  for  a 
little  over  eight  months  and  I  am 
proud  I  can  say  I  still  have  the  vic- 
tory in  my  soul.  Here  in  the  Navy  we 
meet  with  a  lot  of  hardships,  but  I 
just  look  up  and  think  of  the  ones 
that  Christ  had  to  go  through  with 
and  it  just  makes  me  smile  and  go  for- 
ward. I  have  been  saved  and  sancti- 
fied for  about  two  years  now  and  I 
have  not  found  anything  that  is  bet- 
ter. I  attended  Bible  School  last  year 
and  I  am  looking  forward  to  returning 
there  one  day  after  this  war  is  over. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  would  like  to  tell 
you  just  how  much  I  appreciate  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  but  I  cannot  find 
the  words  to  express  the  way  I  feel.  I 
receive  the  paper  every  month  and  I 
just  have  to  stop  work  and  read  it  as 
soon  as  it  comes.  It  surely  is  nice  to 
see  that  God's  work  is  going  on  in 
some  of  the  places  in  the  world  today. 
I  only  hope  that  I  can  do  a  small  part 
to  help  win  souls  to  Christ.  If  any  of 
the  1942-43  students  read  this  letter, 
I  surely  would  like  to  hear  from  them. 
Sister  Harrison,  pray  for  me  that  I 
may  go  ahead  in  God's  work  and  al- 
ways be  in  His  will. — Your  brother  in 
Christ,  James  Wesley  Braziel,  Jr., 
S  2|c,  USNR,  Box  18,  U.  S.  Naval  Air 
Station,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  sweet  name  of  Je- 
sus! 

I  am  writing  you  because  I  know  you 
people  are  a  praying  people,  and 
prayer  is  what  I  need.  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian boy  and  with  all  my  heart  am 
trying  to  serve  God  in  the  beauty  of 
holiness.  The  devil  is  trying  hard  to 
come  between  me  and  God,  so  I  want 
you  good  people  to  pray  for  me  that 
God  will  give  me  grace  to  overcome 
the  trials. 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  God  called 
me,  because  I  promised  Him  I  would 
tell  it  everywhere  I  could.  It  was  in 
July,  1941,  that  I  received  the  call,  but 
I  would  not  heed  His  voice.  I  wanted 
to  have  a  good  time.  I  would  drink, 
fight,  go  to  shows  and  everything  that 
the  devil  wanted  me  to.  I  was  working 
in  a  cotton  mill.  One  morning  I  awoke 
from  my  sleep  with  a  hurting  in  my 
back  and  head.  It  continued  all  day 
and  Saturday  morning  about  11:30  I 
passed  out,  and  was  taken  to  the  hos- 
pital. The  doctors  said  that  they  did 
all  they  could  for  me  and  gave 
me  up  and  pulled  the  pillow  from  un- 
der my  head,  and  told  daddy  I  would 
never  wake  up  any  more,  and  walked 
out.  Daddy  said  he  left  my  sister  with 
me  and  went  to  all  the  churches  and 
told  them  my  condition  and  to  pray 
that  God  would  not  just  heal  me  but 
give  me  another  chance.  Thank  God, 
He  did!  Daddy  said  while  I  was  un- 
conscious I  told  him  I  was  knee  deep 


in  hell.  God  was  showing  me  where  I 
was  bound.  I  praise  His  dear  name  for 
giving  me  another  chance.  I  would 
like  to  warn  every  sinner  not  to  put 
off  accepting  Jesus  too  long,  for  too 
long  might  mean  too  late.  I  believe  if 
I  had  not  answered  to  His  warnings  I 
would  not  be  here  today. 

I  desire  your  prayers  that  I  will 
stand  true  to  God  and  do  His  will. — 
Pvt.  Jesse  L.  Cribb,  Fort  Sill,  Okla. 

Dear  Brothers  and  Sisters: 

I  just  decided  I  would  write  a  few 
lines  to  let  you  all  know  that  I  am 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  en- 
joy it  very  much.  I  am  reading  my  Bi- 
ble every  day  and  go  to  church  all  I 
can.  I  am  trying  to  live  for  the  Lord, 
for  He  has  done  so  much  for  me,  and 
I  want  to  do  something  for  Him.  It  is 
hard  to  live  right  in  the  Army  where 
the  devil  is  working  in  every  way  to 
try  to  pull  us  down,  but  if  we  will  just 
hold  to  Jesus  He  will  not  let  us  down. 
I  want  to  be  ready  at  all  times,  for  we 
know  not  when  the  Son  of  man  is 
coming. 

I  am  asking  you  all  again  to  pray 
for  me  and  those  around  me,  for  they 
curse,  gamble  and  drink.  I  ask  them 
to  go  with  me  to  church  but  they  say 
no,  but  they  can  go  get  their  drink  as 
the  devil  wants  them  to  do.  But,  thank 
God,  I  don't  have  those  desires. 

I'll  sign  off  for  this  time. — A  true 
soldier  boy,  Pfc.  John  H.  Thompson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  many  months  now,  and  I 
want  you  to  know  that  the  sermons 
and  letters  from  the  boys  in  the  Serv- 
ice are  a  great  blessing  to  me.  I  have 
wanted  to  write  you  before  and  give 
my  testimony  for  I  love  the  Lord  and 
want  to  be  a  blessing  to  others. 

About  five  years  ago  the  Lord  spoke 
to  my  heart  in  an  old-time  holiness 
revival.  He  saved,  sanctified,  and  filled 
me  with  the1  Holy  Ghost  and  fire.  Since 
then  I  have  been  put  through  the 
fires,,  been  tested  and  tried  severely, 
but  always  the  Lord  has  given  me  the 
victory.  Always  with  the  temptations 
He  makes  a  way  of  escape;  I  am  nev- 
er tempted  above  that  which  I  am  able 
to  bear.  I  am  so  glad  that  when  the 
Lord  came  into  my  heart  He  took  the 
desires  of  the  world  out  and  gave  me 
the  spiritual  desires.  I  passed  from  the 
darkness  of  sin  into  the  marvelous 
light  of  the  Son  of  God.  The  things 
of  the  world  are  as  a  shadow,  they 
will  soon  pass  away.  I  hunger  and 
thirst  after  His  righteousness. 

All  of  you  dear  saints  of  God  please 
remember  the  boys  in  Service,  for  we 
really  need  your  prayers.  Our  souls 
are  vexed  from  day  to  day  because  of 
the  evil  conversations  around  us.  The 
effectual  fervent  prayer  of  a  right- 
eous one  availeth  much. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  and  your 
work  for  Him. — Your  brother  in  Christ, 


Pvt.  Archie  Lee  Covington,  34730953 
Med.  Det.  565th,  AAA  Aw.  Bn.,  Camp 
Stewart,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  write  a  few  lines  to  our 
wonderful  paper,  The  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  am  a  soldier  in  the  U.  S.  Army 
and  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord. 
I  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month  from  the  gideon  of  our  local 
church,  Sister  Frances  Spain.  It  is 
such  a  great  help  and  encouragement 
to  me.  When  I  am  sad  and  lonely  I 
can  read  it  and  find  comfort,  joy  and 
courage  to  hold  on  to  God.  There  are 
articles  in  it  that  are  very  encourag- 
ing and  others  that  are  very  touch- 
ing. I  certainly  am  glad  to  receive  it. 
May  God  bless  you  and  this  wonderful 
paper. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  at  DeSota  Park,  near  Rome,  Ga. 
I  was  Y.  P.  E.  president  there  for  al- 
most a  year  become  coming  into  the 
army.  I  was  also  a  teacher  of  the 
Young  People's  Class  for  fifteen 
months.  I  really  love  the  little  church 
and  long  to  be  back  there.  By  the  help 
of  God  I  will  be  back;  however,  if  I 
don't  get  back  I  expect  to  go  to  the 
place  prepared  for  me  in  heaven. 

I  will  appreciate  the  prayers  of  all 
of  you  who  read  this  that  I  will  stand 
true  to  God  and  He  will  bring  me  safe- 
ly through  the  war.  Pray  for  all  of  the 
men  in  the  Armed  Forces.  They  need 
your  prayers,  and  pray  that  this  war 
will  soon  be  over. — Pfc.  Leonard  B. 
Brown,  U.  S.  Army.  527  Med.  Hosp. 
Ship,  Platoon  (Sep.) ,  Camp  Stoneman, 
Calif. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  get  the  Lighted  Pathway  every 
month  and  certainly  do  appreciate  it. 
I  am  overseas  and  have  a  brother  over 
here  that  I  have  seen  a  few  times.  He 
is  a  sinner,  so  pray  for  him.  We  sol- 
diers need  your  prayers. 

My  wife  is  a  good  Christian  in  the 
Church  of  God.  We  have  a  little  baby. 
It  was  three  months  old  when  I  left 
for  overseas.  I  surely  get  homesick  for 
my  wife  and  baby,  but,  praise  God,  He 
comforts  our  souls.  We  have  quite  a 
few  Christians  here.  One  of  them  is  a 
Church  of  God  member  and  his  wife  a 
Church  of  God  preacher. 

Pray  that  this  war  will  soon  be  over 
and  we  can  go  home.  I  surely  will  be 
happy  when  the  day  comes  that  I  can 
go  back  to  my  wife  and  baby. 

God  bless  you  in  your  good  work.  I 
always  look  forward  to  the  new  edi- 
tion of  the  paper,  and  always  pass  it 
on  to  others.  I  have  been  in  the  Army 
fourteen  months  now. 

There  is  no  holiness  church  over 
here,  and  I  surely  miss  our  church  at 
home.  I  belong  to  the  church  at  Uh- 
richsville,  Ohio. 

Pray  for  all  of  us  soldier  boys.  God 
answers  our  prayers  overseas  as  well 
as  at  home. — Pvt.  C.  L.  Belba. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  First  Letter  From  a 


ervice 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  a  soldier  girl  join  your  forces? 
for  there  are  a  lot  of  us  serving  along 
with  our  brothers-in-arms.  I  do  not 
know  just  what  you  will  think  when 
you  receive  this  letter,  but  I  hope  that 
you  will  accept  it.  I  am  just  one  of 
the  many  girls  in  the  military  service, 
and  fairly  typical  of  them  all,  I  think. 
Undoubtedly  you  have  heard  many 
things  about  us,  but  please  do  not 
believe  them — at  least  not  all  of  them. 
For  the  most  of  us,  we  are  a  group  of 
girls  who  are  trying  to  help  get  a 
very  difficult  job  done.  We  are  civil- 
ians in  uniform  because  we  realized 
that  in  this  way  we  can  show  our  ap- 
preciation for  having  been  born  in 
America,  and  we  are  grateful  that  we 
can  serve  her  in  her  time  of  need. 
Perhaps  I  can  give  you  an  example 
that  will  help  you  to  understand  a 
little  better  what  I  am  trying  to  say. 

This  morning  two  girl  friends  and  I 
went  to  Arlington  Cemetery  to  visit 
the  Tomb  of  the  Unknown  Soldier.  As 
we  stood  there  in  front  of  the  tomb, 
I  was  so  proud  that  I,  a  girl,  could 
help  in  a  small  way  to  uphold  the 
principles  for  which  all  of  the  soldiers 
before  us  have  given  "the  last  full 
measure  of  devotion."  When  we  had 
passed  the  tomb,  we  walked  on  up  a 
few  steps,  and  then  as  one  person  we 
turned  and  saluted  the  tomb.  None  of 
us  knew  that  the  others  would  salute, 
it  was  simply  a  spontaneous  move- 
ment on  the  part  of  each  of  us.  It  was 
just  our  way  of  saying  "Thank  you," 
but  it  gave  us  such  a  wonderful  feel- 
ing to  think  that  men  have  died,  their 
graves  unmarked  somewhere  over 
there,  and  now  we  can  fight,  too,  not 
with  guns  or  cannons,  but  with  our 
hearts.  I  thought  while  we  stood  there, 
Here  we  are,  three  girls,  representing 
three  different  sections  of  the  coun- 
try, three  different  religions,  yet  unit- 
ed to  the  point  that  all  of  us  were 
willing  to  give  up  our  individualities, 
so  that  others  after  us  may  enjoy  the 
same  privileges  that  we  have  had.  I 
felt  very  little  and  unworthy  of  the 
trust  that  has  been  given  to  me.  Sev- 
eral civilians  standing  around  the 
tomb,  commented  on  the  way  that  we 
had  saluted  simultaneously,  and  con- 
gratulated us.  It  made  me  feel  very 
proud,  but  at  the  same  time,  I  felt 
even  more  humble  than  before,  for  I 
knew  how  unworthy  I  was  in  compar- 
ison with  the  ones  who  are  commem- 
orated there. 

When  you  see  a  WAC,  Sister  Harri- 
son, will  you  please  think  kindly  of 
her,  and  breathe  just  a  little  prayer 
for  all  of  us?  Pray  that  we  can  all 
come  home  soon,  for  that  is  where  we 
all  want  to  be.  When  the  girls  get 
together  around  someone's  bunk,  we 
talk  about  everything,  and  then  some- 
one mentions  home  and  we  all  start 
in  at  once.  I  always  have  plenty  to 
say  about  Tennessee,  and  if  no  one 
hears  me,  I  just  keep  raising  my  voice 


louder  and  louder  until  they  do.  Isn't 
it  funny  the  things  that  one  remem- 
bers about  home?  I  don't  mean  our 
families  and  friends,  but  little  things, 
fights  when  we  were  children,  a  new 
dress  and  many,  many  other  things 
that  have  been  forgotten  for  years. 
For  instance  the  chapel  here  on  the 
post  reminds  me  of  the  little  church 
that  we  used  to  attend.  Do  you  re- 
member Georgetown,  and  the  church 
that  Brother  Carl  Cox  had  there?  I 
remember  one  time  that  I  was  sick 
there,  and  the  Christians  prayed  for 
me  and  I  was  healed.  I  guess  that  I 
have  more  or  less  forgotten  how  to 
pray,  but  none  know  the  value  of 
prayers  more  than  I. 

Do  you  object  to  my  writing  all  of 
this?  I  hope  not,  for  I  wanted  to  tell 
you  and  all  of  the  others  "back  home" 
that  even  though  we  are  soldiers  now, 
we  are  anxiously  waiting  for  the  time 
when  we  can  come  back  home  to  stay. 
When  that  time  comes,  I  know  that  I 
for  one,  will  be  a  much  better  person, 
both  as  a  woman  and  a  citizen,  for 
having  been  a  soldier.  If  you  hear 
someone  criticizing  any  of  us,  or  say- 
ing unkind  things  about  us,  please  tell 
them  for  all  of  us  that  we  are  the 
same  people  that  we  were  before  the 
war,  except  that  now  we  can  sing  "My 
country  'tis  of  Thee,"  and  really  mean 
it,  for  it  is  ours;  we  have  helped  to 
keep  it  that  way.  Can  vou  write  to  me 
sometimes,  Sister  Harrison?  I  love  to 
get  letters  from  friends  (tell  me  what 
soldier  doesn't) ,  and  I  like  to  think 
that  you  are  one  of  my  old  friends, 
too. — Sincerely  yours,  Cpl.  Dottie  Bus- 
ter, WAC,  Hq.  2525th  Service  Unit, 
Signal  Corps,  South  Post,  Ft.  Myer, 
Virginia. 

God  bless  you,  Dottie.  We  are  so 
glad  to  get  a  letter  from  one  of  our 
soldier  girls.  We  want  you  to  know  we 
appreciate  you  and  are  praying  for 
you. 


"I  KNOW  YOU'RE  NEAR" 

AN  UNKNOWN  SOLDIER-POET 
'TALKS'  TO  GOD 

Poem    submitted    to    Castle    through 
courtesy  of  Pvt.  Richard   Stover, 
Company  B,  Fifth  Battalion. 

Somewhere  in  Italy  before  the  ene- 
mies' guns  silenced  his  voice  and  pen, 
a  soldier  poet,  inspired  by  his  discov- 
ery of  God  in  the  midst  of  hell  on 
earth,  composed  the  following  poem. 

In  simple,  terse,  humble  eloquence 
the  unknown  soldier-poet  transcends 
the  gamut  of  human  emotions  as  he 
contemplates  his  God.  It  is  an  answer 
to  agnostics  and  a  sombre  challenge 
to  Fascism.  With  pious  devotion  and 
plaintive  hope,  the  unknown  soldier 
wrote : 

"Look  God,  I   have  never  spoken  to 

You, 
But  now  I  want  to  say,  How  do  You  do; 


You  see,  God,  they  told  me  You  didn't 

exist, 
And  like  a  fool,  I  believed  all  this. 

Last    night    from   a   shellhole,    I    saw 

Your  sky, 
I  figured  right  then,  they  had  told  me 

a  lie; 
Had  I  taken  time  to  see  things  You 

made, 
I'd  have  known  they  weren't  calling  a 

spade  a  spade. 

I  wonder,  God,  if  You'd  shake  my 
hand, 

Somehow  I  feel  that  You  will  under- 
stand; 

Funny,  I  had  to  come  to  this  hellish 
place, 

Before  I  had  time  to  see  Your  face. 

Well,  I  guess  there  isn't  much  more 
to  say. 

But  I'm  sure  glad,  God,  I  met  You  to- 
day; 

I  guess  the  "Zero  Hour"  will  soon  be 
here, 

But  I'm  not  afraid,  since  I  know 
You're  near. 

The  Signal — well,  God,  I'll  have  to  go, 
I  like  You  lots,  this  I  want  You  to 

know; 
Look    now,    this    will    be    a    horrible 

fight, 
Who    knows — I    may    come    to    Your 

house  tonight. 

Though  I  wasn't  friendly  to  You  be- 
fore, 

I  wonder.  God,  if  You'd  wait  at  Your 
door; 

Look!  I'm  crying — me,  shedding  tears! 

I  wish  I  had  known  You  these  many 
years. 

Well  ...  I  have  to  go  now,  God — 

good-bye! 
Strange  .  .  .  since  I  met  You — I'm  not 

afraid  to  die! 

(This  poem  was  found  on  the  body 
of  an  American  soldier  after  a  bat- 
tle somewhere  in  Italy.  The  identity 
of  the  poet  has  not  been  determined. 
The  finder  sent  the  poem  to  his  wife, 
Mrs.  James  Day  of  New  York  City, 
who  submitted  in  turn  to  James  J. 
Walker,  former  mayor  of  New  York. 
Ex-Mayor  Walker  read  the  poem  on 
his  regular  Sunday  morning  broad- 
cast over  WORJ 

Commenting  on  the  literary  merit 
of  the  soldier-poem,  Mr.  Walker  stat- 
ed, "Never  have  I  read  anything  of 
more  beautiful  sincerity,  or  pious 
humbleness.  It  does  not  manifest  the 
scholarly  attainments  of  the  immortal 
poets,  but  neither  Dante  or  Virgil 
could  have  surpassed  the  eloquence 
of  its  sincerity. 

"These  are  the  last  words  of  an  un- 
known soldier,  unknown  to  you  and 
me — but  no  stranger  to  God,"  Mr. 
Walker  concluded. 


The  person  who  gives  a  good  man  a 
bad  name  will  never  get  what  he  ex- 
pected in  return  for  the  gift,  but  will 
get  what  he  intended  for  the  other 
fellow  to  get. 


July, 1944 
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Dear  Service  Men: 

Doubtless  in  your  moments  of  med- 
itation you  are  constantly  thinking  of 
home,  America,  the  most  blessed  na- 
tion on  God's  great  earth.  Yes,  the 
youngest  nation,  yet  the  greatest.  Tre- 
mendous is  its  resourceful  output. 
Fond  memories  have  thrilled  your  soul 
many  times,  I'm  sure,,  and  you  have 
learned  to  value  it  far  above  that  you 
did  before  you  went  away,  but  I  won- 
der if  you  have  thought  of  the  reason 
of  its  greatness. 

Now  it  didn't  come  about  because 
we  were  people  of  a  superior  race. 
Surely  if  we  thought  so  we  would  be 
under  a  deceptive  spell  similar  to  that 
of  the  German  people. 

Before  we  find  an  answer  to  our 
question  I  will  take  this  means  of  giv- 
ing you  a  few  much-deserved  roses. 
As  I  enjoy  the  comforts  of  the  Amer- 
ican life  back  here  on  the  home  front, 
(for  truly  our  sacrifice  in  material 
things,  as  yet,  has  been  so  little  that 
we  have  hardly  felt  the  horrible  sting 
of  war) ,  I  think  of  you  over  there  who 
stand  between  the  enemy,  and  then 
of  us  back  home.  Yes,  it's  you,  by  God's 
help  and  grace,  who  have  kept  us 
from  being  stripped  of  our  freedom 
and  being  bound  in  unbearable  chains 
of  slavery.  You  toil,  sweat,  struggle, 
sacrifice,  suffer,  and  even  dare  to  die, 
that  Old  Glory,  the  emblem  of  free- 
dom, might  still  unfurl  over  the  land 
of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the 
brave.  As  you  ponder,  and  your 
thoughts  wander  back  home,  and  your 
heart  warms  toward  those  dear  unto 
you,  likewise  our  thoughts  and  imagi- 
nations seek  out  the  place  where  you 
are.  Once  more  we  think  of  your 
brave  stand,  and  our  souls  lift  heav- 
enward with  this  utterance,  "God 
bless  our  precious  boys." 

Now  let  us  consider  the  One  that 
stood  between  us  and  the  enemy  of 
all  mankind.  Paul  said  (Eph.  2:3)  we 
were  by  nature  the  children  of  wrath; 
yes,  born,  so  to  speak,  in  the  world 
with  our  backs  toward  God;  victims 
of  a  sinful  nature  that  was  inherited 
from  our  first  parents,  who  through 
their  act  of  disobedience  brought 
themselves  under  the  mastery  of  Sa- 
tan. Thus  the  curse  of  sin  came  upon 
the  human  race.  David  said  (Psa.  7: 
11),  "God  is  angry  with  the  wicked 
every  day."  He  is  a  righteous  God  and 
He  cannot  look  on  sin.  Jesus  took  upon 
Himself  the  iniquity  of  us  all;  that  is, 
He  stood  between  God  and  us,  and 
bore  the  blame,  and  paid  the  penalty 
for  our  sins.  Thus  He  appeased  the 
wrath  of  God  and  conquered  death, 
the  power  that  Satan  formerly  had 
(Heb.  2:14). 

He  hung  there  suffering,  suffering 
for  you  and  me,  and  finally  yielded 
up  the  ghost.  As  He  did  so,  the  veil  of 
the  temple  was  rent  in  twain  from  the 
top  to  the  bottom,  which  is  a  type  of 
the  breaking  down  of  that  which  sep- 
arated us  from  God.  Therefore,  by  His 


blood  we  have  the  right  to  enter  the 
Holy  of  holies  and  make  our  personal 
request  known  unto  God. 

No  longer  do  we  have  to  stand  in 
the  outer  sanctuary  and  confess  our 
faults  to  an  earthly  priest,  and  have 
him  pray  for  us,  but  rather  we  have  an 
heavenly  Priest  (Heb.  7:23-25)  who 
ever  lives  and  sits  in  the  presence  of 
God  the  Father  to  make  intercession 
for  us.  Think  of  the  privilege  to  pray 
to  the  great  God  of  the  heavens,  one 
who  is  able  to  do  all  things  for  us. 

It  has  been  said  that  a  man  walk- 
ing down  the  streets  one  day  prayed 
to  God  for  a  country  where  one  could 
have  the  freedom  to  worship  the  Lord. 
In  the  year  of  fourteen  and  ninety- 
two  the  mighty  unlimited  Power  of 
God  began  to  move  in  the  direction 
of  the  answer  to  this  little  humble 
prayer.  It  is  clear  to  be  seen  now  why 
the  devil  sought  to  have  the  life  of 
Columbus  taken  while  on  the  high 
seas,  but  God  was  answering  prayer, 
and  His  plans  were  not  to  be  thwarted. 
Most  every  American  soldier  remem- 
bers when  he  was  just  a  tousled- 
headed  lad,  how  he  studied  American 
history  which  told  about  the  settle- 
ment of  our  pilgrim  fathers.  Quite 
noteworthy  is  the  fact  that  they  built 
their  log  church  along  with  their  log 
homes,  and  from  the  first  we  find 
them  worshiping  God.  Though  they 
must  have  suffered  many  hardships, 
yet  I  dare  say,  this  freedom  they 
prized  so  dearly  gave  them  courage  to 
faithfully  lay  the  groundwork  for  the 
new  world  in  which  they  had  come  to 
dwell. 

Years  later  we  come  to  another  im- 
portant scene.  Here  we  find  our  God- 
fearing forefathers  gathered  together 
in  conference  to  draw  up  the  Consti- 
tution of  our  nation.  The  Bible  was 
considered,  and  the  right  to  worship 
was  made  a  law.  That,  my  country- 
man, is  the  outstanding  right  for 
which  you  fight  today.  Also,  that  is 
the  answer,  for  our  country's  great- 
ness. But  the  question  is,  Do  you  know 
God,  have  you  taken  advantage  of  that 
right?  If  not,  you  are  fighting  for  a 
right  you  refuse  to  have. 

Yes,  sad  but  true,  the  reason  we  are 
engaged  in  this  terrible  conflict  is  be- 
cause our  nation,  to  such  a  great  ex- 
tent, has  forgotten  the  cause  that  our 
forefathers  stood  so  gallantly  for. 
Will  you  do  your  part  in  helping  to 
bring  America  back  to  God,  by  accept- 
ing Him  for  yourself? 

Think  of  His  many  benefits.  He  has 
said,  "I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  for- 
sake thee;  Lo,  I  am  with  thee  alway, 
even  unto  the  end."  Though  He  should 
see  fit  for  time  to  cease  for  you,  think 
what  it  would  mean  to  know  Him,  and 
what  a  consolation  to  loved  ones  to 
know  your  troubles  all  ended  when 
you  passed  from  here  to  the  other  side. 

1  Tim.  5:24,  "Some  men's  sins  are 
open  beforehand,  going  before  to 
judgment;  and  some  men  follow  aft- 


er." If  you  haven't,  will  you  send  yours 
on  today?  John  6:37,  "Him  that  cometh 
to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out."  "He 
that  covereth  his  sins  shall  not  pros- 
per: but  whoso  confesseth  and  for- 
saketh  them  shall  have  mercy,"  Prov. 
28:13. 

Remember  the  God  of  our  fathers 
is  the  Author  of  the  liberty  we  have 
enjoyed  so  long.  Give  Him  the  praise. 

Here's  hoping  this  little  mes- 
sage might  be  the  means  of  helping 
some  precious  boy  find  a  hiding  place 
in  the  Rock,  Christ  Jesus. 

Yours  for  the  Master's  cause, 

Mrs.  Juanita  Benson. 


REFLECTIONS  ON  ETERNSTY 

Mrs.  Fletcher  Phillips 

Somehow  we  fail  to  see  life's  fading 
rays  reflecting  shadows  on  the  distant 
hills  of  time.  In  reality,  life  lingers 
over  such  a  short  span  of  time  that 
even  the  thought  of  eternity  causes 
us  to  pause  and  try  to  grasp  within 
our  minds  just  how  long  it  deals  with 
the  human  soul. 

Life  is  beautiful  to  the  individual 
who  loves  and  thinks  of  God  as  the 
"Keeper  of  the  universe."  We  really 
don't  recognize  God's  supreme  control 
over  our  life.  We,  respectively,  are  so 
small,  yet  so  great  in  His  sight. 

As  an  individual,  we  are  merely  an- 
other person  striving  to  be  recognized 
by  the  world.  Did  you  ever  stop  to 
think  that  the  average  person's  sole 
aim  in  this  world  is  to  provide  a  de- 
cent living  for  his  family  and  to  be 
recognized  by  the  world  as  a  promi- 
nent citizen?  It's  true  that  most  of  us 
hate  to  admit  that  we  want  others, 
especially  of  importance,  to  praise  our 
work,  to  offer  words  of  compliments 
— not  flattery — and  really  know  we 
deserve  them. 

And  then  the  majority  of  people, 
when  this  is  accomplished,  hate  to 
admit  they  are  gradually  getting  old- 
er. Of  course,  there  might  be  a 
thought  but  it  is  quickly  cast  aside 
with,  "Oh  well,  let  that  take  care  of 
itself,"  and  indeed  it  will. 

My  friend,  one  day  we'll  have  to  see 
ourselves  as  we  really  are — old  and 
feeble  and  our  temple  of  clay  crum- 
bling into  obscurity — and  then  what? 
The  answer  is  that  death  is  slowly 
creeping  into  our  life.  We've  heard 
others  talk  of  death  and  perhaps  some 
of  them  experienced  it.  But  then  it 
will  be  a  reality  in  our  life.  Will  it  be 
a  dreadful  experience  that  makes  one 
shrink  from  the  very  thought  of  it, 
or  will  it  mean  peaceful  slumber  with 
life  everlasting  in  God's  presence? 
Truly  there  is  a  vast  difference  in  the 
end  of  the  life  of  a  Christian  and 
that  of  a  sinner.  We  know  that  the 
death  of  the  righteous  is  precious  in 
God's  sight  and  that  the  wicked  is 
cursed  with  punishment.  If  you  are 
not  a  Christian  today,  it  will  pay  you 
to  consider  the  value  of  the  soul  of 
man. 


The  heart  that  is  kept  full  of  love 
will  never  become  cranky  or  hard. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  May: 

Michigan    $567.77 

North  Carolina  131.55 

Florida 104.00 

South  Carolina  86.90 

West  Virginia    49.00 

Ohio _     34.38 

Georgia   29.00 

Missouri  _ _ 24.40 

Kentucky 23.00 

Maryland    15.40 

Tennessee  14.50 

Illinois     11.20 

Texas   10.00 

Pennsylvania 9.35 


Indiana 
Oklahoma  . 

North  Dakota 

Delaware    

Alabama    

Washington,  D.  C.  _ 

Nevada 

Arkansas 

California  _. 


7.00 
7.00 
6.00 
5.00 
5.00 
2.60 
2.00 
1.50 
1.50 

Mississippi    1.00 

Washington  _ 1.00 

Virginia  1.00 


$1,151.05 


May  Prize  Winner 

Miss  Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio, 
is  the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

May  Honor  Roll 

Mrs.  Mae  Truitt,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Leona  Marshall,  Cantwell,  Mo. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Mich. 
R.  W.  Sperry,  San  Pedro,  Calif. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 

MISSION  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

measuring  547,200  square  feet,  but  it  is 
not  as  high.  Among  this  group  of  pyr- 
amids there  is  what  would  seem  to 
have  been  a  citadel,  the  Temple  of 
Quetzalcoate.  This  one  has  the  snake 
head  carvings.  Another  pyramid  is 
called  the  Pyramid  of  the  Moon. 

In  another  direction  from  the  city 
is  another  group  of  pyramids.  We 
climbed  the  steps  of  this  larger  one;  I 
counted  them — sixty-two  in  all.  The 
sides  are  very  steep  and  the  steps  are 
narrow.  On  three  sides  of  the  base  of 
the  monument  are  low  platforms  up- 
on which  are  many  S-shaped  serpents 
ranged  side  by  side.  We  were  told  that 
prisoners  were  captured  just  to  be 
forced  to  dance  up  the  many  steps  as 
an  act  of  gaiety  before  the  gods.  Upon 
refusing  to  feign  happiness  in  danc- 
ing they  were  whipped  from  below  so 
their  god  could  not  see.  Oh,  if  they 
could  only  have  been  told  that  the 
really  true  God  has  an  all-seeing  eye. 

Inside,  we  were  shown  through  the 
many  tunnels  where  only  our  God 
knows  what  occurred.  We  were  made 
to  feel  how  needful  the  gospel  was  to 
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those  ancients.  Then  we  look  around 
and  realize  that  it  is  just  as  urgent  to- 
day. 

Shopping  in  Mexico's  largest  mar- 
kets was  interesting.  They  have  a  very 
good  choice  of  fruits  and  vegetables. 
We  enjoyed  looking  at  the  extraordi- 
nary pottery  designs  and  the  beautiful 
woven  articles  and  shawls.  These  mar- 
kets are  almost  invariably  classed  as 
utterly  unclean,  but  they  are  a  credit 
to  markets  in  other  places  which  we 
have  visited.  Mexican  shops  close  at 
12:30  until  3:00  for  the  big  meal  of 
the  day — after  which  the  famous 
Spanish  siesta  takes  place.  This  cus- 
tom of  taking  a  nap  after  eating  is 
prevalent  in  all  classes.  The  poor  lie  on 
the  streets  anywhere  and  sleep.  Thus 
the  hottest  portion  of  the  day  is  spent 
in  rest  so  the  cooler  part  can  be  used 
for  labor.  The  hot  sun  seems  to  take 
all  the  ambition  out  of  one. 

Oh  yes,  the  dining  part!  The  eating 
takes  a  long  time;  perhaps  it  is  be- 
cause everyone  has  ample  time.  The 
food  is  slowly  brought  to  the  table  in 
courses.  It  just  doesn't  do  to  be  in  an 
American  hurry.  Since  we  had  heard 
much  about  Spanish  food,  I  almost 
dreaded  for  the  time  to  come  when 
the  stomachs  demanded  attention. 
They  serve  fried  brown  beans,  fried 
rice  and  tortillas  for  breakfast.  The 
taste  is  agreeable,  although  it  pro- 
vides an  overly  heavy  diet.  Tortillas 
are  very  simply  made.  The  corn  ker- 
nels are  boiled  in  lime  water.  When 
the  skins  loosen  the  corn  hearts  are 
mashed  or  ground  with  a  small  ob- 
long rock  against  a  larger  flat,  slight- 
ly concaved  rock.  The  pulp  is  then 
kneaded  much  with  a  little  water.  It 
is  then  patted  into  perfectly  round 
thin  cakes  without  salt,  leavening,  or 
anything  added.  These  patties  are 
baked  on  a  large  flat  vessel  without 
grease.  These  are  served  three  times 
daily.  Other  typical  native  fruit  and 
vegetables  one  soon  learns  to  almost 
relish.  Of  course,  for  those  who  de- 
sire, an  ample  supply  of  American 
dishes  are  available.  The  food  in  all 
these  Latin  American  countries  dif- 
fer very  little;  the  biggest  surprise  we 
received  was  we  found  the  price  of 
most  everything  so  high! 

(To  be.  continued) 


HYMN  STORIES 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

was  about  to  sing  this  song  in  St. 
Louis,  he  related  the  incident.  A  man 
sprang  to  his  feet  in  the  audience  and 
said,  "I  am  the  boy  she  kissed  that 
night.  I  was  never  able  to  get  away 
from  the  impression  made  by  that 
touching  act,  until  I  became  a  Chris- 
tian."— Christian  Victory. 


A  LESSON  IN  AMERICANISM 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
A  few  minutes  later  the  boys  came 
upon  Thad  seated  dejectedly  on  the 
back  step  of  his  home.  The  grass  had 
deadened  their  footfalls  so  they  had 
rounded  the  corner  of  the  house  be- 
fore he  knew  of  their  presence. 
The  lad  was  the  picture  of  misery, 


not  even  a  dog  to  keep  him  company. 

The  boys  felt  that  they  were  in- 
truding and  noisily  scuffed  the  gravel 
to  give  warning. 

Thad  instantly  jerked  upright  and 
wiped  the  woe  from  his  face.  But  he 
could  not  smile.  He  thought  bitterly 
that  they  had  come  to  brag  a  bit  more 
about  the  good  time  they  were  going 
to  have  on  the  Fourth  of  July! 

It  was  an  awkward  moment.  The 
boys  had  no  idea  how  to  begin  what 
they  had  come  to  say.  That  woe- 
begone attitude  had  been  so  discon- 
certing. Every  one  of  them  was  sure 
they  would  not  want  any  one  to  see 
them  looking  like  that. 

Tim  had  been  repeatedly  told  that 
"The  way  to  do  a  thing  is — to  do  it!" 
So  in  this  emergency,  when  the  rest 
seemed  tongue-tied,  he  stepped  out. 
"Say,  Thad,  we  fellows  wondered  if 
you  wouldn't  like  to  march  along  with 
us  in  that  parade.  Mr.  Brockton  said 
to  bring  any  other  fellows  that  we 
wanted  to,  and — " 

"And  we  want  you  with  us,"  broke 
in  Rex  eagerly.  After  the  words  had 
started  Rex  could  join  in. 

A  slow  light  broke  over  the  face  of 
the  other  boy.  It  was  like  a  ray  of 
sunshine  that  breaks  through  the 
clouds  of  a  summer  morning,  and, 
presto!  the  clouds  disappear. 

"You  want  me ! "  Thad  said  incredu- 
lously. 

Again  and  more  earnestly,  several 
and  together,  the  boys  assured  Thad 
that  they  certainly  did  want  him  to 
share  the  pleasures  and  the  honors 
of  the  day. 

"But — but — "  Thad  stammered,  "I 
said  awful  things  about  your  celebra- 
tion!" 

"You  didn't  mean  it,"  assured  Tim 
easily.  "We  all  say  things  when  we  are 
trying  to  make  ourselves  believe  it. 
But  you  knew  better,  now  didn't  you?" 

"Oh,  I  did,  I  did,"  cried  Thad.  "I 
was  so  lonesome,  and  so  homesick.  We 
had  letters  this  morning  from  our  old 
home  and  my  friends  were  all  going 
to  be  in  a  celebration  just  like  this 
one  here.  And  I  couldn't  be  there,  and 
nobody  wanted  me  here,  and  I — I — 
just  tried  to  make  myself  believe  I 
didn't  care,"  and  he  gulped. 

The  boys  exchanged  glances.  What 
if  they  had  allowed  that  unhappy  feel- 
ing to  go  on!  Well,  they  hadn't. 

After  discussing  details  Thad  asked 
curiously,  "How  did  you  boys  happen 
to  come  over  here  this  afternoon,  any- 
way?" 

They  looked  at  each  other  self-con- 
sciously. "Tell  him,  Tim,"  urged  Rex. 

So  honest  Tim  blurted  out  the 
truth.  "We  wanted  to  teach  you  a  les- 
son in  Americanism — and  I  guess 
we've  learned  a  bigger  one  ourselves. 
We've  found  out  that  when  we  work 
the  Golden  Rule  and  try  to  do  unto 
others  as  we'd  like  to  have  them  do 
to  us  that  it  makes  us  all  patriotic!" 


All  we  hear  would  make  a  large 
book,  but  it  would  contain  many, 
many  errors. 
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MY  SON 

Lillie  Morris 
One  year  ago  today 
You  left,  my  son, 
And  went  away; 

It  grieved  my  heart  to  see  you  go, 
But  Uncle  Sam  called,  and  it  was  so. 

I  know  you  are   coming  home  some 

day, 
For  I  have   prayed   and   cleared   the 

way; 
The  Lord  has  surely  been  good  to  you, 
He  has  protected  you  the  whole  year 

through. 

And  though  you  sailed  upon  the  sea, 
He  heard  my  prayers  and  delivered 

thee'; 
All  through  the  jungles,  wherever  you 

roam, 
He  will  protect  thee  and  bring  thee 

home. 
Be  brave,  my  son,  and  do  not  fear, 
For  He   has   kept  thee   through   this 

year, 
And  if  another  you  must  stay, 
He  will  be  there  along  your  way. 
Look  up  to  God  who  dwells  on  high 
And  He  will  bring  you  home  by-and- 

by. 

RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

Trembling  at  the  news,  Rachel 
trembled  yet  more  violently  at  the 
sight  of  Max's  handwriting.  Con- 
cealing herself  from  observation  as 
closely  as  possible,  quickly  and  tensely 
she  scanned  the  pages  of  the  letter. 

Her  mother-in-law  had  been  killed 
by  an  auto  crash.  It  was  Rachel's  own 
limousine  that  she  was  driving.  And, 
as  might  have  been  expected,  with  her 
usual  wild  speed.  And  also — so  Rachel 
was  able  to  infer  as  she  read  between 
the  lines— with  her  usual  defiant  dis- 
regard of  traffic  regulations.  Red 
lights  were  always  quite  inconse- 
quential to  her  if  the  coast  looked 
clear  and  she  chose  to  ignore  their 
warning. 

But  this  time  the  red  lights  had 
meant  danger.  Unsuspected  by  Mrs. 
Kalinsky,  a  large  motor  truck  was 
rounding  the  sudden  curve  ahead.  Too 
late  Mrs.  Kalinsky  saw  it.  Instantly 
there  came  a  terrific  crash  as  truck 
and  limousine  met  in  a  head-on 
collision. 

From  underneath  the  wreakage  of 
the  expensive  car  they  extricated  her, 
mangled  and  bleeding.  But  life  was 
not  yet  extinct  and  they  bore  her  to 
the  nearest  hospital — with  a  shudder 
Rachel  read  the  name — the  Hebrew 
Hospital  of  Santa  X • 

There,  through  a  night  of  terrible 
agony,  Deborah  Kalinsky  lingered,  but 
with  the  dawning  of  the  new  day — a 
day  of  golden  California  sunshine — 
her  spirit  fled. 

Rachel  suddenly  felt  sick  and 
stunned.  She  Vvas  shaken  to  the  very 
foundations.  She  must  get  away  at 
once — before  Ben  or  Esther  saw  her. 
Quietly  she  slipped  out  the  door,  and 
walked  the  short  distance  to  beautiful 
Bronx  Park  and  sat  weakly  down  up- 
on a  bench  beside  the  lake.  The  whole 
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fearful  scene  flashed  vividly  before 
her  eyes — the  angry  blaze  of  red 
lights  —  the  sudden  crash  —  the 
mangled  form  of  Deborah  Kalinsky. 
And  then  the  hospital  — The^Hebrew 
Hospital  of  Santa  X !  ^ 

Had  Mrs.  Kalinsky's  room  through 
the  night  of  physical  anguish  been 
near  the  psychopathic  ward?  Rachel 
wondered.  And  if  so,  had  she  heard 
the  mental  patients'  shrieks  and 
groans  as  Rachel  had  heard  them 
through  her  awful  night  there?  If  she 
had,  what  horror!  What  swift  and 
fearful  retribution! 

For  a  full  hour  Rachel  experienced 
a  raging  tumult  of  emotion  within 
her  breast.  But  at  last,  beside  the 
quiet  lake,  her  spirit  gradually  became 
soothed,  as  she  held  communion  with 
her  Lord  and  prayed  the  whole  thing 
through.  When  finally  she  started 
home  her  heart  was  entirely  at  peace. 
She  could  thank  God  in  all  sincerity 
that  it  held  no  bitterness —  no  hatred. 
Rather  there  was  entire  forgiveness 
of  the  one  person  on  earth  who,  above 
all  others,  had  been  her  cruel  enemy. 
Nay  more,  Rachel  felt  toward  Deborah 
Kalinsky  even  the  compassionate 
love  of  Christ. 

For  in  the  peaceful  quiet  of  the 
park,  God  had  revealed  her  mother- 
in-law  to  her  in  an  entirely  new  light. 
No  longer  did  she  appear  as  an  agency 
of  satanic  opposition  against  a  Hebrew 
believer  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  but 
she  was  the  instrument  of  Rachel's 
chastening  in  the  Father's  hand.  All 
that  she  had  practised  of  cruelty  and 
vicious  malice  toward  her  had  been 
overruled  of  God  and  directed  by  Him 
to  the  refining  of  the  gold  in  Rachel's 
character  and  faith.  Like  Joseph  of 
his  brothers,  Rachel  could  truly  say  of 
Deborah  Kalinsky,  she  thought  evil 
against  her,  but  God  meant  it  unto 
good. 

Then,  too,  Rachel  must  never  for- 
get;— she  owed  her  much.  Deborah 
Kalinsky  had  been  her  mother's  life- 
long, dearest  friend.  Faithfully  she 
had  ministered  to  her  in  her  darkest 
hour.  Faithfully,  too,  she  had  be- 
friended Rachel  as  her  mother's  or- 
phaned child,  and  had  given  her  a 
home. 

And  above  everything  else — to  this 
woman  Rachel  owed  her  husband.  She 
was  Max's  mother,  and  Max  had  loved 
her  devotedly  and  so  had  she  loved 
him.  Her  love  had  been  thoroughly 
selfish  and  unwise,  it  was  quite  true; 
but  nevertheless  Deborah  Kalinsky 
had  loved  her  son,  and  for  his  sake 
Rachel  must  love  her. 

But  her  soul!  What  of  Deborah 
Kalinsky's  soul?  Rachel  shuddered. 
But  there,  too,  God  gave  peace.  Who 
could  tell  what  dealings  He  might  not 
have  had  with  her  during  those  last 
terrible  moments  of  her  life?  In  the 
eleventh  hour  the  dying  thief  upon 
the  cross  beheld  the  Christ,  and  con- 
fessing Him  was  granted  full  for- 
giveness, and  a  joyous  entrance  into 
Paradise.  Who  dared  say  that  it  might 
not  be  the  same  with  Deborah  Kalin- 
sky? 

One  thing  at  least  Rachel  knew, 
and   in   this  she   rejoiced   with   deep 


thanksgiving.  She  had  unfailingly 
borne  to  her  mother-in-law  a  true 
witness  for  her  Lord,  even  at  such 
fearful  consequences  to  herself.  Faith- 
fully she  had  given  her  God's  Word. 
And  she  had  His  own  promise:  My 
Word  shall  not  return  unto  me  void. 

Yes,  Rachel  could  quite  peacefully 
entrust  the  immortal  destiny  of  De- 
borah Kalinsky  to  her  Creator.  Her 
soul  was  in  the  loving  hands  of  Him 
who  gave  it.  Rachel's  concern  now 
was  for  the  souls  of  the  Kalinskys  who 
yet  were  living. 

Of  Max's  and  Esther's  salvation  she 
now  had  full  assurance.  God  had  giv- 
en her  entire  faith  to  claim  them  both. 
With  Max  and  Esther  won,  it  would  be 
an  easy  matter  to  win  Ben.  For  they 
three — Max  and  Esther  and  herself — 
would  unite  their  hearts  in  interces- 
sion for  him,  not  to  be  denied. 

And  then  the  others — what  of  them? 
Otto?  Goldie?  Joseph?  Rose?1  The 
children?  Yes,  she  even  dared  to  hope 
for  all  of  them.  With  each  new  con- 
vert added  to  their  Christian  ranks, 
the  praying  force  would  be  to  that  de- 
gree augmented,  and  the  opposition 
weakened  to  the  same  degree. 

But  Jacob?  Sarah?  Had  she  faith 
enough  for  these?  And  then  she  re- 
flected: Is  anything  too  hard  for  the 
Lord?  And  trustfully  her  heart  re- 
sponded: With  God  nothing  shall  be 
impossible.  Even  Jacob.  Even  Sarah. 
Yes,  she  dared  to  believe  even  for  Rab- 
bi Mordecai  Moses. 

Twilight  was  falling  as  Rachel 
reached  her  home.  She  was  thinking 
now  of  Max.  Ah,  her  precious  Max! 
Her  own  beloved  husband!  A  sudden 
thrill  of  joy  filled  Rachel's  heart.  All 
things  work  together  for  good  to  them 
that  love  God.  This  was  one  of  the  all 
things.  His  mother's  death  would 
work  for  Max's  highest  good;  with 
Deborah  Kalinsky  gone,  there  now 
would  be  new  life  and  hope  for  her 
idolized  youngest  son,  for  at  last  the 
cords  that  had  fettered  him  so  long 
were  broken. 

Those  silken  shackles  of  jealous  and 
unwise  maternal  love,  which  all  his 
life  had  held  him  spirit  bound,  were 
now  released,  and  at  last  the  true  Max 
Kalinsky — the  manly,  upright,  noble 
Max  Kalinsky  that  Rachel  knew  her 
husband  to  be,  beneath  the  exterior 
of  selfishness  and  dominated,  flabby 
will — would  now  emerge  in  all  his  es- 
sential fineness. 

And  it  would  be  under  Rachel's  in- 
fluence. She  would  have  her  chance 
with  him  at  last.  Two  golden  keys  to 
Max's  heart  she  held — the  keys  of  love 
and  prayer.  These  must  inevitably 
win.  Max  Kalinsky's  life  would  grow 
strong  for  God  and  man. 

{To  be  continued) 

"Oh!  for  a  heart  that  is  burdened, 

Infused  with  a  passion  to  pray; 
Oh!  for  a  striving  within  me, 

Oh!  for  His  power  each  day. 
Oh!  for  a  heart  like  my  Savior, 

Who,  being  in  agony,  prayed; 
Such  caring  for  others,  Lord,  give  me. 

On  my  heart  let  the  burden  be  laid. 

— Selected. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


!  GLINTS   OF  KNOWLEDGE 


Children  Scarce 

In  the  city  of  Chicago  more  than 
half  of  the  families  have  no  children, 
and  there  are  some  American  cities 
that  have  even  a  worse  birth  rate 
than  Chicago. — Selected. 

Boy  Stabbed   Fifty  Times 

Milford,  Conn.,  April  12 — Lashed  to 
a  tree  and  stabbed  fifty  times  with 
a  penknife,  after  which  he  was  thrown 
into  a  pond,  Ronald  White,  6,  was  hos- 
pitalized today  and  police  quoted  his 
ten-year-old  assailant,  "I  saw  it  hap- 
pen in  the  movies  and  wanted  to  try 
it  out." 

The  Funny  Page 

The  funny  page  of  newspaper,  it  is 
estimated,  is  read  by  four  out  of  five 
people  who  buy  newspapers.  The  New 
York  Times  exists  without  funnies, 
and  has  a  circulation  of  about  420,000, 
while  the  New  York  News,  with  eleven 
comics,  has  a  circulation  of  over  2,- 
000,000.  Surely  the  American  people 
are  a  silly  lot. — Selected. 

People  on  the  Move 

In  the  years  1935  to  1940  one-eighth 
of  the  population  of  the  United  States 
moved  from  one  county  to  another, 
the  number  being  15,734,798.  Forty- 
nine  per  cent  of  these  moved  from 
one  state  to  another.  California  gained 
the  greatest  number  of  white  popula- 
tion by  the  moves,  being  644,813,  and 
Oklahoma  showed  the  largest  net  loss 
of  whites,  176,485.— Selected. 

Mothers  in  War  Work 

The  greatest  mistake  that  our  Gov- 
ernment is  making  is  the  taking  of 
our  mothers  out  of  the  homes  and 
putting  them  into  our  defense  plants 
in  order  to  "win  the  war."  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  the  quickest  way  to  lose 
the  war  is  in  the  doing  of  this  very 
thing. — Dr.  Louis  Bauman,  Long 
Beach,  Calif. 

An  Appreciated   Negro  Pastor 

When  Rev.  R.  K.  Paschal,  pastor  of 
Friendship  Baptist  Church,  Columbus, 
Georgia,  died  recently,  negroes  and 
whites  to  the  number  of  8,000  turned 
out  to  honor  his  memory.  Representa- 
tives of  the  city  council  and  white 
ministers  gave  tributes  over  loud- 
speakers to  the  acres  of  people  about 
the  church  where  the  deceased  had 
served  for  forty-six  years.  The  pro- 
cession to  the  grave  was  two  and  a 
half  miles  long.  Police  declared  it  was 
the  largest  funeral  in  the  city's  his- 
tory. 

The  Liquor  Business 

Nearly  every  belligerent  country  ex- 
cept the  United  States  has  taken  gov- 
ernmental action  to  curtail  the  drink- 


ing of  liquor.  They  demand  sobriety 
and  curtailment  of  wasteful  activity. 
Canada,  finally,  has  rationed  liquor 
officially.  Germany  has  restricted  all 
alcoholic  beverages.  England,  Russia, 
and  Japan  have  done  the  same.  Amer- 
ica stands  alone  in  her  shame  before 
a  wiser  world. — Religious  Digest. 

Is  this  the  country  the  Pilgrim 
Fathers  braved  the  sea  to  establish? 
Are  we  to  relinquish  religious  liberty 
and  be  slaves  of  the  brewers?  Is  the 
Government  so  tied  to  the  liquor  in- 
dustry that  it  cannot  free  itself;  or  is 
it  so  in  love  with  the  business  that  it 
does  not  want  to  do  so? — Gospel  Min- 
ister. 

A  Restaurant  Owner 

Charlie  Mitchell,  in  Dallas,  Tex.,  has 
given  away  thousands  of  New  Testa- 
ments to  service  men,  who  have 
stopped  at  his  eating  place.  When 
they  have  no  money,  he  feeds  them, 
give's  them  a  New  Testament  and 
sends  them  along  with  a  prayer  and 
a  "God  bless  you!"  Now,  he  is  begin- 
ning to  reap  a  rich  harvest.  From  all 
over  the  world,  letters  pour  in  to  him. 
He  has  received  more  than  nine  thou- 
sand already.  Many  men  have  been 
saved  and  have  written  to  tell  him  so. 
Hundreds  of  these  boys  to  whom  he 
gives  the  Word  of  God  had  never  pos- 
sessed a  copy  of  the  Scriptures. — 
Evangelist. 

How  Near  Is  D-Day? 

Governors  and  mayors  are  now  vy- 
ing to  proclaim  D-Day  (the  day  of 
invasion)  as  a  day  of  special  prayer  in 
all  churches  and  synagogues.  One  dif- 
ficulty, however,  may  arise  in  telling 
when  D-Day  has  come.  The  picture 
most  of  us  have  in  mind  when  we  talk 
about  D-Day  is  of  overwhelming  ar- 
madas crossing  the  narrow  channel 
from  England  -and  Scotland  to  the 
western  coast,  of  Europe  on  some  one 
appointed  -day  and  storm  the  Nazi 
defenses.  Sometimes  we  think  of  just 
one  or  two  great  landings;  sometimes 
of  a  dozen  or  more,  strung  all  the  way 
from  North  Cape  to  the  Bay  of  Bis- 
cay and  perhaps  around  to  southern 
France.  But  always  it  is  a  single,  con- 
certed, all-out  forward  surge.  It  may 
turn  out  that  way.  But  it  may  not. 
Perhaps  D-Day  will  come  gradually. 
Perhaps  the  current  fresh  offensive  in 
Italy  is  a  part  of  D-Day — a  diversion- 
ary action  to  keep  Nazi  troops  from 
other  theaters.  Perhaps  even  the  in- 
vasions of  France  or  parts  of  western 
Europe  may  prove  only  another  diver- 
sionary action  to  keep  Nazi  troops 
from  rushing  to  stop  a  main  Russian 
attack.  In  any  event,  there  can  be  no 
mistaking  the  sense  of  expectancy  and 
of  dread  which  fills  the  nation.  Even 
the  dullest  among  us  knows  that  world 
history  for  generation  to  come  is  likely 
to  be  profoundly  altered  by  what  hap- 
pens in  the  next  six  weeks. — Christian 
Century. 


"What  We  Don't  Know  .  .  ." 

"What  we  don't  know  is  likely  to 
hurt  us."  Such  was  the  conclusion  this 
week  of  Gallup  pollsters  whose  con- 
stant questioning  of  United  States 
citizens  about  public  affairs  has  un- 
earthed surprising  "areas  of  ignor- 
ance."   Some  of  them: 

27,000,000  U.  S.  adults  do  not  know 
that  the  Japs  have  taken  the  Philip- 
pines. 

54,000,000  have  never  heard  of  the 
Atlantic  Charter. 

85,000,000  do  not  know  what  a  re- 
ciprocal trade  treaty  is. 

Two-thirds  of  the  population  do  not 
know  that  the  United  States  has  re- 
ceived reverse  Lend-Lease  aid  from 
Britain. 

More  than  half  the  adult  population 
does  not  know  that  the  United  States 
never  belonged  to  the  League  of  Na- 
tions. 

University  of  Denver  researchers 
who  recently  quizzed  citizens  about 
the  United  States  Bill  of  Rights  re- 
ported that: 

23  per  cent  had  never  heard  of  it. 

39  per  cent  could  not  identify  it. 

15  per  cent  gave  hazy  or  wrong  def- 
initions. 

23  per  cent  were  reasonably  ac- 
quainted with  the  first  ten  amend- 
ments.— Time  Magazine. 

Vice-President  Wallace's 
Mission  to  China 

American  eyes  are  fixed  these  days 
on  Italy.  American  minds  can  think 
of  little  but  the  coming  invasion  of 
western  Europe.  But  it  may  well  prove, 
when  all  the  returns  are  in,  that  the 
most  important  development  in  the 
war  during  the  closing  days  of  May 
was  the  almost  unnoticed  departure 
of  Vice-President  Wallace  for  Chung- 
king. By  the  time  Mr.  Wallace's  plane 
winged  away  for  Siberia  the  specula- 
tion which  raged  when  his  mission 
was  first  announced  had  died  away.  It 
was  generally  known  that  his  trip  had 
nothing  to  do  with  domestic  American 
politics,  but  that  he  was  going  to  try 
to  ease  one  of  the  most  critical  situa- 
tions faced  by  the  United  Nations. 
From  Generalissimo  Chiang  Kai-shek 
warning  had  come  directly  to  Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  that  China  is  nearing 
the  end  of  her  resources.  Mr.  Wallace 
has  gone  to  Chungking  to  try  to  en- 
courage the  Chinese  to  keep  on  fight- 
ing even  if  Allied  reinforcements  and 
supplies  fail  to  reach  them  in  quanti- 
ties this  year.  Yet  it  will  take  more 
than  words  to  lift  Chinese  morale. 
Words  the  Chinese  received  at  Cairo. 
Now  they  are  insisting  on  finding  out 
how  much  there  is  behind  the  words. 
If  Mr.  Wallace's  mission  is  to  be  a 
success,  he  must  be  able  to  tell  the 
Chungking  government  exactly  how 
much  help  it  will  be  sent,  and  how 
soon.  Without  that  reassurance,  he 
can  accomplish  little. — Christian  Cen- 
tury. 
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Stars  in  the  Window 


By  Mrs.  Alice  West  Clifton 

As  we  travel  doivn  the  highway, 
In  so  many  homes  we  find 
Stars  in  ivindoivs,  and  we  wonder 
What  the  boys  have  left  behind. 

Some,  a  broken-hearted  mother; 
Some,  a  weary,  toil-worn  dad; 
Others  leave  a  tvife  so  tender; 
Some,  a,  little  lass  or  lad. 

Only  God  can  see  the  heartache, 
Only  He  can  feel  and  share 
All  the  broken  dreams  and  sadness 
Back  of  every  star  that's  there. 

Some  are  blue  and  some  are  silver, 
Some  are  gold — may  God  forbid 
That  our  stars  should  turn  to  gold  ones. 
May  our  boys  come  back  and  live. 

Mother,  dad,  wife,  or  sister, 
Are  you  'praying  as  you  should? 
Does  your  life  back  up  your  prayer  life 
With  your  living  clean  and  good? 

If  he's  yonder  in  the  battle, 
If  he's  underneath  the  sea, 
In  the  air  or  on  the  ocean, 
By  his  side  our  God  can  be. 

He'll  be  near  him  in  the  foxhole, 
Or  on  Jap-infested  way; 
Our  oivn  God  will  never  fail  him 
If  the  folks  at  home  will  pray. 

Woman,  lay  aside  your  lightness, 
Drop  that  cigarette,  I  say; 
E'en  now  he  may  be  in  danger; 
Slip  aivay  and  for  him  pray. 

Weary  men  are  tired  of  fighting; 
Lonesome  boys  grow  sick  for  home; 
They'll  be  bach  when  this  is  over, 
But  they  cannot  ivin  alone. 

Only  God  can  bring  the  victory, 
Only  He  can  conqueror  be; 
But  the  secret  of  His  helping 
Lies  with  folk  like  you  and  me. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing, 
Let  us  pray  and  pray  and  pray 
Until  God  in  heaven  hears  us 
And  sends  help  ivithout  delay. 

Until  every  foe  is  conquered, 
k  iltil  peace  with  men  shall  reign, 
Until  friends  are  reunited 
And  the  boys  come  home  again. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Another  August  has  rolled  around  and  the  time  has  come 
to  make  plans  for  the  Fall  and  Winter.  Next  month  is  the 
"Back  to  School  Month"  and  all  over  the  nation  boys  and 
girls,  young  men  and  women  will  be  flocking  ba:.k  to  the 
schoolhouses  and  colleges  of  America,  and  there  lives  will 
be  unfolded  into  their  capacities,  in- 
troduced into  a  wealth  of  knowledge 
and  the  world  of  service. 

The  motives  behind  this  return  to 
the  schoolhouse  may  be  as  varied  as 
the  individual.  There  will  be  many 
who  will  return  because  they  are 
sent.  Some  will  look  forward  to  the 
nine  months  of  school  for  the  social 
contacts  they  may  have  there;  some 
are  interested  in  receiving  the  nec- 
essary training  to  prepare  them  for 
the  vocation  they  have  chosen  in  life 
— that  they  may  be  able  to  make  a 
comfortable  living  for  themselves,  or 
that  they  may  find  happiness 
through  a  certain  kind  of  work 
which  appeals  to  them— and  certainly  these  should  be 
considered  when  choosing  a  vocation  in  life.-  Among  many 
other  motives  there  will  be  those  who  have  seen  in  educa- 
tion a  means  of  rendering  greater  service  to  humanity. 
For  just  how  many  people  this  is  the  primary  motive  be- 
hind their  educational  activities,  I  could  not  say.  Certainly 
it  should  be  and,  I  believe  is,  the  objective  behind  every 
true  Christian's  pursuit  of  knowledge. 

Wherever  the  presence  of  Jesus  is  there  is  a  growing- 
passion  to  serve.  "He  that  would  be  greatest  among  you, 
let  him  be  servant  of  all." 

The    world   is    full    of    bewildered    people.    They    need 
guidance. 
The  world  is  full  of  struggling  people.  They  need  help. 
The  world  is  full  of  troubled  people.   They  need  comfort 
and  encouragement. 

People  need  great  lives  about  them  so  that  it  will  be 
easier  to  be  good. 

A  life  with  eyes  trained  to  detect  human  need,  a  heart 
trained  to  feel  that  need,  hands  and  wisdom  to  meet  that 
need,  is  to  God  a  treasure  indeed.  Such  souls  are  the  pas- 
sion of  God.  "They  shall  make  the  desert  to  rejoice  and 
blossom  as  the  rose." 


poverty-stricken  soul,  but  many  of  us  are  going  to  be  con- 
tent to  lay  before  Him  a  poverty-stricken  mind. 

It  should  be  our  passion  to  render,  not  just  service,  but 
our  greatest  possible  service. 

I  wonder  if  you  would  agree  with  me  if  I  should  say  that 
anyone  with  a  normal  mind  can  have  an  education  if  he  is 
willing  to  pay  the  price.  Listen  to  the  story  of  how  Dr. 
Cadman,  one  of  the  best  known  men  in  America,  got  his 
education  as  told  by  Dale  Carnegie  in  his  book,  "Little 
Known  Facts  About  Well  Known  People." 

"Dr.  Cadman  began  working  in  a  coal  mine  in  England 
when  he  was  eleven  years  old,  and  for  ten  long  years  he 
continued  to  work  underground  for  eight  hours  every  day, 
to  help  support  his  younger  brothers  and  sisters. 

"It  didn't  look  then  as  if  he  was  ever  going  to  get  an 
education.  Yet,  today,  he  is  one  of  the  most  widely  read 
men  in  America.  He  once  told  me  that  he  had  a  fair 
knowledge  of  every  branch  of  English  literature.  When  he 
was  working  as  a  'pony  boy,'  down  in  the  coal  mines,  he 
always  had  to  wait  a  minute  or  two  each  time  his  cart  was 
unloaded;  and  while  he  waited  he  dived  into  his  pocket 
and  pulled  out  a  book.  It  was  so  dark  there  in  the  mines 
that  you  couldn't  see  your  hand  before  you  and  he  had  to 
read  by  the  light  of  a  dim,  dirty,  old  lantern;  and  he  sel- 
dom had  more  than  120  seconds  at  a  time  in  which  he 
could  read.  Yet  he  always  carried  a  book.  He  told  me  that 
he  would  rather  have  gone  without  lunch  than  to  have 
gone  without  his  books. 

"He  knew  there  was  only  one  way  to  get  out  of  that  coal 
mine,  and  that  was  to  read  himself  out  of  it.  So  during  the 
ten  years  that  he  worked  as  a  coal  miner,  he  read  every 
book  he  could  beg  or  borrow  in  the  neighboring  village — 
more  than  a  thousand  volumes.  No  wonder  that  boy  got 
ahead.  You  couldn't  have  stopped  him  with  anything  less 
potent  than  a  shot  gun.  Ten  years  after  he  started  in  the 
coal  mine,  he  had  educated  himself  sufficiently  to  pass  his 
college  examinations  with  honors  and  to  win  a  scholarship 
at  Richmond  College,  in  London." 

A  certain  High  School  principal  in  our  own  State  of 
Tennessee  could  not  read  nor  write  at  the  age  of  twenty  - 
one.  He  now  has  his  Master's  degree  from  one  of  the  best 
universities. 

Girls,  what  do  you  think  of  an  education?  Do  ycu  feel 
your  need  of  it?  We  have  heard  parents  say,  "Yes,  I  want 
to  give  John  an  education,  but  not  Martha.  She  will  likely 

get  married  and  settle  down 


If  service  is  out  passion 
then  it  must  be  accompanied 
by  a  burning  desire  for  all 
the  training  necessary  to 
render  the  greatest  possible 
service. 

It  is  true  that  much  good 
has  been  accomplished  by 
those  who  have  not  been 
trained.  God  has  wonderful- 
ly helped  them  and  many 
lives  have  been  blessed 
through  them,  but  if  God 
could  do  so  much  with  such 
handicaps,  what  might  He 
be  able  to  accomplish  with 
one  who  has  been  trained? 
God  will  use  whatever  we 
have  to  give  Hihi  and  will 
multiply  it  many  times,  but 
He  wants  our  best — our  all. 
He  has  asked  that  we  love 
Him  with  all  our  heart,  with 
all  our  strength,  with  all  our 
mind  and  with  all  our  soul. 
If  we  withhold  any  one  part 
from  Him,  we  are  not  giving 
all  that  He  has  demanded. 
We  would  not  think  of  lay- 
ing   before    the    Master    a 


ENTHUSBASM    NEEDED 

We  hope  this  issue  of -the  paver  will  create  some  in- 
terest in  our  school.  Parents  should  begin  now  to  work 
for  the  school.  A  great  wave  of  enthusiasm  should 
sweep  throughout  the  Church.  Some  of  these  days  your 
boys  and  girls  will  be  ready  to  attend  some  school  to 
finish  their  education.  You  will  want  them,  most  of 
all,  to  go  where  they  can  have  the  spiritual  training 
they  need.  Then  you  will  want  them  in  a  school 
equipped  in  every  department  as  good  or  better  than 
any  other  school  in  the  country.  We  can  do  it  by  each 
doing  his  part.  Dormitories  are  needed  to  accommodate 
the  hundreds.  Yes,  it  will  soon  be  thousands  if  we  can 
take  care  of  them.  We  need  new  dormitories,  a  science 
hall,  a  gymnasium,  a  better  library,  and  many  other 
important  additions. 

We  are  glad  to  say  that  a  new  gymnasium  and  a 
girls'  dormitory  are  already  under  way  and  as  soon  as 
the  government  releases  material,  other  buildings  will 
be  erected  to  take  care  of  the  needs.  We  are  happy  for 
the  progress  our  school  is  making.  Let  us  pray  that 
God  will  do  exceedingly  above  all  we  can  ask  or  think, 
according  to  the  power  that  worketh  in  us. 

Prayer  and  faith  make  all  things  possible. 

My  Father  is  rich  in  houses  and  lands, 
He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world  in  His  hands, 
Of  rubies  and  diamonds,  of  silver  and  gold, 
His  coffers  are  full,  He  has  riches  untold. 


with  a  family  of  children. 
She  will  not  need  an  educa- 
tion. John  must  make  a  liv- 
ing." Yes,  many  things  can 
happen  that  Martha  will 
need  one,  too,  and  if  not,  she 
will  need  to  be  educated  for 
the  greatest  calling  on  earth. 
Does  she  need  an  education- 
al background?  What  a 
question! 

Of  all  persons  who  should 
have  a  thousand  streams  of 
inspiration,  it  is  a  mother  in 
a  home.  Here  are  monot- 
onies, drudgeries  and  the 
thousand  little  annoyances. 
If  a  mother  has  streams  of 
thought  upspringing  from  a 
paradise  carefully  builded 
within,  then  she  can  sweep, 
sew  and  mend — her  hands 
busy  but  her  head  among 
the  stars. 

Ten  years  of  the  life  of  a 
child  lie  in  the  heart  of  a 
mother.  All  the  remaining 
years  will  be  colored  by  the 
touches     of     those     mother 

(Continued  on  page   17) 


RACHEL 

By  Agnes  Scott  Kent 

(Used  by  permission  of  the 
Evangelical  Publishers 

(Continued  jrom  last  issue) 

The  summer  dragged  heavily.  The 
days  were  hot  and  sultry.  Rachel's 
courage  and  endurance  were  tested  to 
the  utmost.  The  laundry  work  became 
more  and  more  difficult.  The  hours 
were  lengthened,  while  at  the  same 
time  wages  were  decreased.  That 
meant  for  Rachel  insufficient  food. 
Her  slender  strength  grew  less  and 
less  in  consequence.  There  were  fre- 
quent days  of  illness.  But  still  she 
never  murmured.  It  was  all  within  the 
Father's  will. 

Each  day  she  looked  longingly  for  a 
California  letter.  Max  would  surely 
write  her  now.  But  no  letter  came.  She 
wrote  to  him — a  letter  full  of  tender 
sympathy  and  love  and  longing.  But 
there  was  no  reply. 

But  still  Rachel  kept  unfaltering  on, 
sustained  by  His  unfailing,  all-suffi- 
cient grace — with  faith  undaunted 
that    Max    would    even    yet    be  won. 

At  last  the  summer  days  were  end- 
ed, and  the  nights  were  cool  once  more. 
Once  more  the  stove  was  lighted  every 
morning.  And  every  evening  without 
fail — Max's  candle  was  lighted  in  the 
little  window. 

Again  it  was  October,  and  the  sea- 
son of  the  Jewish  holidays.  Rosh 
Hashanah  came — the  Jewish  New 
Year — and  with  it  the  procession  to 
the  river.  The  streets  were  thronged 
with  Jews — men,  women,  children, 
babies,  grandmothers,  grandfathers, 
rabbies  and  even  an  occasional  Rav — 
all  were  marching  on  the  sidewalks 
and  through  the  middle  of  the  streets; 
and  every  one  except  the  babies  and 
the  very  tiniest  children  was  carrying 
a  Hebrew  Prayer  Book.  And  all  were 
going  in  the  one  direction —  to  the 
embankment,  or  to  the  Williamsburg 
Bridge  which  spans  the  East  River 
connecting  Brooklyn  with  Manhattan. 
On  the  bridge,  high  above  the  water — 
hundreds  of  feet  aloft — there  was  a 
solid  black  line  of  Jews.  Thousands 
and  ten  thousands  of  them,  and  every 
one  doing  the  same  thing.  With  their 
Hebrew  Prayer  Book  open  before 
them,  the  Jewish  multitudes  there, 
like  the  multitudes  along  the  river's 
bank,  were  reciting  the  Rosh  Hashan- 
ah prayer;  and  as  they  did  so 
they  emptied  out  their  pockets,  scat- 
tering into  the  dark  waters  below — 
their  sins.  Then,  the  ceremony  per- 
formed, gravely  they  wended  their 
way  westward  and  homeward,  com- 
placently self-satisfied  that  they  now 
were  wholly  righteous. 

Following  Rosh  Hashanah  the  in- 
tervening seven  days  passed,  and  at 
last  it  was  once  more  the  eve  of  the 
great  Yom  Kippur. 

As  Rachel  came  home  late  in  the 
afternoon    from    her    laundry,     the 


streets  again  were  thronged  with  Jews, 
in  anticipation  of  the  day  of  peni- 
tential prayer  and  fasting  on  the  mor- 
row. 

It  had  poured  all  day,  and  though 
the  rain  had  stopped  it  still  was  damp 
and  dismal.  Rachel's  coat  was  thin 
and  her  shoes  were  sadly  worn,  and 
the  dampness  penetrated  keenly. 
When  she  reached  the  tenement, 
without  stopping  tonight  to  see  the 
Saramoffs,  for  she  was  too  tired,  she 
climbed  once  more  the  long,  steep 
flights  of  stairs,  dragging  the  heavy 
hod  of  coal  behind  her.  She  was 
chilled  to  the  very  heart  and  almost 
fainting  with  fatigue. 

At  last  she  reached  the  top,  quite 
breathless.  She  entered  her  little  room 
and  locked  the  door,  then  dropped  up- 
on her  couch  exhausted.  A  paroxysm 
of  coughing  seized  her  and  then  a  fit 
of  uncontrollable  sobbing.  She  ached 
in  every  nerve.  Her  head  was  hot  and 
burning,  but  at  the  same  time  she  was 
trembling  violently  with  a  chill.  Was 
she  going  to  be  sick?  she  wondered. 
•  Oh,  but  she  must  not  be!  She  could 
not  afford  it.  She  could  not  miss  even 
one  day  of  work.  Her  rent  was  due 
next  week.  And  certainly  she  had  no 
money  for  a  doctor. 

For  a  moment  a  sense  of  terror 
seized  her.  Oh,  when  was  this  ever  go- 
ing to  end?  How  could  she  still  keep 
on?  How  long  would  her  slender 
strength  hold  out?  And  when  it  failed, 
what  then?  Was  she  going  to  die,  for- 
saken and  alone,  here  in  this  wretch- 
ed tenement?  And  Max  and  Little 
Abie!  Had  her  faith  for  them  been  all 
in  vain?  The  poor,  distracted  child 
cried  miserably  as  she  crept  for 
warmth  and  comfort  underneath  the 
blankets. 

He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep.  Within 
five  minutes  Rachel  was  enfolded  in 
deep  and  sweet  oblivion.  When  she 
awoke  an  hour  later  she  was  much  re- 
freshed. The  pain  was  eased  and  there 
was  a  sense  of  delicious  warmth  and 
peace.  She  still  felt  ill — too  ill,  she 
feared,  to  go  tomorrow  to  the  laundry 
— which  would  operate  as  usual  on  the 
great  Yom  Kippur,  because  the  Gen- 
tile management  would  not  recognize 
the  Jewish  holiday.  Yes,  she  was  much 
too  ill  to  work  tomorrow.  And  that  was 
serious,  for  funds  and  food  were 
dangerously  low.  And  yet,  despite  it 
all,  her  heart  was  filled  with  peace. 

For  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep.  And 
during  sleep  He  gave  to  His  dear  child 
full  restoration  of  spirit.  Everything  to 
Rachel  now  was  quite  all  right.  If, 
really,  she  were  going  to  be  sick,  it  did 
not  matter.  Nothing  mattered  save  the 
Father's  will.  If  she  could  no  longer 
work,  why  then  by  some  means  other- 
wise the  Father  would  provide. 

If  it  should  be  His  will  even  to  take 
Rachel  Home  unto  Himself — ah!  that 
would  be  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory.  Perhaps  it  might  be  only  by  her 
dying  that  Max  and  Little  Abie  could 
be  brought  to  Christ.  If  so,  then  gladly 
would  she  lay  down  a  thousand  lives. 
While  she  was  absent  from  them  in  the 
Better  Land,  quite  safely  she  could  en- 
trust her  loved  ones  to  the  heavenly 
Father's  care 


The  deep  underneath  peace  once 
more  enfolded  Rachel.  And  with  the 
spiritual  peace  there  was  entire 
physical  repose  and  relaxation.  She 
lay  quite  still  for  almost  another  hour, 
yielding  herself  completely  to  its  de- 
licious, soothing  influence.  The  room 
was  now  quite  dark  save  for  the  ruddy 
firelight  and  the  reflection  from  the 
lights  outside.  It  had  commenced  to 
rain  once  more  and  the  drops  were 
pattering  softly  on  the  window.  Peace 
— perfect  peace— and  wondrous, 
heavenly  joy — was  flooding  Rachel's 
being. 

Feeling  deeply  strengthened,  she 
soon  got  up.  No,  she  was  not  going  to 
die — not  yet.  G'od  still  had  work  for 
her  to  do  on  earth.  And  as  long  as  she 
lived  He  still  would  be  her  unfailing 
portion.  As  her  days,  so  would  her 
strength  be.  So,  too,  would  be  His  all- 
sufficient  grace. 

She  mended  the  fire  and  filled  the 
brass  kettle  for  her  tea.  Then  she 
lighted  Max's  candle.  And  then  she 
prepared  her  meagre  supper — ah,  all 
too  meagre  now!  But  pitiful  though 
it  was,  still  Rachel  spread  the  snowy 
cloth  and  still  she  set  three  places 
with  the  blue  dishes  from  the  dresser, 
and  drew  up  the  three  chairs — with 
the  fourth,  as  always,  for  the  Heavenly 
Guest. 

Soon  the  little  kettle  was  boiling 
and  the  roast  was  delicately  browned, 
when  down  the  hall  there  sounded  the 
click-click  of  Little  Jessie's  crutches. 
But  tonight  even  dear  Little  Jessie  was 
not  welcome.  Rachel  yearned  to  be 
quite  alone — alone  with  Him.  Each 
moment  of  this  peaceful,  restful  eve- 
ning she  was  treasuring  so  jealously. 
So,  although  the  child  knocked  in- 
sistently, Rachel  remained  absolutely 
noiseless — until  Little  Jessie,  disap- 
pointed that  Rachel  must  have  gone 
outdoors  again,  went  clicking  off 
downstairs. 

As  Rachel  ate  her  supper,  that  won- 
derful sense  of  peace  which  it  seemed 
she  had  never  realized  as  vividly  as 
tonight,  deepened  into  infinitely  ten- 
der sweetness.  The  Heavenly  Guest 
was  very  near  and  very  real.  His 
presence  seemed  visible  and  tangible. 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

I  am  giving  you  a  story  about  a  lit- 
tle boy  who  told  a  "fib."  Do  you  know 
what  that  means?  Did  you  ever  tell 
one?  Well,  you  may  have  in  time  past, 
but  surely  not  since  you  joined  the 
Happy  Home  Circle,  for  there  is  not 
anything  in  the  world  that  would 
make  mother  and  daddy  so  sad  as  to 
have  their  boy  or  girl  tell  a  fib  and 
to  know  that  they  couldn't  trust  them. 
It  is  such  a  fine  thing  to  have  people 
feel  that  whatever  you  say  you  will 
do,  it  is  sure  to  be  done.  That  kind  of 
boys  and  girls  will  grow  up  to  be  fine 
men  and  women. 

JOHNNY'S  LAST  FIB 

Johnny  Taylor  had  just  discovered 
that  he  could  wriggle  out  of  trouble 
by  telling  fibs.  But  he  had  not  found 
out  yet  that  mishandling  the  truth 
usually  brings  on  even  worse  troubles. 
He  had  never  read  this  little  poem: 

"Oh,  what  tangled  webs  we  weave, 

When  first  we  practice  to  deceive!" 

Johnny's  father  had  warned  him 
that  a  whipping  was  coming  the  next 
time  he  had  a  fight  with  Paul  Gregory, 
who  lived  next  door.  Johnny  escaped 
his  punishment  by  saying  he  didn't 
fight.  He  said  his  eye  was  bruised  be- 
cause he  fell  down  the  stairs. 

His  parents  and  his  older  sister, 
Bertha,  suspected  he  was  telling  fibs, 
but  they  never  seemed  to  be  able  to 
catch  him  in  anything  that  could  be 
proved  a  falsehood. 

His  mother  scolded  him  and  told  him 
what  sometimes .  happened  to  people 
who  tell  stories.  But  Johnny  would  say, 
"Honest,  Mom,  that's  how  it  was!" 

Mrs.  Taylor  worried  about  it  and  so 
did  his  sister  Bertha. 

Johnny  was  forbidden  to  handle  his 
father's  tools  in  the  basement,  except 
when  his  father  gave  special  permis- 
sion. Once  his  mother  came  to  the 
basement  when  she  thought  she  heard 
a  noise.  Johnny  was  near  the  tool 
bench,  and  she  was  sure  a  saw  was 
out  of  its  place.  But  when  she  ques- 
tioned Johnny,  he  said,  "No,  Mom!  I 
never  even  touched  it." 

"I  don't  know  what  we  are  going  to 
do  with  Johnny!"  sighed  Mrs.  Taylor 
to  her  husband. 

"Oh,  he'll  probably  get  over  it,"  re- 
plied Johnny's  father.  But  there  was 
a  troubled  look  in  Mr.  Taylor's  eyes. 
He  didn't  want  his  wife  to  worry  so 
he  never  said  much  about  it.  He  had 
had  several  long  talks  with  Johnny. 
Each  time  his  son  would  promise  to 
.tell  the  truth,  but  he  always  failed  to 
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keep  his  promises. 

Now  there  were  two  things  which 
Johnny  dearly  loved — one  was  to  use 
,his  father's  tools,  the  other  was  his 
half-grown  shepherd  pup,  named 
Toby. 

One  afternoon  Mrs.  Taylor  was  gone. 
Johnny  and  his  sister,  Bertha,  were 
alone.  Bertha  was  reading  when  she 
heard  Johnny,  down  in  the  basement, 
let  out  a  sharp  yelp  of  pain  and  then 
begin  to  cry. 

She  threw  her  book  down  and  rushed" 
to  the  basement  steps,  calling,  "John- 
ny!" As  she  reached  the  tool  shop,  she 
was  just  in  time  to  see  her  brother 
hastily  closing  the  lid  of  the  tool  chest. 
Drops  of  blood  were  dripping  from  his 
left  hand. 

"Johnny!"  Bertha  cried,  "what  hap- 
pened?" 

She  looked  at  his  injured  hand  and 
was  relieved  to  see  only  a  small  cut  on 
the  index  finger.  She  glanced  at  the 
tool  chest  and  said,  "Johnny,  what 
were  you  doing?" 

"Nothing!"  Johnny  answered.  "I  was 
just  playing  with — with —  Toby!  and 
all  at  once  he  bit  me." 

"Oh,  Toby  bit  you!"  Bertha  said, 
looking  at  the  hurt  finger  again.  The 
wound  looked  as  if  it  had  been  made 
with  a  knife. 

Bertha  fixed  up  the  cut  and  put  a 
bandage  on  the  finger. 

"Toby  nips  at  me  lots  of  times!"  de- 
clared Johnny  sensing  that  Bertha 
doubted  his  word.  "But  this  is  the  first 
time  he  bit  me  hard!" 

"He  must  have  bit  you  hard!" 

"Oh,  he  did!  You  see,  he  was  kind 
of  mad  at  me  because  —  because  I 
wouldn't  do  something  he  wanted  me 
to." 

"I  see,"  Bertha  answered,  looking 
him  straight  in  the  eyes.  After  a  mo- 
ment Johnny  got  a  little  red  in  the 
face  and  looked  away. 

Then  Johnny  ran  to  play.  He  felt 
tickled  inside — he  had  got  away  with 
another  story  and  escaped  punish- 
ment. He  started  to  romp  and  play 
with  Toby.  He  saw  Bertha  hurry  down 
the  street  and  a  little  while  later  she 
came  back.  A  policeman  was  with  her, 
and  he  had  a  piece  of  rope  in  one 
hand.  Toby  ran  eagerly  to  meet  him, 
for  he  knew  him  well.  As  Toby  jumped 
up  and  put  his  front  paws  on  the  man, 
the  loop  of  rope  was  slipped  over  his 
head  and  pulled  tight. 

Johnny  stared.  "What  —  what  are 
you  going  to  do?"  he  gasped. 

"The  dog  bit  you,"  said  the  officer, 
"I  will  have  to  take  him  to  the  city 


pound.  That's  the  law,  you  know.  He 
will  have  to  be  done  away  with." 

Johnny's  eyes  grew  big  and  wide.  His 
chin  began  to  quiver.  "But — Toby  did 
not  mean  to  bite  me!  He — he  was  just 
playing, — and — "  Johnny  couldn't  go 
on. 

"I'm  sorry,  but  the  law  says  when  a 
dog  bites  someone  he  must  be  taken 
away.  He  might  be  mad." 

"But  Toby  isn't  a  mad  dog,"  Johnny 
was  really  crying  now.  "He — he  didn't 
bite  me!  I — I  only  said  that  because  I 
was  playing  with  Papa's  chisel  and  cut 
myself,  and  Papa  told  me  I  would  be 
punished  if — " 

He  looked  up  at  the  officer.  "Please, 
please  don't  do  it,  don't  take  Toby!" 

"Are  you  sure  he  didn't  bite  you?" 

Johnny  nodded  his  head.  "He  never 
even  nipped  at  me!  Not  in  his  whole 
life,  he  never!" 

So  the  policeman  took  the  rope  from 
Toby's  neck.  Johnny  got  down  on  his 
knees,  hugged  Toby  close  and  cried 
harder  than  ever.  He  didn't  see  the  of- 
ficer wink  at  Bertha.They  had  planned 
it  all. 

"You  see,  Johnny,"  said  Bertha  when 
the  officer  had  gone,  "you  see  what 
happens  when  we  try  to  tell  stories! 
Sometimes  we  hurt  those  we  love  even 
worse  than  ourselves!" 

Johnny  was  ashamed.  He  told  his 
sister  how  he  had  been  telling  so  many 
fibs. 

"But  I  won't  ever  tell  another  one, 
not  ever!" 

And  Johnny  never  did. — Sel. 


Boy's  Packet  of  Sunshine 

The  presence  of  young  people  ra- 
diates sunshine,  and  their  activities 
are  watched  with  glowing  interest  by 
older  persons.  The  Southern  Church- 
man relates  the  influence  of  a  poor 
little  lad  who  was  a  cripple.  This  boy 
lay  on  his  couch  at  a  window,  and 
looked  down  on  the  narrow  street  be- 
low. Each  morning  he  would  smile, 
and  wave  a  farewell  to  his  mother, 
who  was  compelled  to  earn  their 
meager  living  as  a  washer-woman. 
He  had  to  be  alone  several  days  in 
the  week,  but  he  would  always  greet 
his  mother  with  a  smile  when  she 
returned  in  the  afternoon  or  eve- 
ning. The  story  continued  by  saying: 
"Little  by  little,  other  persons  pass- 
ing by  came  to  look  for  that  smile  he 
would  give,  and  it  sent  them  singing  to 
their  daily  tasks.  They  waved  to  him 
and  smiled  back.  Tiny  presents  soon 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle:  I  wonder 
if  every  one  who  has  sent  in  his  name 
for  our  circle  and  who  is  doing  your 
best  to  study  how  to  make  a  happy 
home  and  rear  your  children  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord, 
would  please  drop  me  a  postal  card 
and  say,  "I  am  still  holding  on."  Some 
may  have  let  down  in  your  study,  but 
you  want  to  renew  your  promise  you 
made  when  you  joined.  I  want  to  know 
how  many  active  members  I  have. 

I  wonder  also  how  many  community 
Mother's  Circles  have  been  organized. 
Dear  ones,  God  is  depending  on  you  to 
help  in  training  yourself  and  leading 
others  into  this  training  school.  Why 
not  say,  "Come  on,  neighbors,  and  let 
us  join  hands  in  this  much  needed 
work."  There  are  so  many  good  things 
to  study  in  your  meeting  together  and 
exchanging  ideas  and  praying  for  God 
to  help  you  to  be  a  blessing  to  your 
own  home  and  that  of  your  neighbors. 

We  hear  so  much  today  about  child 
delinquency  and  the  blame  is  usually 
laid  on  the  parents.  It  may  be  their 
fault,  but  what  is  being  done  about 
it?  Nothing.  There  are  thousands  of 
little  young  war  mothers  with  their 
little  families  who  know  nothing  about 
motherhood,  little  ones  growing  up  to 
be  a  curse  to  their  community  and 
their  nation.  They  are  rearing  these 
little  ones  for  the  prison  or  the  electric 
chair  some  future  day  and  we  are  not 
willing  to  help.  Let  us  quit  condemn- 
ing these  mothers  and  fathers  unless 
we  are  willing  to  step  in  somewhere 
and  take  a  hand  in  bettering  the  con- 
dition. I  feel  like  asking  these  men  and 
women  in  authority,  who  write  so  much 
on  child  delinquency,  to  stop  awhile 
and  write  on  parent  delinquency  and 
suggest  a  cure.  Much  is  being  done  to- 
day in  regard  to  child  evangelism  and 
child  education,  but  nothing  is  being 
done  to  inspire  and  educate  the  par- 
ents whose  fault  you  say  it  is.  The 
average  church  does  not  go  out  into 
the  highways  and  hedges  these  days. 
They  are  too  busy. 

Thousands  of  our  delinquent  par- 
ents and  children  will  rise  up  in  that 
day  when  the  final  reckoning  shall 
come  and  ask  you  why  you  didn't 
help.  "Why  did  you  not  tell  us  how 
to  be  good  parents?  We  were  young 
when  we  started  out.  Responsibilities 
came  upon  us  unawares.  We  didn't 
know  how  subtly  the  enemy  could 
grasp  our  precious  little  ones  from  us 
and  lead  them  into-  his-  traps." 

Parent    delinquency    is    not    only 
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found  in  the  poor  homes,  but  much  of 
it  is  found  in  homes  of  wealth,  homes 
of  social  standing.  So  much  society 
that  there  is  little  time  for  training 
the  children. 

A  few  weeks  ago  we  attended  a  con- 
vention in  Columbus,  Ohio,  and  found 
that  women  are  not  too  busy  to  have 
social  gatherings.  This  revealed  to  me 
that  the  excuse  so  many  people  have 
that  women  do  not  have  time  these 
days  is  not  an  excuse.  We  stayed  in  a 
hotel  where  almost  every  day  there 
was  some  kind  of  social  gathering. 
One  was  a  bridge  party  with  one  hun- 
dred women  in  attendance.  Several 
other  smaller  groups  played  bridge. 
Another  day  we  had  three  hundred 
women  attending  a  banquet.  Now  this 
shows  us  that  women  are  not  too  busy 
to  do  the  things  they  want  to  do. 

If  you  are  interested  in  organizing  a 
circle  in  your  community,  write  us  and 
we  will  send  you  some  rules  for  or- 
ganization. Do  not  send  unless  you 
are  expecting  to  do  something  about 
it. 

Someone  has  suggested  that  our 
churches  use  one  Willing  Workers' 
meeting  each  month  for  this  work. 
How  many  of  our  leaders  are  inter- 
ested? Please  do  not  be  silent.  Let  us 
hear  from  you. 

Here  is  a  letter  from  "Mother's 
Golden  Now"  telling  of  the  organiza- 
tion of  a  Mothers  Club:  <► 

A  California  reader  says: 

"I  think  we  may  be  considered  a 
Happy  Home  Club  group,  as  we  are  a 
group  of  young  mothers  of  the  St. 
John's  Italian  Methodist  Church  who 
meet  every  other  Tuesday  at  our 
church  social  hall. 

"We  have  found  your  magazine  very 
interesting  and  educational  so  we  have 
subscribed  to  it  in  order  that  we  may 
continue  to  enjoy  its  fine  articles  and 
stories. 

"Out  of  each  issue  of  Mother's 
magazine  we  select  a  few  articles  to  be 
reported  and  discussed  at  our  meet- 
ings. It  is  surprising  how  we  have 
benefited  from  these  talks. 

"Many  of  the  mothers  have  said 
that  once  they  have  started  to  read 
the  magazine  they  cannot  stop  until 


they  have  reached  the  back  cover." — 
Stella  Di  Geronimo. 

Order  this  magazine  from  David  C. 
Cook  Publishing  Co.,  Elgin,  111.,  25c 
per  year.  It  comes  quarterly.  We  have 
used  this  magazine  for  years  in  our 
work  with  mothers  and  have  enjoyed 
its  pages  and  can  heartily  recommend 
it  to  you.  Also  "Christian  Home  Life" 
published  by  the  Standard  Publishing 
Co.,  8th  and  Cutter  Sts.,  Cincinnati, 
Ohio.  Price  50c  per  year.  It  comes 
quarterly.  Parents  Magazine  can  be 
bought  at  your  newsstand,  monthly. 

Please  write  me  what  you  are  do- 
ing. It  will  encourage  someone  else. 


Delinquency  and  Responsibility 

Most  everyone  is  willing  to  agree  that 
prevention  of  delinquency  is  primari- 
ly the  problem  of  the  home.  That  it 
cannot  be  done  by  the  police  force, 
teachers,  ministers,  social  workers  or 
truant  officers.  The  parents  must  first 
of  all  be  competent — physically,  men- 
tally and  spiritually — to  rear  children. 
This  seems  to  be  the  greatest  difficul- 
ty in  our  society.  Frequently,  the  im- 
mature and  irresponsible  become  par- 
ents without  any  systematic  plan  or 
program  for  the  proper  rearing  of 
children.  Frequently  selfish  persons, 
who  are  more  interested  in  their  own 
good  times,  become  parents  and  they 
negligently  rear  their  children.  These 
situations  could  be  multiplied  indefi- 
nitely. 

To  successfully  rear  a  child  a  parent 
must  unselfishly  give  his  full  time  and 
attention  to  the  wise  training  of  his 
children.  There  is  no  task  so  difficult 
as  being  a  competent  parent.  There  is 
no  time  off  and  no  short  cuts.  It  re- 
quires careful,  thoughtful  planning, 
intelligent  guidance,  discipline  and 
constant  prayer. 

To  be  sure,  the  home  needs  the  aid 
of  the  school,  church,  playground,  etc., 
to  supplement  the  home  training. 

Any  parent  who  permits  his  small 
child  to  grow  up  in  illiteracy  is  com- 
mitting a  great  crime  against  the  child 
and  society. 

Any  parent  who  fails  to  take  his 
child  to  the  religious  services  of  his 
choice,  is  permitting  his  child  to  grow 
up  in  a  dangerous  state. 

It  takes  more  than  an  efficient 
police  force  or  splendid  playground 
facilities  or  an  outstanding  education- 
al program  to  eliminate  juvenile  de- 
linquency. 

The  negligent  and  incompetent  par- 
ent must  be  held  legally  responsible 
for  his  careless  and  irresponsible  be- 
havior. This  legal  responsibility  must 
not  be  postponed  until  the  child  has 
formed  his  life  behavior  patterns.  Evi- 
dences of  child  delinquency  and  mal- 
adjustment should  be  investigated  and 
responsibility  assigned  early  in  the 
life  of  the  child.  Committees  of  com- 
petent persons  must  be  willing  and 
ready  to  visit  homes  of  incompetent 
and  negligent  parents  and  make  a 
painstaking  and  thorough  survey.  The 
home  program  can  be  strengthened  or 
in  many  cases  it  must  be  legally  al- 
(Continued  on  page  17> 
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A  man  speaking  before  a  large  club 
of  most  cultured  men  and  women  in 
the  city  of  Boston,  gave  an  address 
of  such  compelling  interest  in  the 
beauty  of  its  diction  and  in  the  force- 
fulness  of  its  argument  that  all  were 
sorry  when  the  address  came  to  an 
end  after  the  speaker  had  talked  a 
full  hour. 

At  the  close  of  the  meeting  some- 
one said  to  the  speaker,  "From  what 
college  or  university  are  you  a  gradu- 
ate?" 

"From  the  Fireside  University,"  he 
replied  with  perfect  seriousness. 

"The  Fireside  University?  I  don't 
think  I  quite  understand.  Where  is 
that  university?" 

"It  may  be  located  in  any  home.  In 
my  own  case  it  was  before  the  fire  on 
the  long  winter  evenings  on  a  farm  in 
the  Middle  West." 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  have  not 
been  to  a  real  college?" 

"I  have  never  had  the  privilege  of 
attending  even  a  grade  school,"  was 
the  reply.  "I  had  to  stop  attending 
even  the  little  district  school  when  I 
was  a  lad  of  fourteen  years.  Then  I 
became  a  student  with  my  brother  at 
the  Fireside  University.  It  is  all  the 
university  I  have  ever  known." 

If  the  truth  were  known  it  would  be 
revealed  that  hundreds  of  men  of 
ability  as  writers  and  speakers,  hun- 
dreds of  men  of  wide  information, 
have  known  no  university  or  college 
but  the  Fireside  University.  It  was  the 
university  of  Abraham  Lincoln  and 
other  presidents  of  the  United  States. 
It  is  the  university  open  to  every  boy 
in  the  land  and  he  need  not  pass  any 
entrance  "exams"  in  order  to  get  into 
it.  The  opportunities  for  self-culture 
were  never  so  many  as  today.  The  free 
public  library  is  to  be  found  every- 
where in  the  land.  The  best  reading 
matter  was  never  so  inexpensive  as  it 
is  today. — Quests  and  Conquests. 

BOOKS 

A  book  is  the  noblest  work  of  man. 
It  ought  to  be  treated  with  due  defer- 
ence. 

Even  a  Quaker  ought  to  take  off  his 
hat  in  a  library,  for  the  volumes  on 
the  shelves  around  him  are  more  than 
men. 

They  are  the  clean  souls  of  men. 

The  most  admirable  and  amazing 
part  of  a  human  being  is  his  thoughts. 
And  a  book  is  thought  embodied. 

Some  books  are  to  keep;  to  read  and 
read  again.  These  are  they  alone 
which  have  any  right  title  to  the  name 
of  book. 

Those  books  which  are  to  be  read 
once  and  passed  on  are  not  really 
books  at  all,  but  bound  newspapers. 

Associate  with  books.  Do  not  mere- 
ly keep  them  in  your  cases,  as  you 
would   a   horse    in   a  stable.   As    you 

[Page  6] 


would  ride  the  horse,  so  read  the  book, 
for  excursion  and  exercise. 

The  great  books  are  to  be  read  in, 
not  read  through.  Go  back  to  them, 
make  them  the  frequent  companions 
of  your  leisure. 

Books  are  to  make  you  think.  Pseu- 
do  books,  false  and  imitation  books, 
are  to  keep  you  from  thinking. 

When  you  think,  jot  down  your 
thoughts  on  a  flyleaf. 

The  greatest  compliment  you  can 
pay  a  book  is  to  fill  its  flyleaves  with 
your  objections,  or  side  thought  sug- 
gested. 

Commit  something  to  memory  every 
day  from  a  book.  Thus  train  the  wa- 
ters of  the  great  reservoir  of  wisdom 
to  irrigate  your  daily  life. 

Have  a  bed  book  that  waits  with 
you  before  you  sleep. — Frank  Crane. 

GREAT  THOUGHT  NUGGETS 

Books  are  also  among  man's  truest 
consolers.  In  the  hour  of  affliction, 
trouble,  or  sorrow,  he  can  turn  to  them 
with  confidence  and  trust. — Langford. 

The  solitudes  of  great  souls — what 
glories  have  risen  out  of  them.  Poem 
and  symphony,  canvas  and  sculp- 
tured figure,  high  resolve  and  right- 
eous determination,  born  out  of  the 
communion  of  the  human  soul  with 
itself!  It  should  be  the  profoundest  of 
delights,  the  solitude  of  reflection  and 
introspection.  Glory  waits  in  the  halls 
of  Solitude;  Genius  abides  there; 
Knowledge  has  its  seat.  Science  its 
laboratory.  Purpose  its  beginning. 
Discovery  its  abiding  place.  In  this 
moment,  then,  of  my  solitude,  shall 
resolve  arise  to  fruit  in  Love  and  Help- 
fulness.— J.  W.  Foley. 

Thought  is  the  soul's  chariot.  The 
thoughtless  man  doesn't  get  his  soul 
anywhere.         .  "'"" 


A  book  is  often  a  better  physician 
than  the  doctor,  a  better  preacher 
than  the  minister,  a  better  adviser 
than  a  friend,  and  a  better  instructor 
than  a  professor. — A.  B.  Piatt. 

To  keep  .young,  every  day  read  a 
poem,  hear  a  choice  piece  of  music 
view  a  fine  painting,  and,  if  possible,' 
do  a  good  action.  Man's  highest  merit- 
always  is,  as  much  as  possible,  to  rule 
external  circumstances,  and  as  little 
as  possible  to  let  himself  be  ruled  by 
them. — Goethe. 


Great  books  contain  the  heart 
throbs  of  the  great.  They  are  God's 
gardens  of  wonderful  flowers.  There- 
fore, I  shall  saturate  my  life  with 
great  books.  I  shall  avoid  the  snare 
that  this  frivolous  age  would  lay  for 
me  in  keeping  me  so  busy  that  I  have 
no  time  to  place  the  power  of  great 
books  in  my  life.  I  resolve  to  make  my 
way  out  through  the  paradise  of  the 
"Highways  of  Literature,"  and  across 
my  years  to  build  God's  great  books 
into  my  life. 

O  Father,  help  me  to  find  just  such 
great  books  as  I  may  need  as  I  travel 
on.  Thou  knowest  what  I  need.  I  trust 
this  to  Thee. 

"Commit  something  to  memory 
every  day  from  a  book.  Thus  train  the 
waters  of  the  great  reservoir  of  wis- 
dom to  irrigate  your  daily  life." — 
Frank  Crane. 


I  want  the  books  that  help  me  out 
of  the  vacancy  and  despair  of  a  friv- 
olous mind,  out  of  the  tangle  and  con- 
fusion of  a  society  that  is  buried  in 
bric-a-brac,  out  of  the  meanness  of" 
incessant  mirth,  into  a  loftier  and 
serener  region,  where,  through  the 
clean  air  of  serious  thoughts,  I  can 
learn  to  look  soberly  and  bravely  on 
the  mingled  misery  and  splendor  of 
human  existence,  and  then  go  down 
with  a  cheerful  courage  to  play  a 
man's  part  in  the  life  which  Christ 
has  forever  ennobled  by  His  Divine 
Presence. — Essays  in  Application  by 
Henry  Van  Dyke. 


THE  SOCIAL  HOUR  AT  B.  T.  S. 
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Bible  Training  School  Looks  at  the  Past  and  to  the  Future 


We  are  now  living  in  one  of  the  most 
complex  periods  in  the  history  of  our 
nation.      Every     individual,      every 
church,  every  institution  of  learning 
has    definite    responsibilities    in    the 
present  World  War  and.  in  the  peace 
that  is  to  come.  The  immediate  aim 
of  the  Bible  Training  School  is,  in  the 
midst  of  war  turmoil,  to  point  out  the 
opportunities  the  student  of  the  Bible 
Training  School  will  have  to  prepare 
himself  through  education  and  train- 
ing to  think  clearly,  to  serve  efficient- 
ly, and  to  uphold  the  ideals  of  a  repre- 
sentative democracy.  And  in  this  pe- 
;  riod  of  turmoil,  men  and  women  all 
'  over  the  United  States  are  looking  to 
the  Bible  Training  School  as  a  place 
;  of  safety  for  their  children.  The  school 
believes  in  an  education  that  is  found- 
:  ed  on   Christian   principles,   and  en- 
j  deavors  to  encourage  every  student  to 
establish  for  himself  a  Christian  sys- 
tem of   values — values   that  will  .give 
him    assurance,    calmness    of    mind, 
and  stability  when  all  about  him  is 
changing  and  in  apparent  confusion. 
The  standards  of  life  and  conduct  at 
the  Bible  Training  School  are  based 
on  the  highest  ideals,  and  it  has  made 
an  outstanding  record — a  record  rep- 
resenting twenty-five  years  of  exper- 
ience without  registering  a  single  case 
of  immoral  conduct  between  boys  and 
girls. 

The  school  is  growing.  Recently  a 
survey  was  made  in  our  office  to  de- 
termine exactly  how  much  progress 
had  been  made  in  the  past  few  years. 
In  1940  two  hundred  twelve  students, 
ninety-one  boys  and  one  hundred 
twenty-one  girls,  registered  for  a  six 
( months'  school  term.  The  teaching 
staff  consisted  of  seven  members. 
Just  three  years  later  five  hundred 
sixteen  students,  three  hundred  fif- 
teen girls  and  two  hundred  one  boys 
registered  for  the  1943-44  term  of 
school.  The  faculty  had  been  in- 
creased to  twenty  competent,  quali- 
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By  ZENO  C.  THARP 
President 

fied  teachers,  the  school  term  had  been 
lengthened  to  a  regular  nine  months' 
term,  and  a  Junior  College  had  been 
added  to  the  courses  of  study. 

Every  department  of  the  school  has 
shown  remarkable  progress.  High 
School  students  make  up  sixty  per  cent 
of  the  total  enrollment.  During  the 
1943-44L_term,  the  High  School  gained 
official  recognition  as  an  accredited 
nign  school  in  the  State  of  Tennessee. 
The  remainder  of  the  enrollment  is 
divided  between  the  Junior  College 
and  the  department  of  Christian  Edu- 
cation. These  two  departments  repre- 
sent the  oldest  and  the  youngest  divi- 
sions of  the  school.  Students  enrolling 
in  the  Christian  Workers'  Course  not 
only  get  training  for  the  ministry, 
missionary  work,  and  other  Christian 
endeavor,  butalso  a  vision  of  the  fact 
that  knowledge  in  itself  is  desirable. 
After  two  years  in  this  department  the 
desire  to  learn  has  become  so  strong 
that  the  average  student  either  goes 
on  to  college  or  is  ready  to  go  back 
to  high  school  to  complete  his  prelim- 
inary training. 

The  Junior  College  was  added  to  the 
school  in  the  term  of  1941-42.  The  be- 
ginning was  small,  but  during  the  re- 
cent commencement  exercises  ten 
students  were  awarded  diplomas,  sig- 
nifying that  they  had  completed  two 
years  of  college  work.  The  primary 
purpose  of  the  Junior  College  is  to 
provide  a  thorough,  broad,  general  ed- 
ucation. The  world  needs  men  and 
women  who  can  make  a  definite  con- 
tribution to  their  community — men 
and  women  who  can  think  clearly  and 


honestly. 

It  is  impossible  to  estimate  at  the 
present  time  the  extent  to  which  the 
Bible  Training  School  will  grow  dur- 
ing the  years  to  come.  Great  plans  are 
being  made  for  the  coming  term  of 
school.  Teachers  who  are  qualified  and 
who  are  in  vital  sympathy  with  the 
high  Christian  standards  upon  which 
the  school  was  established,  are  being 
added  to  the  faculty  each  year.  Miss 
Lois  Underwood,  of  Tennessee;  Miss 
Elizabeth  Hunt,  of  Georgia;  Mr. 
James  Staley,  of  Wisconsin;  and  sev- 
eral others  will  become  members  of 
the  faculty  for  the  1944-45  term.  New 
equipment  is  being  purchased  for  the 
different  departments  of  the  school. 
A  well-equipped  library  and  science 
laboratory  are  in  the  making. 

The  plans  have  been  drawn  and 
construction  begun  on  a  new  three- 
story  girls'  dormitory,  which  will  cost 
approximately  $100,000.  It  is  believed 
that  this  dormitory  will  be  completed 
in  time  to  take  care  of  the  students 
this  winter.  The  dormitory  will  con- 
tain seventy-five  rooms  for  students 
besides  baths,  lobbies,  and  storage 
rooms. 

Materials  have  also  been  bought  for 
a  gymnasium  and  recreation  build- 
ing, and  construction  will  begin  im- 
mediately. 

The  future  of  the  Church  is  hinged 
directly  on  the  future  of  the  school. 
If  the  Church  is  to  grow,  the  pulpits 
must  be  filled  with  trained,  Spirit- 
filled  preachers,  the  Sunday  Schools 
must  have  competent  teachers,  the 
Y.P.E.'s  must  have  enthusiastic  lead- 
ers, the  Ladies'  Willing  Workers' 
Bands  must  have  skilled  workers.  Our 
church  must  be  educated  to  meet  the 
complex  problems  of  the  era. 


Morning  Chapel 
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By 

J.  H.    WALKER 
General  Overseer 


BOYS'  GLEE  CLUB  OF  B.T.S. 


Since  having  had  ten  and  one-half 
years  as  student,  teacher  and  super- 
intendent of  our  institution,  and  for 
the  last  nine  years  being  closely  con- 
nected with  B.T.S.  and  College,  I  have, 
with  increasing  enthusiasm,  observed 
its  continual  progress,  and  to  me  this 
year  is  one  of  the  most  outstanding 
in  its  history. 

As  we  rolled  up  to  the  beautiful 
campus  nestled  against  the  Great 
Smoky  Mountains,  we  saw  the  cars 
lined  up  from  many  states.  It  made 
one  think  of  our  Annual  General  As- 
sembly where  brothers  and  sisters 
from  the  battlefield  meet.  However, 
this  greeting  was  enriched  by  the  fact 
that  mothers  and  fathers  met  their 
noble  sons  and  lovely  daughters  who 
had  sacrificed  the  pleasure  of  home 
ties  for  the  higher  and  nobler  benefits 
of  education. 

On  Wednesday  evening  the  beauti- 
ful, commodious  auditorium  was  filled 
to  its  capacity  and  also  filled  with 
beautiful  music  and  singing.  I  was  fa- 
vorably impressed  by  the  music  and 
singing  by  the  Glee  Clubs,  quartets, 
trios,  duets,  solos,  and  the  choruses,  as 
they  so  splendidly  represented  the  va- 
rious groups  of  America's  singers.  I  en- 
joyed the  program  and  I  believe  all  the 
others  did,  for  it  certainly  did  reveal 
talent,  attainment  and  cooperation  on 
the  part  of  students  and  instructors. 

Again  I  was  so  favorably  impressed 
with  the  graduation  exercises  on 
Thursday  morning  as  the  sixty-nine 
graduates  of  the  various  courses  order- 
ly marched  to  their  respective  places. 
I  thought  of  how  thankful  we  should 
be  of  our  school  and  those  precious 
young  men  and  women  with  their 
highest  scholastic  rating  who  had  mas- 
tered the  wide  range  of  subjects  and 
who  now  stood  so  proudly  portraying 
the  distinction  and  dignity  worthy  of 
such  a  noble  institution.  I  was  im- 
pressed with  the  large  number  of 
graduates  in  the  face  of  the  tremen- 
dous strain  of  manpower  throughout 
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our  nation.  We  were  blessed  with  the 
largest  enrollment  in  the  history  of 
the  school,  the  number  being  over  five 
hundred  (five  hundred  sixteen  to  be 
exact) . 

The  addresses  by  the  valedictorians 
and  the  commencement  address  by 
Rev.  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield  were  out- 
standingly good.  As  our  minds  were 
directed  to  the  hours  of  labor,  the  con- 
flicts, the  battles,  the  struggles,  the 
determined  efforts,  and  noble  accom- 
plishments, our  hearts  were  filled  with 
gratitude  and  appreciation  for  our  no- 
ble faculty  and  worthy-of-praise  stu- 
dent body. 

On  Thursday  evening  the  seniors 
presented  two  short  plays,  "Into  Thy 
Kingdom"  and  "Simon,  the  Leper," 
which  were  very  impressive.  One  is  un- 
able to  value  and  appreciate  the  talent 
of  our  school  nearly  so  well  until  he 
sees  them  perform.  These  plays  were 
so  impressive,  and  the  manner  of  pres- 
entation speaks-most  credibly  for  the 
director  of  speech  and  dramatics.  In 
fact,  the  entire  program  and  exercises 
were,  in  my  opinion,  by  far  the  best 
we  have  ever  had.  As  you  know,  I  have 
always  appreciated  the  Bible  Training 
School  and  now  our  college,  and  I'll 
admit  my  appreciation  possibly  was  in- 
creased by  the  fact  that  my  son,  John 
Herbert  Walker,  Jr.,  graduated  from 
the  high  school  there  this  year. 

I  know  we  all  more  or  less  appreci- 
ate our  Bible  School,  for  the  Church 
is  honored  to  have  such  a  worthy  in- 
stitution. Last  year  the  high  school 
department  was  accredited  and  at  this 
writing  we  have  already  secured  per- 
mission from  the  War  Production 
Board  to  erect  a  nice  large  dormitory 
43x240  for  the  girls,  and  also  a  gym- 
nasium 66x140.  Just  yesterday  the 
Board  of  Directors,  together  with  the 
building  committee  appointed  at  the 
General  Assembly,  decided  on  the  lo- 
cation, accepted  the  plans  of  the  ar- 
chitect and  the  erection  is  to  begin 
next  week  by  W.  A.  Miller. 


Again  I  wish  to  say  I  was  so  thank- 
ful and  appreciative  of  the  closing  ex- 
ercises of  this  term  and  with  joy  look 
forward  to  and  pray  for  the  continued 
success  of  our  own  Church  of  God  Bi- 
ble Training  School  and  College. 

The  Following  Teachers  Are  Going 
to  School  This  Summer 

D.  C.  Barnes,  Bible  and  Philosophy, 
University  of  Tennessee. 

Mary  E.  Blackwood,  Music,  North- 
western University,  Chicago,  111. 

Mary  E.  Harrison,  Speech,  North- 
western University,  Chicago,  111. 

Colleen  Huff,  Music,  Queen's  College, 
Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Dora  P.  Myers,  Spanish  and  Psychol- 
ogy, University  of  Mexico,  Mexico  City. 

Dorothy  Poteat,  English,  North  Caro- 
ls la  Teacher's  College. 

Vina  Siler,  Social  Science,  Kentucky 
State  Teacher's  College. 
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tA  Climactic  Commencement 

REV.  J.  D.  BRIGHT,  Member  Board  of  Education 


I  regret  that  it  was  impossible  for 
thousands  of  you  ministers,  members 
and  friends  to  attend  the  commence- 
ment exercises  of  the  Bible  Training 
School  and  College,  May  24,  25,  since 
it  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe  fully 
the  efficient  manner  in  which  all  of 
the  programs  were  carried  out.  On 
Wednesday  evening  a  musical  per- 
formance entitled,  "I  Hear  America 
Singing,"  was  presented  by  the  stu- 
dents of  the  music  department  un- 
der the  direction  of  Miss  Mary  Elsie 
Blackwood.  This  program  was  well  ar- 
ranged and  impressive. 

Thursday  morning,  the  25th,  found 
the  dormitories  aflutter  with  activity. 
The  graduating  exercises  are  about  to 
begin.  Seventy-three  men  and  women, 
boys  and  girls,  some  married,  many 
single,  in  caps  and  gowns,  followed  the 
President,  General  Overseer,  faculty 
and  school  board  down  the  aisles  of 
the  auditorium  to  be  viewed  by 
hundreds  of  proud  and  appreciative 
spectators  who  sat  with  bated  breath 
as  the  whole  atmosphere  was  charmed 
with  a  background  of  music.  This  pic- 
ture was  most  fittingly  supple- 
mented by  the  entire  student  body,  as 
well  as  all  visitors,  singing  together 
the  B.  T.  S.  "Alma  Mater."  You  al- 
most feel  the  balmy  breezes  blowing 
over  your  very  soul  as  you  read,  and 
perhaps  you  students  and  graduates 
sang  this  song,  didn't  you?  If  so,  you 
can  imagine  how  much  greater,  richer 
and  stronger  the  breezes  of  glorious 
solemnity  filtered  through  our  very 
souls  as  we  sang  this  song  and  then 
listened  to  the  invocation  by  the 
General  Overseer,  J.  H.  Walker. 

Student  speakers  were  Virginia 
Green,  Ruby  Thompson,  and  Harold 
Cato,  valedictorians  from  the  High 
School  Department,  Junior  College, 
and  Christian  Workers'  Course,  re- 
spectively. The  timely,  inspirational 
and  eloquent  commencement  address 
was  given  by  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield, 
state  overseer  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
Pennsylvania  and  graduate  of  the 
Bible  Training  School  and  College. 
Following  this  address  the  president, 
Zeno  C.  Tharp,  gave  a  summary  of  the 
year's  work  in  which  he  pointed  out 
the  many  inconveniences  and  hard- 
ships the  war-time  conditions  had 
naturally  imposed  on  the  school.  Yet, 
he  stated,  that  it  had  been  the  great- 
est term  in  every  sense  of  the  word 
since  his  installation  as  president  in 
1935.  Numbers,  said  he,  had  prayed 
through  to  definite  experiences,  be- 
coming model  students,  and  he  felt 
sure  were  going  forth  to  wield  a  good 
influence  for  God  and  His  Church. 

During  the  afternoon  an  informal 
singing  was  conducted  by  Miss  Colleen 
Huff  and  Bentley  Robinson,  which  was 
enjoyed  very  much. 

The  plays  given  on  Thursday  night 
were  especially  inspiring,  entertaining 
and  outstanding.  This  I  say,  despite 
the    fact  that  I  have  written  several 
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plays,  taken  active  roles  in  many  and 
directed  numbers  of  programs  and 
plays.  Although  Miss  Mary  Elizabeth 
Harrison,  head  of  the  speech  depart- 
ment, as  well  as  high  school  principal, 
was  not  to  be  seen  throughout  the 
plays,  she  was,  nevertheless,  the  head, 
ears,  eyes,  hands  and  feet  behind  the 
curtain,  which  meant  expert  super- 
vision of  every  character  with  the  re- 
sult of  a  wonderful  performance  on 
the  part  of  the  entire  cast,  as  well  as 
delightful,  educational,  spiritual  and 
inspirational  entertainment  for  all. 

Many  of  you  students  contemplate 
returning  this  next  term  and  many 
more  plan  to  go  for  your  first  term 
and  that  is  well  and  good;  but  let  me 
suggest  and  insist  that  you  fill  out 
your  application  today  and  send  it  to 
Zeno  C.  Tharp,  President,  Bible  Train- 
ing School  and  College,  Sevierville, 
Tennessee.  Let  us  ever  keep  in  mind 
the  fact  that  the  Bible  Training 
School  and  College  is  ours  to  support 
with  our  prayers,  influence,  children 
and  money.  As  we  extend  to  the  school 
this  cooperation,  it  will  continue  to 
grow. 


My  Opinion  of  B.T.S.  and  College 

By  JACK  CRAWFORD 

In  the  fall  of  1937,  I  entered  Bible 
Training  School,  then  located  in 
Cleveland,  Tenn.  This  was  the  be- 
ginning of  three  consecutive  years  of 
attendance. 

I  had  become  a  Christian  two 
months  previous  to  my  entering 
B.  T.  S.  Until  my  conversion,  I  scarcely 
more  than  knew  there  was  a  Church 
of  God,  and  had  never  heard  of  B.  T.  S. 
However,  I  was  soon  to  be  informed 
by  Brother  Glover  P.  Ledford  that 
there  was  such  a  school.  He  boosted 
Bible  Training  School  highly  and  en- 
couraged me  to  attend.  He  took  great 


interest  in  me  and  never  tired  of  en- 
couraging and  assisting  me  in  every 
way  possible  to  press  on  in  my  Chris- 
tian experience.  Too,  he  constantly 
kept  Bible  School  before  me. 

Through  the'  help  of  Brother  Led- 
ford and  the  support  given  of  the 
good  people  of  Hayesville,  N.  C,  I  en- 
tered Bible  Training  School  to  com- 
plete an  enjoyable  and  successful  year. 

The  first  year  of  attendance  in 
Bible  Training  School  gave  me  what 
I  call  "basic  training."  This  first  year 
enabled  me  to  become  fixed  and  firmly 
established  spiritually.  I  was  made  to 
feel  a  greater  need  for  education  and 
developed  high  Christian  ideals.  My 
position  of  narrow  isolationalism  was 
shattered,  my  vision  of  the  world  was 
broadened,  and  a  desire  to  make  a 
contribution  to  the  Church  and  to  my 
fellow  man  was  created  within  me. 

After  spending  three  happy  and 
successful  years  in  Bible  Training 
School,  I  left  the  school  to  return  last 
February  after  an  absence  of  four 
years,  to  complete  two  subjects  which 
I  lacked  to  graduate  from  the  school. 

When  I  returned  to  school  this  year, 
I  found  a  different  school  to  the  one  I 
had  left  four  years  previously.  The 
college  department  had  been  added 
and  the  school  had  so  grown  and  pro- 
gressed that  I  could  hardly  believe 
what  I  saw.  However,  I  found  one 
thing  had  not  changed,  the  high 
standard  of  Christian  ideals  and 
spirituality  that  were  being  main- 
tained. I  was  proud  to  say,  "I  am  a 
student  of  this  noble  and  progressive 
institution." 

Knowing  the  progress  the  Church  of 
God  Bible  Training  School  and  Col- 
lege has  made  in  recent  years,  I  am 
persuaded  to  believe  that  its  growth 
and  expansion  has  just  begun. 

I  am  steadfast  in  the  opinion  that 
the  most  important  thing  any  college 
or  university  can  do  and  is  doing  for 
those  committed  to  its  care  is  to  help 
them  to  a  right  answer  to  the  ques- 
tions: "What  is  the  meaning  of  life? 
What  are  the  true  values  of  life?  What 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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AGAINST? 

By  John  T.  Faris 

"How  happy  I  should  be  but  for 
this!" 

This  exclamation  is  heard  every  day. 
Perhaps  the  one  who  makes  it  is  suf- 
fering from  physical  infirmity.  Per- 
haps the  reason  for  complaint  is  the 
loss  of  money,  the  lack  of  employment, 
or  the  death  of  a  friend  or  some  one 
nearer  still.  Too  many  feel  that  life  is 
hard  and  bitter  because  of  its  priva- 
tions; they  envy  others  what  they  call 
their  freedom  from  worry  and  vexa- 
ation.  And  they  cry,  "If  only " 

Yet  how  much  of  the  real  joy  of 
life  comes  to  men  and  women  as  a  di- 
rect result  of  the  privations  that  seem 
so  dreadful,  of  the  trials  that  appear 
like  mountains,  of  the  losses  that 
threaten  to  crush  all  happiness  and 
embitter  existence! 

One  who  was  investigating  the  lives 
of  immigrants  to  America  from  the 
southern  countries  of  Europe 
told  of  the  presence  in  the  . 
Pajaro  Valley  in  California  of 
a  number  of  Dalmatians  who 
proved  wonderfully  successful 
as  apple  growers.  American 
growers,  whose  apples  have 
been  among  the  best  in  the 
country,  looked  on  in  amaze- 
ment at  the  results  produced 
by  the  immigrants.  One  of  the 
amazed  men  asked  a  Dalma- 
tian the  secret  of  the  ability 
of  his  countrymen  to  discount 
the  efforts  of  American  grow- 
ers. The  Dalmatian  responded 
by  telling  of  the  hard  condi- 
tions of  life  in  the  homeland 

The  country  is  mountainous. 
Fields  must  be  built  on  the 
rocky  slopes.  First   a  wall  is 
built  for  a  terrace.  Then  soil 
is  brought  in    sacks    on  the 
backs  of  men  and  women  and 
children,    after   it    has    been 
painfully    gathered,    perhaps 
by  handfuls,  from  crevices  far 
away.  In  the    autumn    great 
jackfuls  of  leaves  are  brought 
from  the  forest  in  the  same 
way.  These  leaves  are  spread 
out  under  a  shed  and  mixed 
with  a  little  grain.  Hogs  are 
turned   in   on  the   leaves 
for  the  winter.  The  leaves 
are  turned  over  again  and 
again  in   the   search   for 
the  grain.  By  spring  the 
leaves  have  been  crushed 
into   the   richest   possible 
fertilizer,  which  is  spread 
on  the  soil  of  the  field  so 
painfully     built     on     the 
mountain  side.  There  ap- 
ples are  grown,  and  there 
all  manner  of  expedients 
are  tried  to  insure  a  good 
crop.    A    hard    life?    Yes, 
and  the  people  groan  un- 


der it.  But  when  representatives  of  the 
mountain  agriculturalists  come  to 
America,  where  conditions  are  so  dif- 
ferent, it  seems  only  child's  play  to 
them  to  accomplish  results  which  to 
Americans  seem  almost  miraculous. 

Many  years  ago  a  Christian  wanted 
a  promotion  that  would  —  so  he 
thought — make  him  a  happy  man  for 
life.  He  worked  for  it.  He  asked  God 
to  give  him  his  heart's  desire.  He  was 
stunned  when  the  promotion  was  given 
to  another,  while  to  him  was  given 
work  that  seemed  drudgery.  For  years 
he  complained  bitterly,  but  he  did  his 
best  in  the  new  field.  His  work  at- 
tracted attention.  In  time  he  was  in- 
vited to  undertake  work  for  which  the 
position  he  had  prayed  for  would  never 
have  fitted  him.  The  preparation  came 
through  the  faithful  work  in  the  ob- 
scure position  thrust  upon  him.  And 
when  the  new  opening  came  to  him, 
he  realized  that  he  had  been  given  the 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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A  FRIEND  YOU  CANNOT  SEE 


I   have  a   friend  you  cannot  see, 
He  daily  walks  along  with   me, 
He   guides   my   feet,    He   holds    my    hand 
As    I    travel    through    this    sinful    land. 
He's  always  near  when  there's  no  other, 
He   sticketh   closer  than   a   brother. 
You  say,  "I  wonder  who  it  could  be," 
This    Friend   who  walks   along   with   me. 

'Tis  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 
He  once  upon  this  earth  has  trod. 
He   reigns    today   with   God    above. 
He   bought   us   with   redeeming    love; 
Around    two    thousand    years    ago 
He   came    down   to   this   earth    below, 
And    gave    His    life    on    Calvary 
That   we    from    sin    might   be    made    free. 


He's    just   a    gift    from    God    above 
The    proof   of   His    unchanging   love; 
And    your    Christ,    too,    He    wants    to    be 
This    Friend    of   mine   you   cannot   see. 
He  brings  you  peace  you  cannot  tell, 
'Tis     like    an    overflowing    well. 
It's    in    your    soul    that    you    can    feel 
And    know   the    love    of   God    is    real. 

So    why    not    open    wide    your    heart, 
Let   sin    a~d    pleasure   all    depart. 
Then    walk    with    Him    your    life    anew 
And   I  am  sure  He'll   guide  you  through, 
And    then   when   trouble   comes  your   way 
He'll    be    your    pilot,    hope    and    stay. 
And   then    I'm   sure  that  you   can   see 
The     Friend    who    daily    walks    with     me. 
— Mrs.   Billie  Walker,   Rt.    1,   Pikeville,   Tenn. 


one  thing  he  had  wanted  most,  al- 
though he  had  hardly  dared  think  of 
the  possibility  of  securing  it. 

In  1857  a  young  student  was  sup- 
porting himself  in  college.  He  looked 
forward  to  being  a  minister.  He  had 
tried  all  sorts  of  work  and  was  wearied 
by  the  effort  to  make  ends  meet.  Fi- 
nally he  was  gratified  by  the  unex- 
pected offer  of  a  long  summer  of  work 
as  tutor  to  the  sons  of  a  well-to-do 
merchant  in  the  South.  He  thanked 
God  for  the  opening.  It  meant  a  senior 
year  unhampered  by  money-making 
schemes.  But  within  a  few  weeks  of 
the  close  of  his  junior  year,  word  came 
from  the  Southerner  that  it  would  be 
necessary  to  cancel  the  agreement  be- 
cause of  financial  reverses  due  to  the 
panic  of  1857.  Naturally  the  student 
was  much  depressed.  He  felt  that  God 
had  forgotten  him.  With  sorrow  he 
looked  forward  to  another  year  of 
grinding  toil.  Then  he  did  his  best  to 
secure  other  work  for  the 
summer.  The  best  he  could  do 
was  to  engage  to  teach,  for  an 
hour  or  two  each  day,  the  sons 
of  two  Brooklyn  men  near  his 
own  home.  The  pay  offered 
was  small,  but  it  was  suffi- 
cient to  pay  the  summer  ex- 
penses. All  that  summer  he 
did  the  best  work  of  which  he 
was  capable,  though  he  found 
it  hard  to  keep  down  the  vain 
regrets  for  what  might  have 
been.  In  the  autumn  he  went 
back  to  school.  Then  came  his 
theological  course,  followed  by 
his  settlement  as  rector  of  an 
obscure  Episcopal  church  in 
the  wilds  of  northern  New 
York  State.  There  he  spent  a 
number  of  years.  Sometimes, 
perhaps,  he  had  the  longings 
of  a  young  man  to  be  in  some 
field  where  he  could  make  his 
life  count  for  more,  but  he  did 
not  dream  that  he  was  ever 
to  be  in  a  more  conspicuous 
position  than  that  which  he 
then  was  holding. 

Then  came  a  bolt  from  the 
blue.    From    New    York    City 
came  a  telegram  announcing 
his    selection    as    missionary 
bishop  for  Utah  and  Ne- 
vada. He  felt  that  a  mis- 
take had  been  made.  He 
had  made  no  application 
for  the  post;  no  influen- 
tial   friends   had  been 
speaking    to    the    church 
dignitaries  in  his  behalf. 
But  he  soon  learned  that 
there  was  no  mistake.  He 
had    been    appointed    on 
the  recommendation  of  a 
Brooklyn    business    man, 
who  told  the  senior  bishop 
the  man  for  the  place  was 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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OVER  THE  MILES  TO  SALVADOR 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Leaving  Mexico  City  was  somewhat 
like  the  approach — more  curves.  We 
came  closer  to  the  volcanoes  which 
we  had  seen  from  a  distance.  There 
are  many  extinct  and  active  volcanoes 
through  here.  The  one  named  "The 
Sleeping  Woman"  resembles  a  woman 
lying  on 'her  back.  Soon  after  the 
plateau  had  been  descended  w  e 
started  climbing  again.  Miles  of  hard 
red  lava  pointed  to  its  origin,  the 
volcanoes.  At  one  point  we  were  10,000 
feet  above  sea  level — up  above  the 
clouds.  The  fog  was  so  dense  it  was 
very  difficult  to  travel. 

Just  before  we  entered  Vera  Cruz, 
we  passed  a  gorgeous  display  of 
Mexican  tapestries,  rugs,  jackets,  etc. 
Up  to  this  time  we  had  refrained  from 
buying  pretty  things  because  our  load 
was  already  too  large.  So  we  just 
stopped  to  look,  then  we  felt  of  the 
textures,  then  tried  on  some  of  the 
jackets.  A  bright  blue  one  just  seemed 
to  refuse  to  come  off,  so  we  paid  for  it 
and  took  it  along.  It  is  pretty  with  its 
bright  embroidered  designs. 

Vera  Cruz  is  a  clean,  dignified  city 
on  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Many  tour- 
ists, we  are  told,  prefer  it  to  any  other 
in  the  Latin  Americas.  Here  we  put 
the  car  and  trailer  on-  the  train  be- 
cause the  highway  has  not  been  con- 
structed further.  We  waited  two  days 
In  allow  them  to  reach  their  desti- 
nation at  the  same  time  we  did.  Then 
we  boarded  the  train  for  a  500-mile 
trip  by  rail  to  Tappachula.  It  took  two 
days  and  two  nights.  Although  we  had 
a  Pullman  car,  we  slept  very  little. 
The  train  lurched  and  plunged, 
stopped  and  started  constantly.  It 
seemed  to  stop  at  every  house,  and 
twice  at  a  double  house.  They  told  us 
that  we  were  fortunate  to  get  any- 
where at  all.  The  rains  had  washed 
the  sand  from  under  the  tracks  here 
and  there.  Many  places  the  train  had 
to  proceed  very  cautiously.  The  rails 
ire  much  narrower  than  in  the 
States,  and  since  it  is  the  only  means 
Df  travel  and  shipping  between  these 
points  the  tracks  are  overloaded.  The 
equipment  is  not  kept  in  order.  Any- 
way, we  were  pleased  to  have  the  trip 
;erminate. 

The  car  was  three  days  longer  than 
expected  in  arriving.  Our  wait  was 
spent  in  the  "Palace"  Hotel.  The  beds 
were  hard,  the  pillows  harder.  The 
floor  hadn't  been  introduced  to  soap 
md  water;  the  plaster  was  falling 
lown;  the  linen  smelled  damp  and 
nusty.  Several  jute  boxes  from  neigh  - 
Doring  drink-rooms  played  different 
records  concurrently  most  of  the 
light.  The  weather  was  hot  and  sul- 
try, so  none  of  us  slept  much, 
rhe  Catholic  church  beats  gongs  every 
norning  about  4:30  so  in  case  one 
nappened  to  drop  off  to  sleep  he 
wouldn't  run  the  risk  of  resting  too 
ate.  This  early  clanging  is  a  custom 
Dractised  by  this  church  all  through 


these  countries. 

Tappachula  has  a  cobblestone  street. 
In  the  evening  the  young  folk  take 
walks  around  the  square  situated  in 
the  center  of  the  town.  The  boys 
usually  promenade  one  way,  the  girls 
another.  They  saunter  around  and 
around.  Sometimes  a  band  plays  from 
the  stand  in  the  middle  of  the  square. 
Quite  a  few  Indians  live  here.  They 
still  dress  in  their  native  style — very 
long  dresses,  bright  colors,  and  much 
gaudy  jewelry. 

The  car  finally  arrived  with  much 
more  charges  than  they  had  promised. 
This  graft  business  makes  one  so  dis- 
couraged, especially  when  the  purse  is 
getting  flat. 

Before  we  could  go  on  there  were 
many  papers  to  sign,  and  money  to 
pay  for  permission  to  leave  Mexico  and 
to  enter  Guatemala.  This  took  hours. 
They  finally  said  that  we  were  all 
fixed  to  go.  The  border  closes  at  6:00, 
so  we  rushed  to  make  it,  and  arrived 
there  about  4:30.  The  inspector  looked 
at  our  papers  and  informed  us  that 
we  should  have  left  our  Mexican  per- 
mit back  at  the  other  office.  The  men 
folk  unhooked  the  trailer  and  rushed 
back,  while  Sister  Syverson  and  I  got 
them  started  with  the  inspection.  A 
woman  had  the  job  this  time.  Many 
stood  around  and  gazed  at  our  things 
as  she  went  through  them,  holding  up 
the  things  that  she  admired.  My  but- 
ton box  filled  with  all  kinds  and 
shapes  of  buttons  fascinated  them 
most.  The  head  man  kept  reminding 
us  that  the  gate  closed  at  6:00.  We 
prayed  that  God  would  help  us  make 
it  in  time.  To  be  too  late  at  the  gate 
meant  doing  things  all  over  again,  but 
praise  the  Lord,  we  got  through  with 
just  a  minute  to  spare. 

We  drove  a  fourth  of  a  mile  to  the 
Guatemala  inspection  office.  By  this 
time  it  was  dark.  The  lights  in  the 
station  were  dim.  We  thought  perhaps 
we  would  not  have  to  unload  every- 
thing, but  we  were  told  to  take  every- 
thing out  of  the  car  and  trailer.  So  we 
began  taking  in  the  lunch,  coats,  hats, 
suitcases  and  trunks.  One  large 
heavy  trunk  of  Sister  Syverson's  had 
always  been  inspected  in  the  trailer, 
but  they  insisted  that  it  should  be 
brought  in  also.  Such  a  sight!  Our 
things  were  scattered  all  around  and 
we  had  to  watch  it  all.  They  looked 
at  the  pile,  then  decided  to  inspect 
just  the  cases  that  we  would  use  while 
going  through  Guatemala.  Each  arti- 
cle was  weighed  and  sealed  and 
the  results  tabulated.  If  we  bought  or 
sold  anything  it  could  readily  be  as- 
certained. I  played  the  guitar  and 
sang  while  they  were  doing  all  this. 

The  nearest  town  was  Malacatan. 
We  reached  it  about  10:00,  very  tired. 
We  could  find  no  rooms  or  beds  of 
any  kind.  No  one  had  any  room  for  us. 
We  were  getting  resigned  to  stay  in 
the  car  all  night  when  the  hotel 
manager  said  that  he  would  try  to  fix 
up  beds  for  us.  Brother  Pearson  slept 
in  the  car.  Brother  Syverson  shared  a 


bed  with  a  boarder;  Sister  Syverson 
and  I  were  given  cots  in  the  hotel 
dining  room.  Small  screens  were  put 
in  front  of  the  cots.  We  later  found 
out  that  these  were  the  innkeeper's 
and  proprietor's. beds.  They  slept  on  a 
straw  mat  in  the  back  kitchen.  Be- 
fore we  went  to  sleep  we  spent  some 
time  laughing  at  our  situation. 

The  journey  on  was  started  early 
the  next  day.  The  mountain  road  was 
slippery  and  steep.  The  car  got  hot 
with  the  long  pull.  We  had  to  push  in 
the  rain.  We  were  so  glad  that  we  had 
not  tried  to  go  farther  the  night  be- 
fore. About  2:30  we  arrived  at 
Quesaltenango.  This  is  where  Brother 
and  Sister  Furman  are  located.  They 
are  your  missionaries  to  Guatemala. 
Sister  Furman  hustled  around  and  in 
no  time  we  were  seated  at  a  meal  fit 
for  a  king.  It  was  the  first  real  cook- 
ing that  we  had  had  since  we 
started  on  the  trip.  We  greatly  enjoyed 
our  visit  here.  These  missionary 
pioneers  entertained  us  with  their 
early  experiences.  We  attended  church 
service  with  them  one  night.  The  Lord 
blessed  while  we  sang  and  testified 
and  Brother  Syverson  preached. 

In  spite  of  the  hard  rain  we  started 
out  early  the  next, morning,  and  as  a 
result  of  the  rain  there  were  slides 
along  the  way.  One  bridge  was  washed 
out.  We  crossed  on  a  shaky,  temporary 
one.  After  a  day's  journey  we  arrived 
at  the  capital  city,  Guatemala.  Here 
we  received  a  cordial  welcome  from 
Brother  and  Sister  Hoggatt.  These 
good  folks  are  Church  of  God  mission- 
aries also.  They  just  turned  their 
home  over  to  us.  We  surely  enjoyed 
their  good  hospitality  while  waiting 
for  more  visas  and  so  forth.  We  at- 
tended church  services  here.  The  sing- 
ing was  exceptional.  There  was  a  good, 
free  spirit  of  the  Lord  manifested. 
They  have  a  nice  group  of  young  folk 
eager  to  work  for  God. 

There  are  many  ancient  ruins 
around  here.  We  went  to  see  many  of 
them.  Most  of  them  are  old  Catholic 
churches  and  monasteries  and  nun- 
neries. We  went  through  secret 
tunnels  and  saw  the  place  where 
we  were  told  people  were  tortured.  A 
friend  took  my  picture  standing  in 
one.  The  small  hole  from  above  per- 
mitted water  to  slowly  drip  on  the 
victim's  head  until  he  lost  his  mind 
and  finally  succumbed.  The  chamber 
is  so  small  that  he  couldn't  move.  We 
were  told  that  these  places  were 
raided  by  the  government  and  such 
practices  stopped. 

The  archaelogical  museum  here  has 
some  very  interesting  and  peculiar 
specimens.  Tools  and  vessels  made  by 
ancients  and  rock  burial  boxes  are 
among  the  collection.  From  different 
parts  of  the  country  idols  of  all  de- 
scriptions and  some  of  nondescript 
type,  had  been  gathered  for  display — 
gods  that  could  neither  hear  nor  see. 

In  the  Guatemala  City  Park  they 
have  a  natural  representation  of  the 
country  of  Guatemala.  It  is  a  relief 
map  made  of  clay.  Its  area  covers  a 
full  block.  The  mountains,  rivers  and 
lakes  are  in  exact  location.  We  looked 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE1 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  very  grateful  to  receive  your 
good  paper.  Truly  it  is  a  lighted  path- 
way to  my  life.  I  am  so  glad  that  the 
light  of  the  gospel  reaches  from  pole 
to  pole.  I  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  see  the  gospel  preached  in  the 
South  Pacific.  Now  I  am  up  near  the 
north  pole  and  yet  the  glorious  gospel 
reaches  me  through  your  paper. 

I  have  been  confined  to  my  bed  for 
the  last  nine  days  with  the  mumps 
and  I  find  it  rather  hard  to  write  in 
bed,  but  I  am  thanking  my  Lord  for 
His  goodness  to  me. — Pfc.  Edward  N. 
Kleitz. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  glad  to  receive  your  most  wel- 
come letter  today.  It  encouraged  me 
greatly  and  seemed  my  way  got  bright- 
er and  my  burdens  lighter.  I  know 
there  was  prayer  with  that  letter. 

I  am  so  glad  for  the  privilege  ot 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  sure- 
ly is  a  light  to  those  who  will  only 
study  it.  There  are  so  many  good 
things  in  the  paper  and  it  helps  one 
greatly  to  read  it.  Really  I  love  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  trust  that  God 
will  bless  and  prosper  your  work.  I 
desire  your  prayers. — Elbert  Akins, 
S2|c. 


Hello  dear  Young  People: 

This  is  to  let  you  know  I  am  still 
thinking  of  you.  I  wish  I  could  see 
you,  for  I  am  plenty  homesick  tonight. 
You  will  never  know  what  home  really 
means  to  you,  unless  you  are  away  off 
and  can't  go  back  and  don't  have  the 
privilege  of  attending  church.  It  has 
been  about  fourteen  months  since  I 
was  where  I  could  go  to  church  or  had 
a  place  I  could  call  home.  You  can't 
do  what  you  want  to  in  the  army,  but 
you  have  to  do  what  you  are  told  to  do. 

You  had  better  do  all  you  can  for 
God  while  you  have  the  opportunity. 
I  know  I  should  have  done  more  for 
God,  but  I  failed.  But  wait  until  I 
come  home  and  I  will  do  all  I  possibly 
can  for  my  precious  Savior.  You  can't 
even  have  a  good  time  while  you  are 
in  sin.  You  may  think  you  are  having 
a  good  time,  but  you  are  wrong.  The 
boys  in  my  outfit  will  say  to  me,  "How 
can  you  stay  in  camp  and  never  go 
out  and  get  drunk?"  Here's  what  I  say 
to  them,  "You  will  never  know,  unless 
you'  read  your  Bible." 

Please  pray  for  me  to  hold  on  a  little 
longer  and  pray  that  I  will  see  home 
once  more. — Cpl.  James  W.  McNeese. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 
From  the  jungles  of  India  I  pen  you 


these  few  lines  to  let  you  know  that 
the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  here. 
I  have  just  finished  reading  the  Feb- 
ruary issue  and  I  find  it  brimful  of  the 
good  things  that  are  meat  to  a  man's 
soul  when  all  other  things  are  denied 
him. 

I  am  sure,  Sister  Harrison,  that  your , 
readers  would  rejoice  to  know  to  what 
great  extent  the  true  gospel  has 
spread  over  this  vast  country,  even 
though  Satan  has  it  bound  with  the 
chains  of  idol  worship. 

Only  a  few-  days  ago  I  was  ap- 
proached by  a  man  of  God,  clad  in 
rags,  who,  without  an  introduction,  in- 
quired of  me  about  the  condition  of 
my  soul.  I  was  stirred  to  the  depths 
to  see  a  man  with  a  faith  so  great 
that,  in  the  face  of  destruction,  he 
could  still  find  time  to  talk  to  a  man 
about  his  soul.  Surely  as  long  as  we 
have  men  and  women  like  that  in  this 
world  the  multitudes  will  still  be  fed. 

You  will  be  glad  to  know,  Sister  Har- 
rison, that  we  who  believe  in  God,  have 
a  chapel  and  a  good  chaplain  to  lead 
us  to  the  throne  of  grace  on  Sundays 
and  our  base  commander  has  decreed 
that  there  will  be  no  movies  on  the 
Sabbath,  so  we  have  a  full  chapel  ev- 
ery Sunday.  How  can  To  jo  expect  to 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


TYPES    OF    SOLDIERS    AIDED    BY     CHRISTIAN     SERVICE     CENTERS 


There  are  at  least  three  different 
types  of  soldiers  who  appreciate  and 
find  help  in  attending  a  Christian 
Service  Center.  These  types  are  classi- 
fied according  to  their  religious  atti- 
tude, for  the  work  of  a  center  like  this 
is  primarily  religious  even  though  it  is 
necessary  to  provide  food,  beds,  and 
other  services  to  meet  the  needs  of  the 
men. 

The  Rockford  Center  is  located  near 
Camp  Grant,  a  noncombatant  medi- 
cal training  center.  Here  men  train 
to  work  in  station  and  field  hospitals. 
Here  they  are  trained  to  save  life 
rather  than  destroy  it.  This  type  of 
training  is  requested  by  some  men,  due 
to  their  conscientious  beliefs  in  regard 
to  bearing  arms.  This  type  of  work  is 
assigned  to  some  men  because  of  their 
merciful  attitude,  which  fits  them  for 
such  a  service. 

I.  The  first  type  of  men  who  ap- 
preciate the  Christian  Service  Center 
are  the  Christian  men  themselves. 
They  have  come  from  Christian  homes 
and  environment.  They  appreciate  the 
privilege  of  coming  to  a  place  which 
displays  Christian  pictures,  sings 
Christian  hymns  and  has  Christian 
literature  to  read.  They  enjoy  the 
Christian  fellowship  that  is  possible 
in  such  a  place.  They  know  that  no 
camp  can  maintain  a  distinctly  Chris- 
tian atmosphere  when  it  contains  men 
of  all  kinds.  Some  of  these  men  are 
licensed  ministers,  missionaries  or  lay 
workers  who  have  been  caught  by  the 
draft.  They  deserve  a  place  where  they 
can  be  with  God's    people    and  talk 


By  REV.  R.  S.  WILSON,  Director, 

Christian  Service  Center, 

123  N.  Wyman  Street,  Rockford,  III. 

their  language. 

II.  The  second  type  of  men  who 
appreciate  the  Christian  Service  Cen- 
ter is  the  type  who  has  a  Christian 
faith  which  is  not  developed  very 
strong.  As  long  as  they  were  in  touch 
with  their  godly  parents,  or  the  asso- 
ciations of  a  Christian  congregation, 
they  found  it  easy  to  be  classed  with 
the  Lord's  people.  But  now  that  they 
are  thrown  in  with  all  types  of  men, 
some  of  whom  ridicule  the  Christian 
viewpoint,  these  men  do  not  have  suf- 
ficient faith  to  overcome  the  tempta- 
tions. They  tend  to  follow  the  crowd 
rather  than  stand  for  their  convic- 
tions. They  are  away  from  the  re- 
straining influence  of  their  home  and 
church  and  find  it  easier  to  yield  than 
to  resist.  Cursing,  filthy  stories,  visits 
to  taverns  with  resulting  drunkenness 
and  even  contacts  with  houses  of  ill 
fame  seem  to  be  a  necessary  part  of 
some  soldiers'  lives,  and  rather  than 
be  called  a  'sissy'  they  follow  the  lead- 
er. These  men  are  not  bad  at  heart, 
but  they  are  weak.  They  need  some 
restraining  influence,  or  it  may  be 
disastrous. 

These  men  find  in  a  Christian  Serv- 
ice Center  a  good  place  to  spend  their 
off  hours.  They  find  something  posi- 
tive to  replace  the  negative.  They  dis- 
cover that  some  fine  Christian  men 


are  in  the  Army  and  that  it  is  not 
necessary  to  live  a  licentious  life  to 
be  a  good  soldier.  They  find  motherly 
and  fatherly  souls  who  remind  them 
of  the  folks  at  home.  When  they  are 
blue  and  discouraged  they  find  some- 
one who  is  sympathetic  and  will  help 
them  solve  their  problems.  Many  a 
man  is  prevented  from  going  "over 
the  hill"  (AWOL)  by  the  presence  of 
Christian  Service  Centers  in  many  of 
our  cities.  Many  a  man  is  strengthened 
in  the  faith  and  given  victory  over  the 
temptations  that  beset  him. 

III.  The  third  group  aided  by 
Christian  Service  Centers  are  those 
who  are  not  Christians.  Some  of  them 
have  never  confessed  Christ  as  their 
Savior  but  they  are  honest  enough  to 
see  their  need,  and  that  Christ  alone 
can  help  them.  They  are  attracted  to 
the  Christian  centers  by  the  food  and 
other  things  offered  free  of  charge. 
Their  prejudices  are  broken  down  by 
the  Christian  hospitality  they  enjoy, 
and  they  discover  that  Christian  peo- 
ple have  something  to  offer  them. 
Thank  God,  that  numbers  of  men  are 
professing  to  receive  Christ  as  Savior. 
Many  of  us  wish  there  were  more.  It 
is  not  easy  to  win  a  soul  to  Christ,  but 
it  is  a  great  blessing.  Pray  that  more 
might  see  their  need,  and  turn  to  the 
crucified  Savior.  He  alone  can  meet 
the  needs  of  the  servicemen — and  the 
civilians. 

Any  reader  having  friends  in  Camp 
Grant  may  have  a  special  invitation 
sent  to  the  soldier  by  addressing  the 
Director  of  the  Center. 


i 
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The  Lighted  Pathw^I 


What  Is  An  Education? 


Much  is  said  about  an  education. 
What  is  it? 

The  development  of  mental  power, 
personal  talent  and  building  personal- 
ity. 

Building  stores  of  knowledge. 

Developing  the  sense  of  cultural 
values. 

Training  for  citizenship. 

Training  for  usefulness. 

Training  as  wage  earners. 

Development  of  spiritual  values. 

Life  is  like  a  tree.  It  needs  to  be  put 
into  lumber,  dressed  and  manufac- 
tured into  such  articles  as  shall  ren- 
der largest  service.  The  process  is  lead- 
ing the  tree  out  into  its  possibilities  of 
service. 

Life  is  like  a  granite  mountain.  It 
needs  blasting  out,  shaping  up  and 
building  into  road  ballast,  pavements, 
or  palaces.  The  process  is  leading  the 
mountain  of  granite  out  into  its  pos- 
sibilities of  service. 
.  The  uneducated  can  not  get  much 
out  of  life.  There  are  no  highways  out 
into  the  vast  worlds  of  interest. 

Blessed  be  the  schoolteacher. 

The  educator  is  an  interpreter  of 
life.  Multitudes  of  people  are  getting 
nothing  out  of  life.  The  educator 
should  know  life  in  a  large  measure 
of  fullness  and  be  acquainted  with  the 
raptures  of  knowledge,  then  live  a  ra- 
diant life  of  gladness  and  enthusiasm 
and  lead  the  waiting  multitudes  into 
the  joys  of  rich  experience  and  inter- 
esting knowledge. 

An  education  is  a  life  unfolded  into 
its  capacities  and  introduced  into  its 
wealth  of  knowledge  and  its  world  of 
service. 

So  knowledge  of  the  materials  with 
which  one  must  deal  in  a  life  program 
are  necessary.  Vast  stores  of  knowl- 
edge concerning  the  world  about  us 
are  required  for  large  success.  The 
natural  sciences  offer  this  field  of 
knowledge. 

A  knowledge  of  interpretation  ren- 
ders it  possible  for  one  to  disclose  to 
others  the  wonders  of  the  worlds  we 
have  explored. 

"Knowledge  is  power. 

Knowledge  is  wealth. 

Knowledge  affords  great  gladness. 

Knowledge  builds  personality. 

Knowledge  lays  bare  worlds  of  in- 
terest. 

Knowledge  opens  the  way  for  large 
usefulness. 

Knowledge  vitally  relates  us  to  the 
whole  universal  scheme." 

Therefore  read,  study,  observe,  lis- 
ten, acquire  knowledge. 

How  very  important  to  train  the  in- 
tellect. It  is  only  the  well-trained  mind 
that  can  find  the  wonders  of  the 
worlds  of  knowledge.  The  student  who 
chooses  the  easy  course  may  hereby 
be  an  intellectual  cripple  all  his  life. 
Math,  the  languages,  natural  sciences 
and  solid  courses  bring  out  the  reason- 
ing powers.  Blessed  be  heavy  courses! 

The  undeveloped  intellect  has  a  very 
small  world  in  which  to  live.  His  hori- 
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zon  is  near  at  hand.  The  keenly  de- 
veloped mind  has  almost  an  infinite 
sweep  in  his  horizon. 

A  fully  trained  intellect,  well- 
trained  talent  and  finely-developed 
personality  will  afford  personal  pleas- 
ure and  enable  one  to  make  a  large 
contribution  to  the  welfare  of  man- 
kind.— Sel. 

NEVER  TOO  OLD  TO  LEARN 

Socrates,  at  an  extreme  age,  learned 
to  play  on  musical  instruments. 

Cato,  at  eighty  years  of  age,  thought 
proper  to  learn  the  Greek  language. 

Plutarch,  when  between  seventy  and 
eighty,  commenced  the  study  of  Latin. 

Sir  Henry  Spelman  neglected  the 
sciences  in  his  youth,  but  commenced 
the  study  of  them  when  he  was  be- 
tween fifty  and  sixty  years  of  age. 
After  this  time  he  became  a  most 
learned  antiquarian  and  scholar. 

Colbert,  the  famous  French  minis- 
ter, at  sixty  years  of  age,  returned  to 
his  Latin  and  law  studies. 

Ludovico,  at  the  age  of  one  hundred 
and  fifteen,  wrote  the  memories  of  his 
own  times. 

Ogilby,  the  translator  of  Homer  ar  „ 
Virgil,  was  unacquainted  with  Latin 
and  Greek  until  he  was  past  the  age 
of  fifty. 

Franklin  did  not  fully  commence 
his  philosophical  pursuits  until  he  had 
reached  his  fiftieth  year. 

Dryden,  in  his  sixty-eighth  year, 
commenced  the  translation  of  the 
Iliad  and  his  most  pleasing  produc- 
tions were  written  in  his  eld  age. — 
Sel. 


WHAT  HELEN  KELLER  SEES 

Helen  Keller  is  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable women  in  the  world.  She  is 
blind,  but  oh,  how  keenly  she  sees! 
She  is  deaf,  but  how,  accurately  she 


hears!  Some  of  her  visions  of  life  have 
been  recorded  in  a  book  she  has  pub- 
lished, called  "Out  of  the  Dark." 

Her  views  of  young  people  getting 
an  education  and  of  the  responsibili- 
ties awaiting  them  are  thus  beautiful- 
ly described:  "In  college  you  will  be 
brought  face  to  face  with  nearly  all 
the  fundamental  questions  or  life  and 
you  will  learn  how  many  men  have 
tried  to  solve  them. 

"Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  happy  star, 
and  you  also  shall  help  to  solve  them. 
The  world  needs  your  intellect,  your 
scholarship,  but  most  of  all  your 
hearts — that  are  loving,  brave,  hope- 
ful, happy. 

"Does  all  this  dream  of  high  priv- 
ilege and  noble  service  seem  far  be- 
yond the  reach  of  your  powers  of 
mind?  Remember  that  Senator  Hear 
said,  'Much  of  the  good  work  of  the 
world  has  been  that  of  dull  people  who 
have  done  their  best.' 

"Happiness  calls  out  responsive 
gladness  in  others.  There  is  enough 
sadness  in  the  world  without  yours. 
The  great,  enduring  realities  are  love 
and  service.  Joy  is  the  holy  fire  that 
keeps  our  purpose  warm  and  our  in- 
telligence aglow. 

"Learn  from  your  books  not  only 
the  day's  lesson,  but  the  life  lesson. 
':i  all  knowledge,  in  the  classics,  in 
science,  in  history  and  literature,  and 
in  mathematics  you  will  see  the  strug- 
gle of  man  to  get  nearer  to  God.  Re- 
solve, then,  as  you  stand  on  the 
threshold  of  your  student  days,  with 
an  enlightened  optimism  to  conse- 
crate your  education  to  the  service  of 
others. 

When  your  thoughts  become  pessi- 
mistic, when  it  seems  as  if  all  men 
were  deafened  by  the  tumult  of  trade, 
blinded  by  self-interest  and  greed, 
turn  the  pages  of  your  history  to  Eng- 
land, and  you  will  find  that  the  ideas 
which  shaped  the  Anglo-Saxon  race 
were  not  mean  or  sordid. 

"American  history,  too,  is  filled  with 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


Actors  and  production  crew  of  the  patriotic  drama,  "An  American  Is  Born." 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


NOTE:  Sometimes  Y.P.E.  leaders  write  in  and  say,  "What  can  we  do  to 
create  interest  in  our  Y.P.E.?  Our  services  seem  to  be  lacking  some  way."  I 
think  I  can  diagnose  your  case.  You  give  out  the  different  sub-topics  and  they 
get  up  and  read  them  without  studying.  Don't  ever  think  you  can  keep  up  an 
interest  that  way.  Everyone  who  takes  a  subject  should  study  to  get  outside 
material.  Our  lesson  material  is  only  to  suggest  a  topic  and  give  you  a  few 
thoughts.  If  you  want  to  make  progress  in  your  Y.P.E. ,  you  must  study.  It 
is  commanded  in  God's  Word.  Choose  songs  to  suit  your  subject  and  inter- 
mingle them  with  your  talks.  If  you  have  specials,  ask  your  singers  to  choose 
appropriate  songs.  A  good  poem  sometimes  on  the  subject  is  inspiring. 


WHAT  ARE  THE  SOURCES  OF 
CHRISTIAN   COURAGE? 

Scripture:     Acts  4. 

Note:  Have  some  young  people  read 
about  the  lives  of  the  great  characters 
in  this  lesson  and  tell  about  it  to  your 
Y.  P.  E.  This  will  be  educational  as 
well  as  inspiring  and  will  make  some 
people  ashamed  of  their  cowardly 
lives. 

Go  to  your  library  or  to  your  pastor 
for  help.  Any  good  encyclopedia  will 
have  information  on  these  great  char- 
acters. 

All  parts  should  be  given  out  two 
weeks  in  advance  of  the  meeting  so 
as  to  give  the  speakers  time  to  pre- 
pare. Or  better  than  that,  as  soon  as 
your  paper  arrives  the  leaders  should 
begin  on  their  program  at  once,  if  you 
want  an  interesting  meeting.  The  pas- 
tor or  some  experienced  person  in  the 
church  should  always  be  ready  to  as- 
sist the  beginner. 

Luther  at  Worms,  for  all  he  knew, 
faced  the  same  fiery  death  as  Hus  had 
met.  Yet  he  fronted  emperor,  princes, 
bishops,  and  nobility  with  amazing 
courage.  Long  afterward  he  said,  "I 
was  afraid  of  nothing;  God  can  make 
one  so  desperately  bold."  It  was  the 
rule  of  John  Wesley,  slight  of  body 
though  he  was,  "always  to  look  a  mob 
in  the  face."  In  our  own  day  Frank  J. 
Loesch,  Presbyterian  elder  and  Bible 
class  teacher,  has  defied  the  dreaded 
underworld  of  Chicago  in  leading  the 
forces  of  decency  in  that  city.  Many 
another  man  fled  the  city  rather  than 
face  gangster  vengeance.  Loesch 
stayed.  He  once  said,  "When  I  gave  my 
heart  to  Christ,  fear  went  out  of  my 
life." 

Whether  we  are  afraid  of  gangsters 
or  of  losing  our  job,  of  dying  of  cancer 
or  of  proving  a  social  failure,  fear  and 
worry  take  their  toll  in  mental  warp- 
ings  and  disease,  "the  wound  stripes 
of  civilization."  How  can  Christians 
keep  free  of  so  serious  an  enemy? 

COURAGEOUS  LEADER 
"A  coward,"  they  said,  "becomes  a 
brave  man  in  the  regiment  of  Na- 
varre." And  so  it  has  proved  in  every 
war.  The  Sanhedrin  in  Jerusalem  took 
knowledge  of  Peter  and  John,  that 
they  had  been  with  Jesus,  because  un- 
flinchingly they  stood  against  the 
same  charge,  and,  for  all  they  knew, 
faced  the  same  death  as  Jesus,  con- 
cerned only  for  the  truth  to  which 
they  witnessed.  Acts  4:13. 


THE  CONVICTION,    "GOD    IS  WITH 
US" 

In  1415  John  Hus  went  to  his  mar- 
tyr's death  in  the  flames  undaunted, 
because  "truth  conquers"  and  "fire 
cannot  consume  truth."  In  1555  Bish- 
op Latimer  called  out  to  his  fellow 
martyr,  dying  with  him  in  the  flames 
at  Oxford,  "Be  of  good  cheer,  Master 
Ridley.  We  shall  this  day  light  such  a 
candle  as  by  God's  grace  shall  never 
be  put  out." 

"Let  God  rise, 

Let  His  enemies  be  scattered!" 
chanted  Cromwell  and  his  Round- 
heads as  the  morning  mist  lifted  at 
Naseby,  before  they  rode  to  meet  and 
defeat  the  Cavaliers.  John  Knox,  they 
said,  never  "feared  any  flesh."  For 
years  William  of  Orange  saw  his  be- 
loved Netherlanders  butchered  by  the 
thousands  by  the  Spanish  soldiery, 
and  his  own  life  was  repeatedly  plot- 
ted against.  But  he  never  lost  heart. 
"Before  I  ever  took  up  the  cause  of  the 
oppressed  Christians  in  these  pro- 
vinces," he  said,  "I  entered  into  a  close 
alliance  with  the  King  of  kings;  and 
I  am  firmly  convinced  that  all  who 
put  their  trust  in  Him  shall  be  saved 
by  His  almighty  hand."  "If  God  be  for 
us,  who  is  against  us?"  Paul  wrote. 
"Nay,  ...  we  are  more  than  conquer- 
ors through  him  that  loved  us.  For  I 
am  persuaded,  that  neither  death,  nor 
life,  nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor 
things  present,  nor  things  to  come, 
Nor  height,  nor  depth,  nor  any  other 
creature,  shall  be  able  to  separate  us 
from  the  love  of  God,  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus  our  Lord,"  Rom.  8:31,  37- 
39.  - 

LEAVING  DESTINY  TO  GOD 
"Are  there  not  twelve  hours  in  the 
day?"   asked    Jesus,    when    He    was 
warned  that  Herod  might  have  Him 
killed.  He  would  not  die  too  soon.  Je- 
sus knew,  and  His  faithful  followers 
have  always  known,  how  to  make  "the 
distinction  between  things  in  our  pow- 
er and  things  not  in  our  power."  And 
the  ability  to  leave  those  things  not 
in  our  power  to  One  who  is  able  to 
keep  that  which  we  commit  to  Him  is 
a  mighty  aid  to  courage.  It  has  en- 
abled many  a  Christian  martyr  and 
many  a  missionary  hero  and  heroine. 
"To  fear  not  possible  failure, 
Nor  covet  the  game  at  all, 
But  fighting,  fighting,  fighting, 
Die  driven  against  the  wall." 

GOD'S  COMMENDATION,  NOT 
MAN'S 
Jesus  said  that  one  trouble  with  His 


enemies  was  that  they  received  glory 
one  of  another,  and  the  glory  that 
cometh  from  the  only  God  they 
sought  not.  When  we  are  delivered 
from  the  fear  of  other  people's  opin- 
ions, we  have  escaped  from  a  vast 
proportion  of  all  our  fears.  And  he 
who  cares  for  God's  commendation 
comes  to  be  far    less    concerned    for 


man  s. 


PRAYER 


When  Peter  and  John  were  released 
by  the  Sanhedrin  and  warned  never  to 
speak  the  name  of  Jesus  again,  they 
sought  out  the  other  disciples,  and 
prayed  with  them  a  prayer  in  which 
they  steeped  their  minds  with  the 
thought  of  the  greatness  of  God.  They 
ended  their  prayer  with  a  petition 
that  they  might  speak  God's  Word 
with  all  boldness,  which  they  proceed- 
ed forthwith  to  do.  Prayer  like  that 
lifts  men  above  their  fears. 

LOSING  ONESELF  IN  A  GREAT 
CAUSE 

Men  are  surprisingly  willing  to  die 
if  they  can  be  sure  the  cause  is  worth 
dying  for.  Selfish  people  have  little  in- 
spiration for  courage.  But  in  all  cen- 
turies Christians  have  found  causes 
which  so  engrossed  them  that  they 
were  lifted  far  above  fear  for  them- 
selves. 


WHY  AND  HOW  WE  SHOULD 
PRAY 

Scripture:  Matt.  6:5-15. 

Note:  Today  the  call  comes  from 
the  ends  of  the  earth  to  pray.  It  comes 
from  the  boys  on  the  battlefront.  It 
comes  from  the  loved  ones  of  these 
boys.  It  comes  from  those  engaged  in 
the  battle  for  souls  from  the  heart- 
broken people  of  earth.  Then  if  this 
be  true,  should  we  not  study  how  to 
pray  that  our  prayers  may  be  an- 
swered ? — Editor. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

What  a  wonderful  privilege  it  would 
be  to  go  to  school  with  Christ  as  our 
teacher!  Yet,  that  is  what  we  can  do 
as  we  read  and  ponder  this  lesson  on 
prayer.  This  scripture  is  a  part  of  Je- 
sus' Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and  in 
this  part  of  His  discourse  He  gives  us 
instruction  concerning  prayer.  Here 
in  verse  five  is  a  warning  against  self- 
ishness and  pride  as  hindrances  to 
prayer,  and  in  the  sixth  verse  we  find 
the  importance  of  concentration  of 
both  our  thoughts  and  our  spirit  in 
prayer.  While  these  words  apply  pri- 
marily to  secret  prayer  and  to  one's 
devotions  in  the  quiet  of  one's  home, 
it  is  possible  to  close  the  door  of  the 
thoughts  even  in  crowded  places  and 
lift  the  heart  to  God  in  prayer.  "Vain 
repetitions"  may  become  so  much  of 
a  formality  that  there  will  be  practi- 
cally no  real  soul  passion  in  our 
prayers;  therefore,  we  should  con- 
stantly strive  to  keep  our  prayer  life 
up-to-date  by  learning  new  lessons, 
and  by  setting  out  to  win  constant 
victories  through  prayer. 

In  the  Lord's  Prayer  we  have,  of 
course,  the  great  model  of  prayer. 
Notice  in  particular  the  introduction, 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


where  we  are  permitted  to  speak  to 
God  as  our  Father,  and  observe  the 
spirit  of  reverence  that  breathes  from 
these  words.  If  we  set  before  us  as  a 
measure  for  the  day,  for  every  day, 
the  meeting  of  our  obligations  found 
in  this  prayer  it  would  tone  up  our 
lives  to  a  truly  Christian  standard. 

HAVE    THESE    QUESTIONS    AN- 
SWERED  IN   YOUR 
MEETING 

What  Bible  characters  became  no- 
table through  prayer? 

Name  five  reasons  why  we  should 
pray. 

What  place  did  prayer  fill  in  the 
life  of  Jesus? 

What  do  we  learn  concerning  prayer 
from  the  life  of  Jesus? 

For  whom  should  we  pray? 

What  does  the  Lord's  Prayer  mean 
to  me? 

ILLUSTRATIONS 
The  Mightiest  Ministry 

The  greatest  need  of  the  Church  to- 
day is  not  money,  but  intercessory 
prayer.  This  is  the  mightiest  instru- 
mentality for  the  world's  advance. 
Once  let  the  Church  get  on  her  knees, 
and  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail 
against  her.  Finney  declared  that  it 
was  the  intercessory  prayers  of  Abel 
Clary,  who  was  on  his  cot  dying  of  tu- 
berculosis, that  brought  the  outpour- 
ing of  the  Spirit  on  Utica,  Syracuse, 
Rochester,  Binghamton  and  Rome, 
and  even  far-away  Ceylon  experi- 
enced a  period  of  great  spiritual  re- 
freshment as  a  result  of  the  interces- 
sion of  this  invalid,  who  was  scarce- 
ly able  to  lift  his  voice  in  audible  pe- 
tition. We  may  not  be  able  to  give, 
but  we  can  pray. — Sel. 

STUDY  THE  LIVES  OF  THESE 
GREAT  MEN 

George  Whitefield,  the  famous  Eng- 
lish evangelist  said,  "O  Lord,  give  me 
souls  or  take  my  soul." 

Henry  Martyn,  missionary,  kneeling 
on  India's  coral  strands,  cried  out, 
"Here  let  me  burn  out  for  God." 

David  Brainerd,  missionary  to  the 
North  American  Indians,  1718-1747, 
"Lord,  to  Thee  I  dedicate  myself.  Oh, 
accept  of  me  and  let  me  be  Thine  for- 
ever. Lord,  I  desire  nothing  else,  I  de- 
sire nothing  more."  The  last  words  in 
his  diary,  seven  days  before  he  died, 
"O  come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly. 
Amen." 

Thomas  A.  Kempis,  1379-1471,  "Give 
what  Thou  wilt,  and  how  much  Thou 
wilt,  and  when  Thou  wilt.  Set  me 
where  Thou  wilt  and  deal  with  me  in 
all  things  just  as  Thou  wilt." 

Dwight  L.  Moody,  "Use  me  then, 
my  Savior,  for  whatever  purpose  and 
in  whatever  way  Thou  mayest  require. 
Here  is  my  poor  heart,  an  empty  ves- 
sel; fill  it  with  Thy  grace." 

Martin  Luther — a  few  words  from 
his  great  agony  of  prayer  on  the  night 
preceding  his  appearance  before  the 
Diet  of  Worms,  "Do  Thou,  my  God,  do 
Thou,  God,  stand  by  me  against  all 
the  world's  wisdom  and  reason.  Oh,  do 
it !  Thou  must  do  it.  Stand  by  me,  Thou 
-true  eternal  God." 


John  McKenzie — a  prayer  of  a  young 
missionary  candidate  as  he  knelt  on 
the  banks  of  the  Lossie,  "O  Lord,  send 
me  to  the  darkest  spot  of  earth!" 

"Praying  Hyde,"  a  missionary  in  In- 
dia, "Father,  give  me  these  souls  or  I 
die." 

— O— 

HOW  TO  MAKE  OUR  DREAMS 
COME  TRUE 

Scripture:  Gen.  37:5-11. 

Note:  Select  one  of  these  scriptures 
and  build  your  talk  around  it. 

The  Age  of  Imagination,  Acts  2:16- 
18. 

A  Dream  That  Failed,  Gen.  11:1-9. 

A  Vision  of  Service,  Isa.  6:1-13. 

Vision  and  Action,  Acts  16:9,   10. 

A  Delayed  Dream,  2  Sam.  7:1-16. 

Take  God  Into  Your  Dreams,  James 
4:13,  14. 

CHOOSING  OUR  DREAMS 

Keats,  in  the  "Endymion,"  gives  the 
picture  of  a  child  who  dreams  that  the 
moon  has  sailed  down  from  its  place 
in  the  sky  and  become  his  plaything. 
Many  of  us  are  sometimes  childish  in 
our  dreaming.  All  too  often  we  are 
selfish  in  our  desires.  We  may  even 
dream  of  having  a  power  by  which  we 
might  crush  others  to  gain  our  ends. 
Suppose  all  our  dreams  should  come 
true,  what  kind  of  world  would  this 
be?  What  dreams  are  worth  the  effort 
required  to  make  them  come  true? 
How  may  we  know  that  our  desires 
and  aspirations  are  worthy? 
IN   SPITE   OF 

"Safety  First,"  no  doubt,  has  been  a 
good  motto  in  dangerous  places,  but 
if  its  warning  is  transferred  to  the 
field  of  human  progress,  it  loses  its 
usefulness.  Those  who  see  their  dreams 
as  Lincoln  saw  his  dream  of  liberat- 
ing the  slaves  when  he  journeyed 
down  the  Mississippi  to  New  Orleans, 
must  not  pay  too  much  attention  to 
the  obstacles  in  the  way.  For,  as  has 
been  said,  "Safety  subtly  changes 
from  sanity  into  a  brave  mask  with 
which  to  cover  ugly  things  like  fright, 
fear,  inertia,  and  sheer  selfishness." 

Anyone  who  hopes  to  make  his 
dreams  come  true  must  keep  in  mind 
the  words  "in  spite  of."  Few  dreams 
come  true  that  are  not  realized  in 
spite  of  some  obstacle,  outward  or  in- 
ward. Demosthenes,  with  an  impedi- 
ment of  speech,  became  an  orator  in 
spite  of  his  physical  handicap.  Just  a 
hundred  years  ago  Mary  Lyon 
opened  her  financial  campaign  for  a 
college  for  women  in  spite  of  discour- 
agement. In  spite  of  failure  to  get  a 
coveted  position  at  Harvard,  Dr. 
Charles  W.  Eliot  continued  to  study 
educational  problems  and  was  finally 
called  to  be  the  head  of  that  univer- 
sity. 

HE  PRAYED  AND  WENT 

A  cobbler  in  England  had  a  dream 
of  taking  Christianity  to  the  unevan- 
gelized,  so  he  sewed  a  leather  map  of 
the  world  and  hung  it  on  the  wall  of 
his  shop.  As  he  prayed  for  these  vast 
regions  of  Asia,  tears  streamed  down 
his  face.  William  Carey  made  his 
dream  come  true  by  going  as  a  mis- 


sionary to  India. 

SUGGESTIONS  TO   THE   LEADER 

Ask  the  members  to  mention  some 
characters  in  history  wno  possessed 
high  ideals  and  to  tell  briefly  how 
they  realized  them.  Consider  some  of 
the  obstacles  that  are  in  the  way  of 
making  dreams  come  true.  Note  that 
there  are  hindrances  witnin  and  dif- 
ficulties without.  How  may  laziness 
be  overcome?  What  argument  would 
you  use  to  encourage  the  boy  or  girl 
who  says,  "No  one  has  a  chance  to  be- 
come somebody  in  my  town"?  What 
institutions  in  your  community  are 
ready  to  help  the  ambitious  young 
person  to  make  something  of  him- 
self? What  use  should  be  made  of 
spare  time?  What  can  be  said  of  good 
character  and  the  attainment  of 
ideals? 

Daydreams  are  as  worthless  as  bub- 
bles, but  high  aspirations  are  the  daily 
bread  of  the  soul. 

It  is  better  to  dream  of  being  some- 
body than  to  dream  of  getting  some- 
thing. 

Unless  we  build  up  high  hopes  for 
the  future,  in  the  days  to  come  we 
shall  find  ourselves  on  the  ground 
floor  where  we  began. 

We  must  respect  our  noble  dreams 
if  we  wish  to  retain  our  self-respect. 

Be  sure  your  dreams  are  right;  then 
go  right  on  working  to  make  them 
come  true. 

A  wish  for  success  will  roll  along  up 
the  hill  of  difficulty  if  you  hitch  work 
to  it. 

Push  without  purpose  is  madness; 
purpose  without  push  is  futility. 

Enthusiasm  is  not  measured  in 
units  of  noise  but  the  yardage  gained 
in  the  face  of  obstacles. 

Our  life  plans  cannot  live  unless 
they  are  sustained  by  prayer. 

Detouring  on  the  way  to  success  is 
not  pleasant,  but  the  persistent  go 
bravely  on;  some  famous  writers  have 
wielded  picks  before  they  could  use 
pens. 

The  only  kind  of  dreams  that  is 
worth  while  is  the  dream  that  makes 
us  open  our  eyes  to  a  larger  life  for 
self  and  others. 


OUR  FOURTH  LESSON 

Use  thoughts  from  the  contents  of 
paper  for  your  fourth  lesson.  How 
about  using  Education  for  your  topic? 
You  have  plenty  good  material  on  this 
subject. 


Apostasy  in  Our  Schools 

"When  this  country  was  established 
our  forefathers  made  the  Bible  the 
basis  of  all  truth  taught  in  the  public 
schools  as  well  as  the  standard  of 
conduct  for  the  people.  During  the 
first  150  years  when  this  nation  was 
building,  the  textbooks  used  in  public 
schools  were  largely  quotations  from 
the  Bible.  The  New  England  Primer 
(the  standard  textbook  for  grade 
schools)  was  eighty-seven  per  cent 
made  up  of  quotations  from  the  Bible. 
The  old  McGuffey  reader  was  also 
largely  taken  from  the  Bible." — 
Brethren  Missionary  Herald. 
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Letters    From    Our   Boys   in   Service 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

put  his  puny  strength  against  an  all- 
powerful  God,  of  a  God-fearing 
America! 

I  feel  my  life  is  secure  in  the  hands 
of  an  all-merciful  God  and  He  will 
bring  me  back  to  them  again.  I  covet 
your  prayers  for  my  buddies  and  for 
myself. — S|Sgt.  V.  C.  Lovvorn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

There  is  strength  in  knowing  of  all 
the  prayers  that  ascend  for  the  boys 
everywhere.  I  have  had  to  work  the 
last  five  Sundays  and  missed  services. 
Last  night  when  I  received  my  Janu- 
ary Lighted  Pathway  I  sat  down  and 
read  it  from  cover  to  cover.  I  don't 
know  whether  it  is  getting  better  or 
I  am  getting  hungrier  for  each  issue. 
It  seemed  the  best  one  yet.  I  only  wish 
that  it  could  go  to  every  home. 

In  eighteen  months  overseas  I  have 
learned  one  thing,  Phil.  4:11,  "  .  .  . 
for  I  have  learned,  in  whatsoever  state 
I  am,  therewith  to  be  content."  What 
God  gives  He  knows  is  best  for  us. 
With  it  goes  our  doubts  and  through 
faith  we  are  able  to  do  all  things. 

We  are  thankful  to  the  many  peo- 
ple who  are  sending  the  Lighted  Path- 
way to  the  boys. 

It  is  sad  to  see  the  difference  be- 
tween the  number  of  professing  Chris-  . 
tians  and  the  number  of  church  at- 
tendance, James  4:13-17.  The  world  is 
traveling  too  fast  to  read  the  warn- 
ings on  God's  signposts. — Cpl.  Darold 
Sherbahn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  surely  surprised  when  I  got 
The  Lighted  Pathway  at  mail  call  to- 
day, and  I'm  glad  to  know  I  will  con- 
tinue to  get  it  in  the  future. 

I  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  Rev. 
Herman  Clark,  Jr.,  of  Woodruff,  S.  C, 
for  making  it  possible  for  me  to  get  it. 

I  am  not  a  Christian  and  literature 
like  this  makes  me  realize  that  the 
Christian  life  is  the  only  real  life. 

I  take  this  opportunity  to  request 
an  interest  in  your  prayers,  for  I  need 
God  in  my  daily  life  now  more  than 
ever.  Pray  that  He  may  make  me  a 
consecrated  individual  and  by  His  help 
I  will  be  able  to  escape  the  tribulations 
that  are  sure  to  come  on  this  earth 
some  day.  Please  pray  for  all  of  the 
boys  in  the  Service. — Pvt.  Linden  C. 
Hopper,  34842153,  Co.  C,  23rd  Bn.,  7th 
Regt.,  Ft.  McClellan,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  very  glad  to  know  that  you 
all  were  still  thinking  of  me  when  I 
received  the  nice  Christmas  greetings 
the  other  day.  I  was  very  proud  to  get 
it.  I  have  been  planning  to  write  you 
almost  ever  since  I  arrived  overseas, 
but  it  looks  as  if  I  have  had  too  much 
work  to  do.  I  am  somewhere  in  the 
Southwest  Pacific  area.  Naturally,  I 
can't  say  just  where  I  am.  Anyway,  I 
feel  that  God  is  still  with  me  in  every- 
thing. He  has  kept  me  in  good  health, 
and  I  am  still  able  to  do  my  part  in 
this  war.  That's  enough  to  be  very 


thankful  for,  besides  all  the  other  good 
deeds  He  has  done.  I  still  have  a  de- 
sire for  your  prayers  that  I  may  grow 
in  the  grace  of  God,  and  I'll  be  pray- 
ing for  you. 

I  haven't  received  a  Lighted  Path- 
way since  I  arrived  here.  Maybe  I  will 
get  one  soon.  Give  my  love  to  my  wife 
and  baby  back  home  and  all  the  good 
people  of  the  U.S.A. — A  soldier  who 
loves  God  and  all  His  children,  Pvt. 
Clifton  L.  Selvage. 


Special  Notice  to  Boys  at  Camp 
Barkeley,  Tex. 

Every  Monday  night  there  will  be  a 
Pentecostal  service  in  Chapel  No.  3,  at 
Camp  Barkeley.  All  Pentecostal  boys, 
regardless  of  the  denomination,  are 
cordially  invited  to  these  services. 
—Pvt.  Alvert  S.  Ballenger,  Sr.,  53rd 
Bn.  A.S.F.T.C.,  Camp  Barkeley,  Tex. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAYS   FOR   MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  for  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
service  for  June. 


$320.05 


South  Carolina    

Illinois   85.90 

West  Virginia  82.00 

Virginia  69.00 

Ohio    50.70 

Tennessee  50.00 

Florida  45.75 

Missouri  32.00 

California  12.51 

Maryland    12.20 

Kentucky _  12.00 

Georgia   12.00 

Texas 9.00 

Maine  _ 8.36 

Pennsylvania  7.35 

Delaware  5.00 

Mississippi _-_  4.00 

4.00 

3.00 

2.10 

2.00 

1.00 

.70 

.10 


North  Carolina  .... 

Michigan    _ _ 

Washington,  D.  C. 

New  Mexico  

Indiana   

Iowa   


Minnesota  


$830.36 


Children's   Page 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

found  their  way  into  that  sickroom." 
The  children  in  the  street  sometimes 
engaged  in  petty  quarrels.  Then  they 
would  catch  sight  of  the  crippled  lad 
and  his  smile,  and  they  would  cease 
their  quarrels  and  become  friends. 
"And  so  the  little  chap,  though  racked 
with  pain,  became  indeed  a  packet 
of  sunshine." 


June  Honor  Roll 

Mae  Truett,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Mich. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S. 
H.  L.  Hunt,  Charleston,  S.  C. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  July  Total 

Alabama  2,496  25,422 

Alaska 18  69 

Arizona  263  2,296 

Arkansas    .... 592  6,109 

California. 2,417  14,538 

Canada 279  2,549 

Colorado 50  370 

Connecticut 20  210 

Delaware 261  2,577 

Florida    .3,672  36,453 

Foreign 333  4,323 

Georgia 5,547  61,441 

Idaho 279  1,405 

Illinois    4,148  34,818 

Indiana 1,447  8,950 

Iowa  129  1,649 

Kansas   214  3,425 

Kentucky  1,966  24,582 

Louisiana 588  6,119 

Maine    450  3,65C 

Massachusetts    ....     30  743 

Maryland  1,581  15,642 

Michigan    ....2,002  27,978 

Minnesota   75  715 

Mississippi  1,234  9,418 

Missouri   1,670  20,563 

Montana  _   254  2,200 

Nebraska   136  609 

New  Hampshire  ..  57 

New  Jersey 304  2,535 

New   Mexico  271  2,026 

New   York  155  1,451 

Nevada   50  219 

North  Carolina  ___8,298  90,576 

North  Dakota  . 248  2,629 

Ohio  5,419  36,516 

Oklahoma   376  4,024 

Oregon 281  3,020 

Pennsylvania    ......1,201  11,960 

Rhode  Island  ......       2  26 

South  Carolina  ..12,132  106,923 

South  Dakota  153  2,074 

Tennessee    3,721  47,865 

Texas  2,004  26,772 

Utah 39  347 

Virginia    _ 3,229  23,090 

Washington    653  6,146 

Washington,   D.C.    159  1,977 

West  Virginia  . 4,294  27,544 

Wisconsin   72  741 

Wyoming   103  1,146 

75,315  718,487 


June  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  having 
the  money  in  on  time. 

My  Opinion  of  B.T.S.  and  College 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

shall  one  do  with  the  mind  when 
trained  with  knowledge  when  ac- 
quired?" 

I  have  learned  that  the  Church  of 
God  Bible  Training  School  and  College 
is  seeking  to  help  its  students  answer 
the  above  questions. 

What  little  contact  I  have  had  with 
the  world  has  been  enough  to  con- 
vince me  of  the  stupidity  of  any  indi- 
vidual who  thinks  he  can  be  a  success 
without  an  education.  A  man  who  en- 
deavors to  travel  life's  journey  with- 
out an  education  is  a  man  who  travels 
blindly  and  will  contribute  very  little 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


to  the  benefit  of  mankind. 

I  trust  every  boy  and  girl  who  reads 
this  article  will  determine  to  get  an 
education.  Don't  wait  until  it  is  too 
late.  You  may  be  without  finance  or 
confronted  with  other  handicaps,  but 
you  are  not  the  first  to  be  in  this  posi- 
tion. Remember  this  one  thing,  "Noth- 
ing is  impossible  with  God."  Look  to 
Him,  He  will  surely  make  a  way. 

Prepare  now  to  enter  Bible  Train- 
ing School  next  fall;  this  will  be  one 
of  the  greatest  decisions  you  ever 
made. 


What  Helen  Keller  Sees 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

heroes  and  martyrs  who  joyfully 
pushed  aside  ambition  and  gave  their 
lives  to  the  commonwealth.  The  world 
needs  more  of  this  spirit  of  service. 
There  is  still  many  a  desert  place 
where  the  sun  of  love  and  the  light  of 
truth  have  not  shone." 

This  is  not  the  vision  of  the  eyes  of 
flesh,  but  of  the  eyes  of  the  soul.  Helen 
Keller  sees  material  facts,  their  rela- 
tion to  each  other,  the  beauty  behind 
them,  and  the  God  behind  and  under- 
neath all,  her  Friend  and  Savior.  She 
gives  a  striking  illustration  of  the 
blessedness  of  those  of  whom  Christ 
spoke:  "Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart; 
for  they  shall  see  God." — Matt.  5:8. — 
Sel. 


Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

years. 

Greatest  preparation  should  be 
made  for  this  lifework.  Physical  cul- 
ture, domestic  science,  dietetics,  busi- 
ness management  and  accounting, 
horticulture,  poultry,  dairying  and 
many  other  subjects  bear  directly  on 
the  homelife. 

Child  culture  and  nurture,  child 
psychology  and  the  many  helps  a 
mother  needs  should  be  taught.  "Get 
ready  for  a  home"  is  great  advice  to 
young  womanhood. 

Life  is  a  building.  It  rises  slowly  day 
by  day  through  the  years.  Every  new 
lesson  we  learn  lays  a  block  on  the 
edifice  which  is  rising  silently  within 
us.  Every  experience,  every  touch  of 
another  life  on  ours,  every  influence 
that  impresses  us,  every  book  we  read, 
every  conversation  we  have,  every  act 
of  our  commonest  days  add  something 
to  the  invisible  building. 

I  pluck  an  acorn  from  the  greens- 
ward, and  hold  it  to  my  ear;  and  this 
is  what  it  says  to  me:  "By  and  by  the 
birds  will  come  and  rest  in  me.  By  and 
by  I  will  furnish  shade  for  the  cattle. 
By  and  by  I  will  provide  warmth  for 
the  home  in  the  pleasant  fire.  By  and 
by  I  will  be  shelter  from  the  storm  to 
those  who  have  gone  under  the  roof. 
By  and  by  I  will  be  the  strong  ribs  of 
the  great  vessel,  and  the  tempest  will 
beat  against  me  in  vain  while  I  carry 
men  across  the  Atlantic."  "O  foolish 
little  acorn,  wilt  thou  be  all  this?"  I 
ask.     And  the  acorn   answers,  "Yes, 
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God  and  I." 

Boys  and  girls,  God  and  you  caki  do 
great  things  if  you  will  trust  your  life 
to  Him  and  be  willing  to  "Study  to 
shew  thyself  approved  unto  God,  a 
workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed." 


Delinquency  and  Responsibility 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
tered. 

We  must  not  be  ready  to  think  that 
superficial  forces  can  eradicate  deep 
symptoms  any  more  than  any  alcohol 
bath  will  cure  cancer.  Juvenile  delin- 
quency is  a  deep-rooted  social  mal- 
adjustment— a  serious  maladjustment 
because  of  so  much  home  disorgani- 
zation. Therefore,  the  chief  solution 
lies  in  the  strengthening  or  alteration 
of  the  home  before  the  behavior  pat- 
terns of  children  have  become  fixed 
for  life.  This  is  one  of  the  major  meth- 
ods of  attack  on  this  momentous  prob- 
lem— juvenile  r"^linquency.  —  J.  Pope 
Dyer. 

A  part  of  an  article  written  by  J. 
Pope  Dyer  to  the  Chattanooga  Times. 

NOTE:  What  will  we  do  about  it? 
Will  we  help  the  ones  who  are  respon- 
sible by  •  offering  them  some  special 
training?  What  will  you  suggest  we 
should  do?  Write  your  views  concern- 
ing this  question.  Write  briefly,  please. 


Over  the  Miles  to  Salvador 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

at  the  road  over  which  we  had  just 
come,  and  sure  enough  there  were  the 
curves  and  steeps  in  miniature.  Little 
signboards  marked  the  location  of  the 
towns.  Real  water  runs  through  the 
tiny  river  beds. 

Heavy  rain  insisted  on  pouring  down 
every  day  while  we  were  in  Guatemala. 
When  it  had  subsided  a  little  we 
started  out.  Just  a  few  miles  out  of 
town  we  had  to  go  on  a  detour  on  ac- 
count of  road  construction.  The  rain 
had  caused  washouts  and  many  land- 
slides. Once  we  had  to  wait  until  a 
crew  dug  the  rocks  out  of  the  way  be- 
fore we  could  proceed.  We  forded  five 
rivers.  The  engine  got  wet  and  stalled. 
The  brakes  got  wet  and  wouldn't  hold 
when  we  went  down  the  steep  hills. 
This  trail  is  very  narrow.  When  we 
met  a  car  coming  we  had  to  back  up 
and  squeeze  against  the  bank  to  let 
it  go  by.  Coming  down  steep  hills  and 
going  over  such  continuous  rocky 
roads  caused  the  trailer  to  lurch  bad- 
ly. Many  an  hour  we  traveled  at  a- 
speed  of  five  miles  an  hour.  To  cli- 
max the  day's  drive,  the  trailer  hitch 
broke.  We  had  just  come  down  a  very 
dangerous  hill.  We  felt  thankful  that 
it  did  not  break  where  we  could  easily 
have  been  thrown  down  the  ravine 
miles  below.  The  trailer  tongue  plowed 
into  the  earth.  The  front  end  gate 
was  smashed.  Sister  Syverson's  heavy 
trunk  came  tumbling  down  on  the 
smaller  suitcases  and  boxes.  One  of 
our  suitcases  was  smashed  and  the 
contents  scattered  in  the  dust.  We  had 
just  been  singing,  "Your  roses  may 
have  thorns,  but  don't  forget,  your 
thorns  may  have  some  roses  too."  The 


situation  looked  hopeless.  We  were  a 
few  miles  from  the  nearest  town.  The 
men  folk  began  to  carry  the  pieces  to 
one  side  and  set  about  to  mend  the 
trailer  as  best  they  could.  Soon  they 
had  the  patching  done  and  the  trailer 
chained  to  the  car.  We  "crawled"  to 
the  next  town  and  inquired  for  a 
blacksmith  or  someone  who  could  fix 
it,  but  no  one  could.  Finally  "we 
thought  of  having  a  carpenter  make  a 
wooden  one.  This  he  did,  and  a  little 
after  dark  we  were  on  our  way  again. 
This  town  had  no  hotels  or  sleeping 
places  of  any  kind. 

Soon  we  came  to  the  custom's  office 
leaving  Guatemala.  Our  things  were 
looked  over  and  our  grandmothers' 
and  great  grandfathers'  names  and 
history  taken  down,  as  well  as  our  own. 
Over  into  El  Salvador  we  were  at  last. 
The  roads  were  surfaced  now — what 
a  relief.  About  one-half  a  mile  from 
the  border  we  had  the  privilege  of 
stopping  again  to  let  Salvador  see 
what  we  had  in  our  suitcases.  Here 
we  unloaded  everything  on  the  large 
platform.  More  paper  negotiations, 
the  reloading,  then  we  were  off  again 
to  the  next  town  where  we  could  find 
a  place  to  sleep.  The  first  night  in 
Salvador  was  spent  in  Santa  Ana.  The 
next  day  about  noon  we  reached  our 
destination,  San  Salvador,  El  Salvador, 
Central  America. 

We  had  enough  automobile  ride  for 
a  while.  We  had  been  on  the  road 
thirty-five  days  and  made  5,513  miles! 
We  praise  God  for  His  goodness  and 
mercy  to  us  on  this  trip,  and  feel 
grateful  to  those  who  remembered  to 
pray  for  us.  May  God  bless  you  all. — 
Marie  B.  Pearson,  Apartado  86,  San 
Salvador,  El  Salvador,  Central 
America. 


Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
a  rector  who,  as  a  college  student,  had 
done  faithful  work  for  small  pay  as 
tutor  of  the  business  man's  son.  Mar- 
veling at  God's  providential  dealings, 
the  young  man  was  consecrated  bishop 
of  his  missionary  diocese.  In  his  new 
field  he  saw  the  necessity  of  building 
at  Ogden,  Utah,  a  far  better  church 
than  could  be  paid  for  by  the  com- 
munity. He  thought  he  had  exhausted 
possibilities  when  his  fund  reached 
five  thousand  dollars.  He  wanted  ten 
thousand  dollars.  Just  then  a  letter 
came  from  Brooklyn  with  an  inclosure 
of  the  required  five  thousand  dollars. 
The  check  was  signed  by  the  second  of 
the  Brooklyn  business  men  in  whose 
homes  he  had  tutored  that  summer  of 
his  bitter  disappointment. 

Isn't  it  plain?  Our  lives  are  in  the 
hands  of  One  who  loves  us.  He  wishes 
to  lead  us  in  the  way  that  will  bring 
us  greatest  happiness  and  joy.  That 
way  may  also  bring  difficulties,  tem- 
porarily, so  that  we  cry  with  Jacob, 
"All  these  things  are  against  me."  But 
the  time  will  come,  if  we  trust  in  God 
and  seek  to  do  His  will,  when  our  cry 
will  change.  We  shall  see  the  transfor- 
mation of  trial  into  blessing.  Then  we 
can  say,  "All  these  things  have  been 
for  me." 

[Page  17] 
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his  bitter  disappointment. 

Isn't  it  plain?  Our  lives  are  in  the 
hands  of  One  who  loves  us.  He  wishes 
to  lead  us  in  the  way  that  will  bring 
us  greatest  happiness  and  joy.  That 
way  may  also  bring  difficulties,  tem- 
porarily, so  that  we  cry  with  Jacob, 
'All  these  things  are  against  me."  But 
the  time  will  come,  if  we  trust  in  God 
and  seek  to  do  His  will,  when  our  cry 
will  change.  We  shall  see  the  transfor- 
mation of  trial  into  blessing.  Then  we 
can  say,  "All  these  things  have  been 
for  me." 

RACHEL 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

The  humble  room  became  suffused 
with  glory. 

Her  supper  finished,  once  again 
Rachel  drew  forth  her  precious  Bible, 
and  together  with  Him  she  tarried 
over  it  in  closest  fellowship.  The 
promise  stood  out  tonight  with  more 
convincing  power  than  she  had  ever 
experienced  before :  "I  will  never  leave 
thee,  nor  forsake  thee.  .  .  .  Come  unto 
me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.  .  .  And 
God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from 
their  eyes." 

And  for  Max,  as  never  before,  the 
promises  fairly  flamed  from  the  page, 
blazoned  in  richest  gold:  "I  have  seen 
his  ways,  and  will  heal  him.  .  .  Out  of 
weakness  were  made  strong.  .  .  Hath 
He  not  promised,  and  shall  He  not 
perform?  . .  .  Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given 
you.  .  .  According  to  your  faith  be  it 
unto  you." 

She  went  to  the  window  and 
trimmed  Max's  candle — until  it  burned 
with  glowing,  steady  light.  So  would 
his  life  soon  glow  for  Christ.  Of  this 
she  had  no  doubt  whatever.  God  had 
promised,  and  He  would  perform. 

And  something — some  thrilling  joy 
within  her  heart — told  her  the  wait- 
ing would  not  now  be  long.  As  Rachel 
stood  at  the  window  she  gazed  once 
more  upon  the  Ghetto  housetops, 
praying  for  her  beloved  Israel  beneath 
them.  Ah!  the  time  was  surely  near 
when  she  and  Max,  joined  together  in 
their  love  for  one  another  and  for 
Christ,  would  be  led  out  by  His  Spirit 
for  extensive  witness  to  their  people. 

And  Little  Abie  also!  As  he  grew  up 
they  would  prayerfully  nurture  him  in 
the  Christian  faith  and  life,  as  they 
prepared  him  for  the  Christian  minis- 
try. And  then  together — should  the 
Messiah  longer  t  a  r  r  y — their  little 
trinity,  united  in  perfect  oneness  with 
the  divine  Trinity  of  Father,  Son  and 
Holy  Spirit,  would  go  forth  among 
Israel  to  do  mighty  battle  for  the  King 
of  kings. 

From  the  little  window,  in  the  dis- 
tance, Rachel  could  see  the  great 
Metropolitan  light — fraught  with  so 
many  precious  memories  of  her  Eden 
in  East  Second  Street.  Towering  above 
all  other  lights  it  shone  with  luminous, 
far-reaching  power.  Within  the  circle 
of  its  rays,  tens  of  thousands  of  He- 
brew souls  were  dwelling.  As  the 
great  light,  high  and  lifted  up,  was  a 
beacon  to  their  physical  eyes,  so 
Rachel  prayed  that  the  Light  of  Life, 
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as  she  and  Max  and  Little  Abie  might 
exalt  Him,  would  become  the  heavenly 
beacon  unto  Israel  in  its  spiritual 
blindness. 

Through  their  three  devoted,  con- 
secrated lives  might  He  shine  forth  to 
their  dear  Jewish  people,  first,  in  New 
York  City — America's  Jerusalem —  and 
then  to  still  other  Jews  beyond — 
whithersoever  the  Spirit  willed  to  lead 
them.  To  Roumania,  might  it  be — the 
beloved  land  of  Rachel's  birth?  To 
Russia — among  whose  vast  hordes  of 
Jews  her  own  and  Max's  forebears  had 
been  numbered?  To  Poland  possibly? 
Or  even  Palestine — the  divinely  prom- 
ised homeland  of  the  Jew?  Ah,  well! 
it  mattered  not.  It  was  all  one  field — 
vast  and  world-wide.  The  sheep  of 
Israel's  fold  were  found  upon  a 
thousand  hills.  God  knew  where  He 
would  have  His  servants  witness.  Step 
by  step,  as  He  had  led  them  to  this 
hour,  so  would  He  lead  them  forward 
all  the  journey  through.  This  Jehovah 
was  their  Jehovah,  for  ever  and  ever: 
He  •  would  be  their  Guide  even    unto 

death. 

*  *  * 

Rachel  heard  footsteps  coming 
toward  her  door.  Was  it  Little  Jessie 
back  again?  But  no,  it  was  a  firmer 
tread.  She  listened  ....  then  she  knew. 

Very  quietly  she  smiled.  And  then 
she  left  him  standing  there — knocking 
.  .  .  knocking  .  .  .  while  for  a  moment, 
Spirit-filled,  she  paused  and  lifted  up 
her  heart  in  thanksgiving  and  adoring 
praise  to  God.  And  then — with  that 
perfect  poise  that  Max  had  always 
loved — she  flung  the  door  wide  open. 

He  stood  there,  broken  and  contrite, 
with  Little  Abie — Big  Abie  now,  the 
"big,  big  boy  mit  pockets  yet" — fast 
asleep  within  his  arms,  quite  tired  out, 
poor  little  laddie,  after  the  long,  long 
day  of  searching  for  his  mother 
through  the  Ghetto  of  New  York. 

Silently,  tenderly,  Rachel  drew  them 
both  inside.  And  then  she  closed  the 
door.  Still  with  her  wonderful  poise, 
and  still  without  a  word  save  those 
fathomless  words  Max  read  within 
her  eyes — she  took  Little  Abie  from 
his  father's  arms  and  clasped  him  in 
one  long  and  convulsive  embrace  to 
her  hungry  heart.. 

Then,  while  Max  sank  upon  a  chair 
beside  the  stove  and  buried  his  face 
in  his  hands  with  bitter,  penitential 
weeping,  she  carried  Little  Abie  to  her 
cot,  and  gently  laid  him  down,  tuck- 
ing him  tenderly  within  her  blankets 
as  she  gave  him  a  mother's  good-night 
kiss  for  the  first  time  in  six  long, 
lonely  years. 

And  then — she  turned  to  Max  .... 

*  *  * 

Love  suffereth  long  and  is  kind  .  .  . 
beareth  all  things,  believeth  all  things, 
hopeth  all  things,  endureth  all  things. 
....  Love  never  faileth. 

Nor  did  Rachel's  love  for  Max  fail 
now  when,  sobbing  in  heartbroken 
shame  and  sorrow,  with  utter  self- 
abasement  he  made  confession  of  his 
sins — of  all  his  contemptible  cowardice 
and  selfishness  and  greed;  of  his 
awful  cruelty  to  Rachel  and  their  lit- 
tle son;  and  of  his  base  disloyalty  to 
Christ— in  Whom  as  a  child  he  had 


believed,  but  Whom  he  had  never 
manfully  acknowledged  as  his  own 
Messiah. 

Cringing  fear — fear  of  the  conse- 
quences of  confession;  unwillingness 
to  pay  the  price  demanded  of  every 
Jewish  believer  in  Jesus  Christ —  these 
had  occasioned  Max  Kalinsky's  down- 
fall. And  back  of  them  all  had  been 
his  lust  for  gold.  For  filthy  lucre  he 
had  almost  lost  his  soul. 

But  now  all  the  wealth  of  gold  that 
he  had  gathered — all  was  poured  out 
in  fulness  of  surrender  at  the  Master's 
feet.  His  wealth  and  his  life  alike — to- 
gether with  Rachel's  life — now  were 
wholly  consecrated  to  the  King — for 
whatsoever  service  He  desired — among 
his  own  beloved  Jewish  people. 

Of  his  mother,  Max  said  little.  His 
loyalty  to  her  was  very  manly,  very 
fine — and  his  filial  grief  was  deep.  But 
Rachel's  quick  perception  sensed 
aright  that  Max  realized  now  how 
baleful,  by  reason  of  her  dominating 
will,  his  mother's  influence  over  him 
had  been.  As  a  devoted  Jewish  son  he 
would  never  cease  to  mourn  her;  but 
at  the  same  time  he  gloried  in  the 
new-found  freedom  of  his  manhood. 

Gently,  patiently,  tenderly,  Rachel 
listened  to  it  all — the  whole  heart- 
broken story  of  his  wasted  years — and 
as  she  listened,  she  forgave.  Soothing 
him  in  his  deep  remorse  and  grief, 
even  as  she  would  have  soothed  their 
little  child,  she  gathered  him  within 
her  arms  and  kissed  away  the  tears. 
And  doing  so,  her  heart  had  perfect 
peace.  For  in  her  husband  she  had 
faith  and  hope  and  love.     And     the 

greatest  of  these  is — LOVE. 
*  *  * 

The  red  coals  in  the  stove  cast  a 
warm  glow  over  the  humble  room  and 
over  the  face  of  the  sleeping  child, 
and  over  the  two  radiant  faces  at  the 
little  supper  table.  The  brass  tea-ket- 
tle was  bubbling  and  singing  joyously 
in  welcome.  The  toast  was  a 
delicious  brown.  Peace  was  flowing 
like  a  river — the  deep  underneath 
peace — the  peace  of  God  that  passeth 
all  understanding. 

In  the  window  Max's  candle  had 
burned  down  to  its  socket.  Only  a 
feeble,  fluttering  flame  remained.  But 
the  candle  light  was  no  longer  need- 
ed now.  Henceforth  Max  Kalinsky's 
footsteps  would  be  guided  by  the 
Light  of  Life.  For  the  wanderer  had  at 
last  come  home — home  to  Rachel— 
and  home  to  his  Messiah. 
The  End 

I  am  glad  you  have  enjoyed  the 
story,  "Rachel,"  which  is  concluded  in 
this  issue.  I  am  sure  you  are  better 
acquainted  with  the  life  of  the  Jews 
than  you  have  ever  been.  Send  for 
the  book  and  keep  it  in  your  library 
for  your  friends  to  read.  Price  $1.25. 
Order  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. — 
Editor. 
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Where  Some  Sugar  Goes 

Eighteen-inch  guns  consume  half 
a  ton  of  sugar  in  the  form  of  ethyl 
alcohol  every  time  they  are  dis- 
charged. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Sermons  That  Started  Something 

Coronet  magazine  has  discovered 
something  interesting  about  sermons 
— they  start  things.  In  the  June  issue 
of  that  publication  there  appeared  an 
article  describing  some  of  the  notable 
achievements  that  have  followed  the 
preaching  of  a  sermon.  It  was  a  ser- 
mon that  started  Northwestern  Uni- 
versity and  Armour  Institute  of  Tech- 
nology. One  of  Moody's  sermons  sent 
Wilfred  Grenfell  to  Labrador.  It  was 
a  sermon  by  Rev.  Eliphalet  Nott, 
preached  in  Albany,  N.  Y.,  after  Aaron 
Burr  had  shot  Alexander  Hamilton, 
that  finally  put  an  end  to  dueling  in 
America.  Not  all  sermons  have  had 
such  spectacular  results,  but  who  has 
not  heard  some  strong  man  say,  in  ex- 
plaining his  work,  "I  heard  a  sermon 
ance"?  Congratulations  to  Coronet.  It 
has  not  exactly  made  a  discovery,  but 
t  has  produced  much  evidence.  Who 
snows,  perhaps  next  Sunday  morn- 
ng's  sermon  will  start  something.  — 
Christian  Advocate. 
— O— 

Peace  or  Extermination 

As  this  is  written  Washington  is 
vondering  about  that  mysterious  wea- 
jon  which  the  Germans  have  turned 
ipon  England.  The  evolution  of  the 
nstruments  of  destruction  has  always 
>een  attended  with  skepticism.  Benja- 
nin  Franklin  advised  sticking  to  bows 
md  arrows  because  their  silence  did 
lot  reveal  the  location  of  the  shooter 
is  did  the  old  flintlocks.  Calvin  Cool- 
dge,  during  his  first  automobile  trip, 
aid,  "It's  wonderful  to  ride  in  a  horse- 
ess-wagon,  but  it  won't  amount  to 
auch."  And  when  Kitchener  of  Khar- 
um  saw  the  "horseless-wagon"  trans- 
ormed  into  an  army  tank,  he  dis- 
cussed it  as  "only  a  mechanical  toy." 
Jut  time  has  done  something  to  those 
pinions. 

When  the  Russians  first  explained 
o  American  officers  how  they  were 
rganizing  air-borne  troops  the  latter 
eclined  to  introduce  such  training  in- 
o  the  Army.  The  Germans,  however, 
mployed  the  fantastic  method  of 
warfare  and  with  it  took  Crete,  and 
iter  realized  when  American  para- 
roopers  began  dropping  down  from 
he  clouds  over  Normandy  how  effec- 
ive  a  form  of  strategy  it  offered.  And 
ow  word  comes  of  the  pilotless  bomb- 
lg  plane  operating  over  England 
ith  so  little  known  of  it  that  it  is 
ariously  described  as  a  robot,  a  rock- 
t-propelled  infernal  machine  and  a 
lying  bomb.  The  development  of  these 
istruments  indicate  that  human  be- 
lgs  must  either  quit  fighting  or  pro- 
eed  until  civilization  is  exterminated. 

■Capital  Comment. 
— O— 

Birthday   of  a    Blunder 

A  fateful  anniversary  for  Adolf  Hit- 
;r  occurred  yesterday.  Three  years 
go    he    launched     his     thunderbolts 

ithout  warning  across  the  Russian 
order. 
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Even  now,  the  Germans  have  been 
driven  only  three-fourths  of  the  way 
back,  but  their  Drang  Nach  Osten  is 
ended  in  disaster. 

Napoleon  and  Hitler  made  the  same 
mistake  in  driving  into  Russia,  but 
Hitler  has  lasted  longer  after  that 
mistake  than  did  Napoleon. 

The  Corsican  exulted  as  he  prepared 
to  give  battle  to  the  Russians  at  Bo- 
rodino (Sept.  7,  1812).  Less  than  three 
years  later,  on  July  15,  1815,  Napoleon 
threw  himself  upon  the  mercy  of  the 
British,  declaring,  "I  ccme  like  Them- 
istocles  to  take  my  seat  at  the  hearth 
of  the  British  people."  He  was  taken 
on  a  British  warship  to  St.  Helena, 
where  he  remained  a  prisoner  until 
death. 

Herr  Hitler  has  copied  Napoleon  in 
so  many  things  we  can  but  wonder  it 
ultimately  he  will  copy  Napoleon  in 
that,  too. — Chattanooga  Times,  June 
23,  1944. 

•      -o- 

Invosaon  Sends  America  to  its  Knees 

All  doubt  that  America  is  funda- 
mentally religious  should  have  been 
dispelled  by  what  happened  on  the 
day  the  invasion  of  France  began. 
From  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific  the 
people  fell  on  their  knees  in  prayer. 
Beginning  immediately  after  the  news 
was  flashed  across  the  nation  about 
midnight  and  continuing  through  the 
night  and  all  the  next  day,  the  citi- 
zens of  this  nation  filled  the  churches 
of  all  faiths  with  intercessors.  The  fact 
that  great  numbers  entered  to  pray 
alone  is  even  more  significant  than 
the  fact  that  wherever  formal  services 
were  held,  they  were  crowded  with  sol- 
emn people.  Tnis  provides  a  clue  to  the 
nature  of  the  petitions  which  were 
lifted  in  what  was  probably  the  most 
remarkable  day  of  religious  devotion 
in  our  national  history.  Predominant- 
ly, they  were  prayers  for  persons.  San- 
ity and  faith  marked  their  language. 
In  no  instance  of  which  we  have  heard 
was  there  a  cry  of  hatred  for  the  en- 
emy. Everywhere  the  note  that  peni- 
tence is  a  prerequisite  to  a  just  peace 
was  sounded.  But  most  of  the  prayers 
were  for  persons.  Long  lists  of  the  sons 
of  the  church  were  read  in  many 
places.  It  was  in  their  behalf  and  in 
behalf  of  peace  that  America  knelt  on 
D-Day. 

— O— 

Warning 

Up  to  April  1  this  year  almost  4,000.- 
000  men  had  been  rejected  as  unfit  for 
army  service.  Of  these,  approximately 
one-third  were  turned  down  on  psy- 
choneurotic grounds.  This  is  an  ap- 
palling record.  We  of  America  have 
prided  ourselves  on  our  physical  fit- 
ness. We  hold  more  athletic  records 
than  any  other  people.  Our  boxing 
champions  are  the  champions  of  the 
world.  Our  teams  consistently  have 
won  the  Olympic  games.  We  spend 
more  time  on  athletic  games,  even 
though  our  tendency  of  recent  years 
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has  been  to  be  watchers  rather  than 
players,  than  any  other  people.  To 
what,  then,  are  we  to  attribute  this 
discrepancy  between  our  claims  ol 
physical  fitness  and  the  disclosures  of 
army  physical  examinations? 

One  thing  is  the  stiffness  of  our 
medical  examination.  Men  are  rejected 
by  our  army  surgeons  who  would  be 
accepted  in  any  other  army.  Ameri- 
cans who  have  reached  the  fighting 
fronts  have  been  complimented  on 
their  physical  appearance  by  no  less 
an  authority  than  Dr.  Goebbels.  It  was 
the  German  propaganda  minister  who 
explained  in  a  radio  broadcast  some 
time  ago  that  one  reason  for  the  de- 
feat of  the  Germans  in  Italy  was  the 
strength  of  the  broad-shouldered 
American  soldiers. — Selected. 
— O— 

Presbyterians  in  Congress 

A  tabulation  of  the  denominational 
connections  of  Senators  and  Repre- 
sentatives made  by  the  Washington 
Federation  of  Churches  is  distributed 
by  Religious  News  Service.  Out  of  435 
members  of  the  House  of  Representa- 
tives, 58  are  reported  as  Presbyterians, 
while  the  Senate,  with  a  total  of  96 
members,  has  11  Presbyterians.  In  the 
total  there  are  69,  or  13  per  cent,  Luth- 
erans and  Disciples  3  per  cent,  Congre- 
gationalists  4  per  cent. — Federation  of 
Churches. 

— O— 


RevoHution,  Ltd. 

The  socialists  won  Saskatchewan 
last  week  and  jarred  all  Canada.  The 
only  vigorous  socialist  party  in  North 
America,  Canada's  Cooperative  Com- 
monwealth Federation,  took  43  of  51 
contested  seats  in  the  provincial  legis- 
lature, lost  only  five  to  the  Liberal 
Party  of  Dominion  Prime  Minister 
Mackenzie  King.  The  Tories  (Progres- 
sive Conservatives)  did  not  win  a  sin- 
ele  seat. 

Saskatchewan's  next  Premier  and 
the  head  of  Canada's  first  nominally 
socialist  government  will  be  bantam- 
sized,  genial  Tommy  Clement  Douglas, 
only  39,  a  one-time  Baptist  minister 
and  linotype  operator  (Time,  May  22). 
In  the  province  where  the  C.C.F.  was 
born  some  ten  years  ago,  he  can  now 
write  his  own  ticket. — Time  Magazine. 
— O— 

Peace  treaties  to  the  number  of 
8,000,  according  to  an  estimate,  have 
been  made  in  the  past  3,000  years,  and 
still  we  do  not  have  peace. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE 

The  books  at  the  Publishing  House 
will  close  July  31.  The  National  Y.P.E. 
Contest  also  closes  at  this  time.  You 
will  not  receive  credit  for  any  Lighted 
Pathways  that  are  unpaid  for  by  that 
time.  If  you  want  your  state  to  re- 
ceive credit  for  the  August  issue  in  the 
National  Contest,  please  remit  for  that 
issue  by  July  31. — Ed. 
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On  Sevierville's  southern  border,  reared  against  the  sky, 
Proudly  stands  our  Alma  Is/later  as  the  years  go  by; 
Praise  to  thee,  our  Alma  Mater,  moulder  of  mankind; 
Greater  glory,  love  une?iding,  be  forever  thine. 

Balmy  breezes  gently  %uaf  ted  through  inspiring  halls, 
Mem'ry's  leaflets  closely  twining  shall  fore'er  recall 
Yesterdays  that  xuaken  in  our  hearts  a  tender  glow, 
Making  greater  still  the  love  that  we  have  learned  to  knotu. 

rrEver  omvard"  be  our  ivatchtuord,  conquer  in  each  test; 
We  o%ue  a  life  of  loyal  service  to  old  B.  T.  S. 
Praise  to  thee,  our  Alma  Mater,  moulder  of  mankind; 
Greater  glory,  love  unending,  be  forever  thine. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

The  other  day  we  found  this  little  story  of  how  Dr.  A.  J. 
Gordon  was  brought  into  close  fellowship  with  Christ.  We 
are  giving  it  just  as  we  read  it.  This  article  was  written  by 
F.  M.  Peloubet,  who  was  for  years  the 
author  of  "Peloubet's  Notes  on  the 
Sunday  School  Lessons"  and  a  min- 
ister and  Sunday  School  worker. 
Here  it  is: 

Sixteen  years  ago  God  took  to 
heaven,  to  receive  His  "Well  done, 
good  and  faithful,"  one  of  the  most 
useful  and  effective  of  Boston's  min- 
isters, Rev.  Dr.  A.  J.  Gordon,  who  had 
been  pastor  of  the  Clarendon  Street 
Baptist  Church  for  a  quarter  of  a 
century.  Dr.  Gordon  had  been  in 
charge  of  this  Boston  church  about 
five  years,  when  one  Saturday  night 
jfl&.  there  came  to  him  a  dream-vision 

as  real  as  Peter's  vision  on  the 
housetop  at  Joppa.  It  was  an  experience  so  sweet,  so  mar- 
velous, so  full  of  power,  that  it  changed  his  whole  life,  and 
the  life  and  work  of  his  church.  It  was  not  made  public 
till  after  his  death,  and  few  of  us  who  knew  him  had  any 
knowledge  of  this  source  of  his  power,  till  his  own  record 
of  it  was  published  under  the  title,  "How  Christ  Came  to 
Church." 

In  his  dream,  he  stood  in  his  pulpit  just  ready  to  begin 
his  sermon  when  a  stranger  en- 
tered and  was  invited  into  one  of 
the  pews.  There  was  something 
about  his  bearing,  his  modest 
dress,  his  respectful  attitude  that 
riveted  the  preacher's  attention 
on  this  hearer. 

"To  myself,"  so  his  story  goes, 
"I  said  constantly,  'Who  can  that 
stranger  be?'  And  then  I  mental- 
ly resolved  to  find  out  as  soon  as 
the  service  was  over,  but  before  I 
could  reach  him  the  visitor  had 
left  the  house. 

"Approaching  the  gentleman  by 
whom  he  sat,  with  eagerness  I 
asked:  'Can  you  tell  me  who  that 
stranger  was  who  sat  in  your  pew 
this  morning?' 

"In  the  most  matter-of-course 
way  he  replied:  'Why,  did  you 
not  know  that  man?  It  was  Jesus 
of  Nazareth.' 

"With  a  sense  of  keenest  dis- 
appointment I  said,  'My  dear  sir, 
why  did  you  let  Him  go  without 
introducing  me  to  Him?  I  was  so 
desirous  of  speaking  to  Him.' 

"And  with  the  same  nonchalant 
air  the  gentleman  replied,  'Oh, 
do  not  be  troubled.  He  has  been 
here  today,  and  no  doubt  He  will 
come  again.' " 

"Then  came  an  indescribable 
rush  of  emotion — 'The  Lord  Him- 
self, whose  I  am,  and  whom  I 
serve  has  been  listening  to  me  to- 
day. What  was  I  saying?  In  what 
spirit  did  I  preach?  What  did  He 
think  of  our  sanctuary?  How  was 
He  impressed  with  the  music  and 
the  order  of  worship?'  A  lifetime, 
almost  an  eternity,  of  interest 
crowded  into  a  single  moment." 

This  vision  of  Christ's  presence 
changed  Dr.  Gordon's  whole  life. 


FEED  MY  LAMBS 

By  Barbara  Cornet  Ryberg 

/  meant  to  study  all  the  week, 

And  very  carefully  prepare; 
I  meant  to  kneel — yes,  every  day 

And  bear  each  pupil  up  in  prayer. 
But  I  was  busy,  and  I  found 

So  many  things  that  I  must  do, — 
Important  things,  that  could  not  wait, — 

The  week  was  gone  before  I  knew! 
I  meant  to  visit  several  homes, 

And  mail  some  cards  to  absentees, 
To  let  them  know  that  they  are  missed, 

For  such  a  word  is  sure  to  please 
And  often  brings  them  quickly  back; 

But  somehow  every  day  went  by 
And  not  a  single  card  I  sent. 

And  now' I  ask,  Why  didn't  I? 
And  so  this  morning  when  I  rose 

I  tried  to  study  while  I  ate; 
I  briefly  read  my  quarterly 

And  hurried  out,  five  minutes  late, 
I  found  them  singing,  and  I  dropped, 

Breathless,  ashamed,  into   my  seat — 
For  I  intended  to  be  there 

That  I  the  earliest  child  might  greet. 
Time  for  the  lesson,  and  a  group 

Of  eager  voices  beg  their  turn 
To  quote  by  heart  the  memory  verse 

Which  I,  alas,  forgot  to  learn! 
And  so  I  stumbled  through  the  hour, 

And  built  with  stubble,  hay  and  wood 
Instead  of  gold  and  precious  stones, 

And  silver,  as  His  servants  should. 
"Go  feed  my  lambs,"  was  His  command; 

And  shall  I  hope  for  them  to  live 
On  little  morsels  such  as  this, 

When  mighty  feasts  are  mine  to  give? 
Forgive  me,  Lord,  that  I  should  treat 

Thy  Word  in  such  a  shameful  way, 
And  may  I  never  stand  again, 

Defeated,  as  I've  done  today. 

— Sunday  School  Times. 


He  lived  ever  after  as  if  Christ  were  actually  present  with 
him.  It  was  a  new  era,  not  only  in  his  life,  but  in  that  of 
his  church  and  its  work.  I  knew  Dr.  Gordon.  I  know  inti- 
mately some  of  the  leading  men  of  his  church  who  were 
with  him  before  this  change,  and  during  all  the  twenty 
years  of  his  pastorate  thereafter.  And  they  have  borne 
witness  to  me  again  and  again  of  the  marvelous  change 
wrought  in  pastor  and  church  by  their  living  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  presence  of  Jesus  Christ.  "Lo,  I  am  with 
you  alway." 

I  am  giving  this  to  you  at  this  Assembly  time  as  you 
are  looking  backward  over  your  year's  work  so  that  you 
may  think  about  these  things.  Let  us  examine  our  own 
lives  and  see  if  we  have  always  practiced  the  presence  of 
Christ. 

If  we  can  be  sure  that  we  have  always  done  this  in  all 
of  our  Christian  activities,  then  our  year's  work  has  not 
been  in  vain,  but  how  many  of  us  can  look  back  and  see 
time  spent  in  activities,  however  innocent  they  might  have 
been,  that  were  unnecessary,  when  if  Christ  had  been  there 
in  person  we  should  have,  like  Mary  of  old,  been  sitting  at 
His  feet,  learning  from  Him  the  way  of  life.  Perhaps  many 
of  us  could  say,  "That  is  true  in  my  case."  There  are  so 
many  things  to  detract  from  the  prayer  hour  or  hours 
which  should  be  set  aside  each  day  to  talk  with  Christ. 

How  many  ministers  can  think  of  the  times  when  they 
went  into  the  pulpit  unprepared.  Jesus  has  said,  "Feed  my 
sheep,"  and  the  sheep  have  gone  away  starved  and  empty. 
"Oh,  it  doesn't  make  so  much  difference,"  they  say,  "I  can 

manage  my  service  so  I  do  not 
need  to  spend  time  for  study.  I 
can  just  get  the  emotions  of  my 
people  stirred  up  a  little,  have  a 
testimony  meeting  and  make  an 
altar  call  and  get  by  with  the 
service  tomorrow."  If  Jesus  per- 
sonally had  been  in  your  study, 
you  would  have  knelt  at  His  feet 
and  said,  "Lord,  give  me  a  mes- 
sage for  my  people.  How  can  I 
preach  in  your  presence  unless 
you  help  me?"  I  believe  Jesus 
would  say,  "You  must  first  obey 
my  Word,  'Study  to  shew  thyself 
approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed, 
rightly  dividing  the  word  of 
truth.'  My  Word  is  before  you  and 
as  you  study,  I  will  help  you.  You 
have  been  too  busy  and  uncon- 
cerned and  too  careless  to  feed 
my  sheep.  You  haven't  seemed  to 
realize  that  I  am  always  by  your 
side  to  help  you.  You  have  not 
been  conscious  of  my  presence 
nor  have  you  sought  my  help  as 
you  should."  Perhaps  you  have 
been  busy  doing  the  big  things 
that  will  give  prestige  at  the  close 
of  your  Assembly  year  and  you 
have  failed  in  the  little  tender 
ministries  that  are  so  important. 

How  about  the  Sunday  School 
superintendent  and  teachers? 
Suppose  you  should  find  that 
Christ  in  person  had  been  in  your 
Sunday  School  last  Sunday  morn- 
ing. How  you  would  try  to  recall 
everything  you  did!  I  wonder 
what  He  thought  of  our  Sunday 
School  and  the  way  it  was  carried 
on.  Did  we  reverence  Him  as  we 
should?  Jesus  also  said,  "Feed 
my  lambs."     God  bless  the  little 

(Continued  on  page  16) 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


PUBLISHER'S  NOTE 
Multitudes  in  all  parts  of  the  world 
have  expressed  their  approval  of  this 
imaginative,  yet  true-to-Scripture  ac- 
count of  what  will  transpire  on  this 
earth  at  the  coming  of  the  Lord.  It  is 
written  in  a  style  so  fascinating  that 
young  and  old  will  read  it  with  almost 
breathless  interest  from  start  to  fin- 
ish. 

Already  many  thousands  who  would 
never  have  studied  their  Bibles,  or 
looked  at  an  ordinary  book  or  pam- 
phlet to  learn  the  precious  truth  of  the 
Second  Coming  of  the  Lord,  have  been 
awakened,  quickened  and  even  con- 
verted by  reading  "In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye." 

Convincingly  true,  terrible  and 
beautiful  in  turn,  this  book  is  one  of 
the  most  startling  in  the  annals  of 
Christian  literature — just  the  book  to 
solemnize  and  awaken  careless,  ill- 
taught,  professing  Christians  to  a 
complete  realization  of  the  fact  that 
the  coming  of  the  Lord  draweth  nigh. 

Taken  at  the  Flood 

The  man  walked  aimlessly  amid  the 
thronging  press.  He  was  moody  and 
stern.  His  eyes  showed  his  disappoint- 
ment and  perplexity.  At  times,  about 
his  mouth  there  lurked  an  almost 
savage  expression.  As  a  rule  he  stood 
and  walked  erect.  Only  the  day  be- 
fore this  incident  one  of  a  knot  of 
flower  girls  in  Drury  Lane  had  drawn 
the  attention  of  her  companion  to  him 
as  he  strode  briskly  along  the  pave- 
ment, and  in  a  rollicking  spirit  had 
sung,  as  he  passed  her: 

"Stiff,  starch,  straight  as  a  larch 
Every  inch  a  soldier; 
Fond  o'  his  country,  fond  o'  his 
i  queen, 

An'  hawfully  fond  o'  me." 

But  today  there  is  nothing  of  the 
soldier  in  the  pose  or  gait  of  Tom 
Hammond. 

Yet  the  time  and  place  ought  to 
have  held  his  attention  sufficiently  to 
have  kept  him  alert  to  outward  ap- 
pearance. It  was  eleven  in  the  fore- 
noon. The  place  was  Piccadilly.  He 
came  abreast  of  Swan  and  Edgar's. 
The  pavement  was  thronged  with 
women  on  shopping  bent.  More  than 
one  of  them  shot  an  admiring  glance 
at  him,  for  he  had  the  face,  the  head, 
of  a  king  among  men.  But  he  had  no 
eyes  for  these  chance  admirers. 

Tom  Hammond  was  thirty  years  of 

September,  1944 


age,  a  journalist,  and  an  exceptionally 
clever  one,  at  the  time  we  make  his 
acquaintance.  He  was  a  keen,  shrewd 
man,  was  gifted  with  a  foresight  and 
general  prescience  that  were  almost 
remarkable,  and  hence  was  commonly 
regarded  by  his  journalistic  friends 
as  "a  coming  man."  He  had  strongly- 
fixed  ideas  of  what  a  great  daily  paper 
should  be,  but  never  having  seen  any 
attempt  that  came  within  leagues  of 
his  ideal,  he  longed — lusted  would  not 
be  too  strong  a  term — for  the  time 
and  opportunity  when,  with  practical- 
ly unlimited  capital  behind  him,  and 
with  a  perfectly  free  hand  to  use  it, 
he  could  issue  his  ideal  journal. 

This  morning  he  seems  farther  from 
the  goal  of  his  hopes  than  ever.  For 
two  years  he  had  been  sub-editor  of 
a  London  daily  that  had  made  for  it- 
self a  great  name— of  a  sort.  There 
were  certain  reasons  which  had 
prompted  him  to  hope,  to  expect,  the 
actual  editorship  before  long.  But 
now  his  house  of  cards  had  suddenly 
tumbled  about  his  ears. 

A  change  had  recently  taken  place 
in  the  composition  of  the  syndicate 
that  financed  the  journal.  There  were 
wheels  within  wheels,  the  existence  of 
some  of  which  he  had  never  once 
guessed,  and  which  in  their  whirling 
had  suddenly  produced  unexpected 
results.  The  editor-in-chief  had 
resigned,  and  the  newly  elected  editor 
proved  to  be  a  man  who  had, 
years  before,  done  him,  Tom  Ham- 
mond, the  foulest  wrong  one  journal- 
ist can  do  to  another. 

Under  the  present  circumstances 
there  had  been  no  honorable  course 
open  for  Hammond  but  to  resign. 
That  morning  he  had  found  his  resig- 
nation not  only  accepted,  but  he  found 
himself  practically  dismissed. 


OUR  NEW  SERIAL 

We  are  glad  to  introduce  to 
you  our  new  serial,  "In  the 
Twinkling  of  an  Eye."  We  have 
been  acquainted  with  this  book 
for  a  number  of  years  and  upon 
questioning  people^  I  find  that 
very  few  people,  comparatively 
speaking,  have  read  the  book. 
This  book  is  a  word?  picture  of 
the  coming  of  the  Lord  as  Sid- 
ney Watson,  the  author,  saw  it 
while  studying  the  Word  of  God 
on  this  subject. 

A  certain  young  man  came 
to  me  recently  and  asked  the 
difference  in  pre  and  post-mil- 
lennialism.  Many  are  wondering 
about  the  days  we  are  living  in 
and  we  feel  that  a  picture  of 
this  kind  will  attract  more  at- 
tention from  the  average  person 
than  any  other  way  we  might 
deal  with  the  subject. 

God  bless  all  who  may  read 
this  story  and  may  it  be  instru- 
mental in  preparing  many  for 
this  great  event,  our  Lord's  com- 
ing.— Ed. 


Enclosed  in  the  letter  of  acceptance 
of  his  resignation  was  a  cheque  cov- 
ering the  term  of  his  notice,  together 
with  the  intimation  that  his  services 
would  cease  from  the  time  of  his  re- 
ceipt of  the  cheque. 

His  dejection,  at  that  moment  when 
we  meet  him,  was  caused  not  so  much 
at  finding  himself  out  of  employment 
as  from  the  consciousness  that  the 
new  editor-elect  had  accomplished 
this  move  with  a  view  to  his  degrada- 
tion in  the  eyes  of  his  profession — 
in  fact,  out  of  sheer  spite. 

To  escape  the  crowd  that  almost 
blocked  the  pavement  in  front  of 
Swan  and  Edgar's  windows,  he  turned 
sharply  into  the  road,  and  literally  ran 
into  the  arms  of  a  young  man. 

"Tom  Hammond!" 

"George  Carlyon!" 

The  greeting  flew  simultaneously 
from  the  lips  of  the  two  men.  They 
gripped  hands. 

"By  all  that's  wonderful!"  cried 
Carlyon,  still  wringing  his  friend's 
hand.  "Do  you  know,  Tom,  I  am  ac- 
tually up  here  in  town  for  one  purpose 
only — to  hunt  you  up?" 

"To  hunt  me  up!" 

"Oh,  let's  get  out  of  this  crush,  old 
man,"  interrupted  Carlyon. 

The  pair  steered  their  way  through 
the  traffic,  crossed  the  Circus, 
stopped  for  a  moment  at  the  beautiful 
Shaftesbury  Fountain,  then  struck 
across  to  the  Avenue.  In  the  compara- 
tive lull  of  that  walk  Carlyon  went 
on: 

"Yes,  I've  run  up  to  town  this  morn- 
ing to  find  you  out  and  ask  you  one 
question:  Are  you  so  fixed  up — excuse 
the  Americanism,  old  boy.  I've  a  dash- 
ing little  girl  cousin,  from  the  States, 
staying  with  my  mother,  and — well, 
you  know,  old  fellow,  how  it  is.  Man's 
an  imitative  creature,  and  all  that, 
and  absorbs  dialect  quicker  than  any- 
thing else  under  the  sun.  But  what 
I  was  going  to  say  was  this:  are  you 
too  fixed  up  with  your  present  news- 
paper to  forbid  your  entertaining  the 
thought  of  a  real  plum  in  the 
journalistic  market?" 

Hammond's  customary  alert  look 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Good  morning.  My!  what  a  beauti- 
ful day  we  are  having  today  in  Cleve- 
land. I  wonder  what  we  call  a  beauti- 
ful day.  Well,  as  I  look  out  of  my  win- 
dow I  see  the  sun  shining,  and  just  a 
gentle  breeze  blowing.  It  is  nice  and 
cool  also.  Of  course,  that  is  an  ideal 
day  so  far  as  weather  is  concerned, 
but  is  that  the  only  kind  of  beauty 
that  we  can  have  to  make  a  day  beau- 
tiful? No,  of  course  not.  Another  kind 
of  day  altogether,  could  be  the  most 
beautiful  day  you  have  ever  known. 
Let  me  describe  that  day.  It  is  a  day 
maybe  when  the  wind  is  blowing  and 
the  rain  falling  in  torrents  outside, 
but  you  are  living  in  a  happy  home. 
You  are  doing  your  best  to  make 
everybody  happy.  You  are  putting  sun- 
shine in  the  home.  You  don't  have  to 
look  outside  for  sunshine.  It  is  right 
there  inside  your  own  heart.  Who  put 
it  there?  Of  course,  you  can  answer 
that  question.  I  think  every  one  of 
you  would  say,  Jesus.  Sometimes  I  go 
places  and  some  little  girl  or  boy  will 
come. up  and  get  real  close  to  me  and 
look  up  into  my  face  and  smile.  Then 
I'll  say,  "Who  are  you,  dear?"  "I  am 
Mary  Martin  or  Martha  Jones."  Then 
they  will  say,  "I  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and.  I  like  the  Children's 
Page."  I  appreciate  those  little  smiles 
and  I  am  so  glad  to  make  you  happy. 
One  little  girl  from  South  Carolina 
comes  to  see  me  every  time  she  comes 
through  Clevland  just  to  tell  me  how 
much  she  likes  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Hello!  Elizabeth  Ann,  you  must  come 
again. 

Now  I  am  giving  you  a  story  this 
month  about  a  boy  with  a  very  funny 
name,  Peter  Half -Done.  Well,  I  wonder 
if  we  have  any  children  who  have  to 
carry  that  name.  Happy  Home  Circle 
children,  of  course,  would  detest  a 
name  like  that.  They  always  want  to 
finish  their  work  and  have  it  well 
done  so  as  to  please  mother  and  dad- 
dy or  those  for  whom  they  are  work- 
ing. 

How  do  you  like  the  little  boy  and 
girl  on  the  cover  page?  They  look  like 
sunshine  children,  don't  they?  Well, 
they  are  on  their  way  to  school,  and 
you  will  be  very  soon,  I  am  sure.  Be 
careful  that  your  name  isn't  "Half- 
Done"  at  school,  for  if  you  do  not 
study  hard  and  keep  up  with  your 
class,  you'll  be  sorry  sometime.  You 
are  now  laying  the  foundation  for  a 
building  and  that  building  is  the  man 
or  woman  you  are  going  to  be.  If  your 


foundation  is  well  laid  and  strong 
you'll  be  a  fine  man  after  awhile,  but 
if  you  do  not  get  your  lessons  well  and 
lay  a  weak  foundation  then  you  will 
be  a  failure.  Come  on,  boys  and  girls, 
and  be  brave  and  good  and  true. 


PETER   HALF-DONE 

Don  and  Daisy  were  on  their  way 
home  from  school.  The  blacksmith's 
wide  doorway  showed  the  big  fire  be- 
hind the  forge,  and  Peter  the  black- 
smith was  hammering  away,  singing, 

"Ho,  ho,  ho,  blow  on  blow, 
That's    what    makes    the    horseshoe 
grow!" 

"Let's  go  in  and  see  Peter,"  said 
Daisy.  "Maybe  he's  making  Scamper's 
shoe.  You  know  she  lost  hers  and  he 
said  he'd  have  to  make  her  one." 

"Is  that  Scamper's  shoe?"  asked 
Don  as  they  stood  by  the  forge. 

"Right  it  is,"  said  Peter,  "and  a 
good  shoe  it's  going  to  be.  She'll  trot 
many  a  mile  with  you  when  I  get 
her  fixed  up." 

"My  father  says  you're  the  best 
worker  ever.  He  says  when  Peter  the 
blacksmith  does  a  thing  it's  done 
right." 

Peter  stopped  hammering  a  minute 
and  looked  at  the  children  with  a 
smile.  "But  it  wasn't  always  that 
way,"  he  said  as  he  moved  the  shoe 
and  struck  it  another  blow.  "I  was 
mighty  careless  when  I  was  a  boy. 
They  used  to  call  me  Peter  Half-Done 
because  I  never  finished  things  that  I 
started.  I'd  begin  to  make  a  kite  or 
a  boat  and  leave  it  around  before  it 
was  finished,  When  my  mother'd 
send  me  out  to  chop  wood  I'd  fill  the 
wood-box  only  half  full,  and  after  I'd 
gone  to  school  she  wouldn't  have 
enough  wood  to  finish  her  baking." 

Don  and  Daisy  looked  at  each  other 
and  their  faces  grew  red.  Daisy  re- 
membered how  she  had  left  her  soiled 
stockings  on  the  floor  and  yesterday's 
dress  over  the  back  of  the  chair  in- 
stead of  on  a  hanger  that  morning; 
and  Don  suddenly  wondered  if  Moth- 
er gave  Rex  his  breakfast,  for  he  knew 
that  he  had  forgotten  to. 

Peter  didn't  seem  to  notice  their 
queer  looks,  and  he  went  on,  "Yes, 
many's  the  time  I  got  into  trouble 
for  forgetting  things  or  only  half  do- 
ing 'em.  But  one  day  I  heard  the  Lord 
Jesus  saying  to  me  just  as  plain, 
'Peter,  come  follow  me,'  just  as  He 
did  to  Peter  the  fisherman,  you  know, 


and  I  said  right  there,  'Yes,  Lord,  I 
want  to  be  your  disciple.  Show  me 
what  to  do.' 

"I  began  to  wonder  what  kind  of 
disciple  I  would  be,  and  I  read  that 
chapter  in  the  Testament  where  Jesus 
called  the  disciples  by  the  seashore. 
Now  what  were  James  and  John  doing 
when  the  Master  spoke  to  'em?" 

"Mending  their  nets,"  cried  Don  and 
Daisy  almost  together,  for  they  had 
studied  that  lesson  only  a  little  while 
before. 

"Just  so,"  and  Peter  stood  back  and 
let  the  shoe  cool  on  the  anvil.  "They 
weren't  going  out  fishing  with  nets 
half  ready,  so  as  the  fish  would  slip 
through.  They  were  busy,  and  they 
were  doing  a  good  job,  I  know.  Well, 
that's  the  kind  of  Christian  I  made  up 
my  mind  to  be. 

"Then  one  day  I  was  reading  in  the 
Book  of  Ecclesiastes — that's  a  mighty 
good  book  to  read  if  it  does  have  a 
long  name — and  I  came  across  this 
verse:  'Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth 
to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might.'  No  half- 
way doing,  mind  you,  just  doing  things 
up  right,  was  what  it  meant,  and 
that's  been  my  motto  ever  since;  it's 
a  good  one  for  everybody.  There," 
holding  up  the  shoe,  "that's  done  on 
honor,  and  when  Scamper  comes  down 
I'll  put  it  on  her  good  and  snug." 

Don  and  Daisy  hurried  home  with- 
out saying  much.  Nora  had  picked  up 
the  stockings  and  dress,  and  Mother 
had  fed  Rex.  But  Don  and  Daisy, 
while  they  didn't  say  it,  made  up  their 
minds  that  there  wouldn't  be  so  many 
careless  half-done  things  after  this. — 
Apples  of  Gold. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  TOWN 

Little  Hettie  had  a  model  village, 
and  she  never  tired  of  setting  it  up. 

"What  kind  of  a  town  is  that,  Het- 
tie?" asked  her  father. 

"Oh,  a  Christian  town,"  Hettie 
answered,  quickly. 

"Suppose  we  make  it  a  heathen 
town,"  her  father  suggested.  "What 
must  we  take  out?" 

"The  church,"  said  Hettie,  taking  it 
to  one  side. 

"Is  that  all?" 

"I  suppose  so." 

"No,  indeed,"  her  father  said,  "The 
public  school  must  go.  Take  the  pub- 
lic library  out  also." 

"Anything  else?"  Hettie  asked,  sad- 
ly. 

"Isn't  that  a  hospital  over  there?" 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

I  am  sure  you  have  been  wondering 
what  has  become  of  our  question, 
"Why  do  so  many  good  Christian  par- 
ents have  unsaved  children?"  We  are 
partly  answering  this  in  this  article 
and  poem  on  this  page,  but  in  our 
October  number  we  will  discuss  this 
question  more  fully.  We  are  waiting 
for  every  one  to  have  a  chance  to 
write  in  his  opinion. 

We  are  hoping  to  have  a  large  num- 
ber of  new  Happy  Home  Circle  organ- 
izations to  report  in  that  issue.  We 
believe  that  this  will  be  the  best  way 
to  help  our  nation  for  out  future  gen- 
eration. Let  us  be  patriotic. 

Below  we  are  giving  you  a  report  of 
a  Circle  in  Greenville,  S.  C.  We  are  go- 
ing to  make  our  October  number  one 
that  will  be  a  blessing  for  our  new 
church  year.  Let  our  Happy  Home 
Circle  be  one  of  the  aims. 

Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Readers: 

I  am  happy  to  write  that  the  young 
mothers  of  our  Sunday  School  have 
organized  a  Mother's  Circle.  We,  the 
teachers  and  superintendent  of  the 
nursery  department,  invited  the 
mothers  and  children  to  an  ice  cream 
supper  the  evening  before  Mother's 
Day.  Some  young  ladies  were  asked 
to  help  with  the  care  and  entertain- 
ment of  the  children  with  one  of  the 
nursery  teachers  in  charge.  With  their 
help  in  this  way  we  were  free  to  talk 
with  the  mothers. 

No  finer  or  more  interesting  group 
of  mothers  ever  met  to  try  a  thing 
of  this  kind.  The  sweetest  beings  in 
the  world  need  to  be  trained  while 
they  are  very,  very  tiny  and  we  be- 
lieve the  later  training  will  not  be 
so  hard  if  we  do  it  right  to  begin  with. 

We  all  readily  agreed  among  our- 
selves to  study  and  use  all  the  helps 
we  can  secure.  For  a  couple  of  years 
we  have  been  handing  out  to  the 
mothers  each  quarter  the  "Mother's 
Golden  Now"  magazine  and  we  found 
that  all  of  the  mothers  had  been 
studying  the  Lighted  Pathway  page 
for  mothers  and  fathers.  The  editor 
of  the  paper  has  stirred  all  our  hearts, 
so  that  we  were  all  very  interested  in 
organizing. 

Our  pastor's  wife,  Mrs.  Morehead, 
was  elected  president  and  Mrs.  Paul 
Scarborough  as  vice-president.  I  feel 
that  having  organized  with  twenty 
members  is  a  great  beginning.  We 
mean  to  pray  and  work  together  for 
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the  good  of  the  homes  of  our  com- 
munity. I  believe  it  will  grow  and 
grow  into  a  studious  band  of  mothers. 
—Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

I  WOULD  LIKE  TO  SEE  SOMEONE 
GET  HIM  IN 

Rou  L.  Smith 

She  was  well-groomed,  a  little  past 
forty  years  of  age,  and  carried  with 
her  a  certain  air  of  refinement.  Her 
car,  which  stood  just  outside  the 
preacher's  study,  identified  her  as  one 
who  came  out  of  rather  comfortable 
circumstances.    It    was    very    evident 

JOHNNY'S  QUANDARY 

Say,  Mama  dear,  why  don't  you  smoke 

and  spit  and  chew  like  Pa? 
If  right  for  him  it  is  for  you,  now 

don't  you  think  so,  Ma? 
If  he  should  see  me  with  a  pipe,  I 

know  he'd  really  groan, 
He'd   run  .away   this   very   night,   or 

drive  me  off  from  home. 

I  often  hear  my  papa  say,  a  pattern 

he  would  be, 
I  wonder  if  he  thinks  of  you  or  ever 

thinks  of  me. 
He  prays,  "O  Lord,  do  make  me  right, 

yes,  ever  right  and  true." 
Now  does  the  Lord  come  down  and 

help  my  pa  to  smoke  and  chew? 

Now,  if  He  does,  it  must  be  right,  yes, 

right  for  you  and  me. 
How  can  Pa  ever  blame  us,  Ma?  it  is 

more  than  I  can  see. 
I  notice  when  our  preacher's  here,  Pa 

hides  his  pipe  away; 
Would  he  do  that  way  all  the  time,  if 

Jesus  came  to  stay? 

Ah,  Jesus  would  not  smoke,  nor  chew 
before  your  little  man, 

And  yet  there  are  some  preachers  do, 
I  don't  see  how  they  can. 

They  often  tell  me  to  be  good,  to  al- 
ways do  the  right, 

And  be  as  good  away  from  home  as 
when  I'm  in  your  sight. 

If  I  should  smoke  and  chew  like  Pa, 

would  such  men  fill  my  pipe? 
And  then  kneel  down  and  pray  like 

this,  "Help  Johnny  to  be  right"? 
So    many    things    perplex    me,    Ma, 

there's  much  I  can  not  see 
Why  things  are  right  for  Papa  dear 

and  not  for  you  and  me. 

One  thing  for  me  I  know  is  right,  to 

never  smoke  nor  chew, 
And  what  is  right  for  your  dear  boy 

is  also  right  for  you. 
Now  don't  say  much  for  dear  old  Pa, 

or  dear  old  Uncle  Will, 
For  God  hath  said  of  filthy  folks,  "Let 

them  be  filthy  still." 

— Unknown. 

(Sent  in  by  Mrs.  Rebecca  Kay,  who 
has  had  it  for  thirty  years.) 


from  her  manner  that  she  was  very 
intent  upon  the  errand  that  had 
brought  her  to  the  church  this  morn- 
ing. 

"I  have  come  to  see  you  about  my 
boy,"  she  said,  as  the  preacher  mo- 
tioned her  to  a'  chair.  "He  is  just 
seventeen,  and  has  never  given  us  any 
trouble  until  lately.  He  seems  to  have 
started  running  with  the  wrong 
crowd,  and  I  am  greatly  worried  about 
what  may  happen.  I  would  like  to  see 
someone  get  him  into  Sunday  School, 
and  I  have  come  to  see  if  you  have 
some  young  men  who  would  try  to 
show  an  interest  in  him.  It  would  not 
do,  of  course,  to  let  him  know  that  I 
have  been  in  to  see  you  about  the 
matter,  but  there  must  be  some  bright 
boys  who  can  get  next  to  him  in  some 
way." 

"We  will  be  glad  to  try,"  replied  the 
pastor,  reaching  for  a  pad  of  paper 
upon  which  to  write  down  the  name 
and  address.  He  was  not  entirely  un- 
accustomed to  such  an  appeal.  In 
fact,  there  was  scarcely  a  week  in 
which  he  did  not  hear  it  in  some  form 
or  other. 

"Do  you  and  your  husband  come 
here  to  church?"  the  preacher  asked, 
innocently  enough,  for  the  woman 
was  a  total  stranger  to  him,  and  he 
knew  his  people  pretty  well. 

"No,"  the  mother  answered,  shifting 
about  in  her  chair  a  bit,  "but  we  live 
here  in  the  neighborhood,  and  the 
boy  knows  some  of  the  boys  in  your 
Sunday  School." 

"I  just  thought  it  might  be  easier 
to  get  him  into  the  Sunday  School 
where  his  parents  belong,"  the  preach- 
er went  on,  with  a  guileless  expression 
on  his  face. 

"Well,  you  see,  my  husband  is  in 
business  and  always  away  from  town 
a  good  deal.  When  he  gets  in  on  Sat- 
urday, we  like  to  have  our  Sundays 
together  to  ourselves.  It  is  our  only 
chance.  Besides  he  belonged  to  an- 
other when  we  were  married,  and  we 
just  never  went  into  any  church.  I 
know  we  ought  to  have  done  so,  but 
then  we  did  not  know  whether  we 
were  permanent  in  the  city — his  bus- 
iness is  so  uncertain,  you  know." 

"I  think  I  have  a  plan,  then,  that 
will  get  your  boy  into  Sunday  School. 
We  have  a  splendid  men's  class  of 
business  men  that  I  know  your  hus- 
band will  greatly  enjoy.  We  also  have 
a  class  of  mothers,  under  the  leader- 
ship of  a  very  intelligent  woman,  that 
would  mean  a  great  deal  to  you.  Now, 
why  not,  next  Sunday  morning,  all  of 
you  come  to  Sunday  School  together? 
I  will  meet  you  here  and  introduce 
you  to  the  leaders  of  the  classes  and 
take  your  son,  myself,  down  to  the 
young  men's  class." 

"That  is  very  kind  of  you,  I  am 
sure,  and  I  appreciate  the  invitation, 
but  I  do  not  believe  we  could,  this 
Sunday  at  least.  My  husband  and  I 
have  made  some  other  plans."  And 
there  was  just  a  trace  of  restlessness 
in  her  manner  as  she  spoke. 

"Then  why  not  a  week  from  Sun- 
day? We  will  have  some  of  the  women 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Zhc  fruit  of  the  Spirit 


By  Chas.  S.  Price 


"The  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  love,  joy, 
peace,  long  suffering,  gentleness,  good- 
ness, faith,  meekness,  temperance." 
Gal.  5:22,  23. 

There  is  one  passage  of  scripture 
that,  is  so  plain  and  simple  that  every 
Christian  should  acknowledge  it  as 
the  infallible  truth  of  God.  "Ye  shall 
know  them  by  their  fruits."  In  this 
clear  and  plain  statement  we  have 
an  emphatic  declaration  that  there  is 
an  infallible  evidence  and  unerring 
proof  of  the  indwelling  presence  of 
the  Spirit.  A  great  many  people  live 
on  experience.  Experiences  are  not  to 
be  relied  on.  True  it  is  that  we  have 
experiences  in  which  we  can  rejoice, 
but  it  is  also  true  that  ofttimes  ex- 
periences come  to  us  that  are  de- 
ceptive and  misleading. 

Not  so  very  long  ago  I  attended  one 
of  "Father"  Divine's  meetings.  One 
•  after  another  people  got  up  and  told 
of  some  of  the  most  wonderful  and 
marvelous  experiences  that  I  have 
ever  heard  recounted  in  all  my  life. 
Their  so-called  testimonies  were 
punctuated  with  "amens"  and  "Thank 
you,  Father"  and  similar  ejaculations, 
until  it  was  very  evident  that  the  peo- 
ple who  testified  were  under  the  con- 
trol of  some  power  beyond  themselves. 
I  was  not  very  long  in  the  meeting  be- 
fore I  became  convinced  that  these 
deluded  people  were  subconsciously 
trying  to  prove  the  righteousness  of 
their  position  by  the  "fact  of  ex- 
perience." It  is  an  undoubted  truth 
that  in  the  realm  of  experience  the 
devil  can  very  closely  imitate  the  work 
of  the  Lord.  I  am  not  detracting  from 
genuine  experience.  I  believe  with  all 
my  heart  that  every  man  must  have 
an  experimental  knowledge  of  sins 
forgiven,  but  true  religion  goes  far 
deeper  than  experience. 

There  are  other  people  who  gauge 
their  Christianity  with  the  calipers  of 
feeling.  They  feel  that  they  are  saved 
one  day  and  give  a  splendid  and  buoy- 
ant testimony.  The  next  day  they  be- 
gin to  doubt  their  religion  because 
their  feelings  have  changed  and  they 
are  not  on  the  mountain  top  as  they 
were  the  day  before.  It  is  true  that 
religious  feeling  is  one  of  the  fruits 
of  the  Spirit.  Mark  you,  I  said  just 
one  of  them  and  it  has  much  to  do 
in  kindling  and  sustaining  religious 
exertion,  but  after  all,  it  is  the  most 
irregular  element  in  the  composite 
being  we  call  man  because  it  depends 
so  much  on  circumstances  and  en- 
vironment. It  is  a  very  unreliable 
foundation  upon  which  to  build  the 
structure  of  our  faith.  Feeling  belongs 
to  the  passive  part  of  our  nature. 
Principle  belongs  to  the  active.  Feel- 
ing depends  upon  a  sensitive  surface, 
but  principle  animates  from  the 
depths  of  moral  purity.  Feeling 
changes  with  every  environment,  but 
the  anchor  of  faith  holds  fast  beneath 
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the  surface  storms  of  life.  Feeling  is 
fickle  and  changeable,  but  a  real 
Christian  experience  is  so  fastened  to 
the  rock  that  it  cannot  move  as  long 
as  it  holds  with  the  hands  of  faith. 

I  am  going  to  be  perfectly  plain  and 
frank  in  the  development  of  the 
theme  I  have  chosen.  Perhaps  the 
sword  of  the  Spirit  will  pierce  pretty 
deeply  as  we  examine  the  scriptures 
relative  to  this  tremendous  question  of 
the  fruit  of  the  Spirit.  Demonstrations 
and  manifestations  and  operations 
may  all  have  their  place  in  the  Spirit- 
filled  life,  but  according  to  the  Word 
of  the  Lord,  it  is  the  fruit  that  grows 
on  the  tree  that  proves  the  tree.  When 
prunes  are  growing  upon  the  branch, 
all  the  demonstrations  and  manifes- 
tations in  the  world  can  never  con- 
vince me  that  it  is  an  apple  tree.  The 
prune  might  thunder  forth  with  a 
testimony  that  could  be  heard  around 
the  world  and  declare  that  it  is  grow- 
ing on  an  apple  tree,  but  any  man 
with  common  sense  knows  that  there 
is  something  wrong  and  false 
somewhere.  In  the  case  of  the 
Spirit-filled  life  the  tree  is  invisible. 
It  is  only  the  fruit  that  is  manifest 
to  the  eyes  of  others.  I  have  before 
stated  that  it  is  not  what  you  say 
that  counts  with  God,  it  is  what  you 
are.  If  a  man  has  been  filled  with  the 
Spirit,  it  means  that  he  himself  will 
have  to  live  the  Spirit-filled  life.  The 
only  infallible  proof  is  the  one  of  the 
growth  of  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit.  "You 
shall  know  them,"  saith  the  Lord,  "by 
their  fruit."  He  did  not  say,  "You  shall 
know  what  they  say,"  but  "you  shall 
know  them."  He  did  not  declare, 
"You  shall  know  what  they  profess  to 
be,"  but  He  intimated,  "You  shall 
know  what  they  are."  So  by  the  grace 
of  God,  we  are  going  to  examine  for 
a  little  while  the  fruit  that  grows  on 
the  tree  of  the  Spirit-filled  life.  The 
great  evangelist,  Mr.  Whitfield,  was 
nearly  fifty-six  years  of  age  at  the 
time  of  his  death — thirty-four  years 
of  which  had  been  spent  in  the  min- 
istry. Of  him,  Cowper  the  poet 
writes — 


"He  loved  the  world  that  hated  him; 
the  tear 

That  dropped  upon  his  Bible  was  sin- 
cere; 

Assailed  by  scandal  and  the  tongues 
of  strife, 

His  only  ansioer  ivas — a  blameless 
life." 
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$  This  is  a  continued  article  and 
0  contains  a  discussion  of  all  the 
$  fruits  of  the  Spirit  in  their 
;  proper  order:  Love,  joy,  peace, 
§  long  suffering,  gentleness,  good- 
&  ness,  faith,  meekness,  temper- 
&   ance. 
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A    great    many    theologians    believe  T*  T) 

that  every  Christian  should  manifest  I    IV 
that  fruit  of  the  Spirit.  They  declar 
that  you  do  not  have   to   wait  unn 
you  are  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  irJ   WHEl 
the  sense  that  you  are  baptized  with 
the   Holy   Spirit   in  order  to  demon   Som     < 
strate  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  in  yo^  r  a  shoi 
life.  I,  myself,  believe  that  this  is  ven  them  c 
largely  true.  What  might  be  fruit  that  I  club 
is  not  yet  developed  and  ripe  can  be  una  a  fe 
come  more  beautiful  and  attain  a  delers  no  i 
gree  of  righteousness  as  we  go  on  witv  journs 
God  into  the  deeper  avenues  of  grac<  'Object 
and  power.  If  it  is  true  then  that  ev-  rhe  i»i»» 
ery    Christian    should    manifest   th<   inl 
fruit  of  the  Spirit  in  their  life,  ho!  i     ! 
much  more  we  should  expect  of  th<  wins-  m 
people    that    profess    to    be   baptize(  y>  q  „£, 
with  the  Holy  Ghost!  Let  me  remin  P  horse 
you   that   fruit   grows   and   increase'  «,< i     an, 
and  multiplies.  It  is  fruit  when  it  j.  Zp'd  % 
tiny  and  small  just  as  much  as  it  i  fef™    -fa 
fruit  when  it  is  ripe  and  luscious  am  \^Z\    t? 
large.  The  nature  of  the  fruit  is  ther  S'  ■« 
all  the  time,  although  there  is  a  prin         ' 
ciple  of  progression  and  developmen  ^ma-^ne 
that   operates   as   the   fruit  increase  ^a^  ^ari 
and  grows.  There  will  be  some  prun  •'    And 
ing   to   be   done — there  will  be  pest  -  i,  actu£ 
that  have  to  be  driven  away.  'Pn  **arl 

Each  day  brings  its  trials,  but  thei ot;e'  "Cre 
bitterness    passes     away,    while    th ms  whe 
sweetness  of  its  blessings  remain,  lik 
the  rose-scent  in  the  vase.  The  un  .g;r  vr^if 
numbered    kindnesses    of    God,    tb  ^  >    yeai 
countless  small  pleasures  which  mar  0*v  was 
His  unslumbering  thoughtfulness  fc  ndon    Gr 
us,  are  like  bright  ears  of  corn  scat  droDDer 
tered  along  our  path  to  tell  us  of  th  yess  J!,^ 
golden  harvest  field  from  whence  the  „yman 
come,    and    towards    which    we   ai  s  arreste 
journeying;    crystal    drops   from  ttmce.   .w 
river  of  life,  which  maketh  glad  tt ,  ^s   Dr; 
city  of  God.  Such  things  cheer  us  c  nber  £  ,' 
in  this  earth,  but  should  not  bind  i  ircj  yrQ0~ 
to  it;  rather  should  they  send  us  or  his    jif 
ward   with  joyfulness,   eager  for  tl  ocjv.g  ,    ., 
bliss  that  God  has  prepared  for  us  c  Sjonarv  , 
high,  and  longing  for  those  pleasur  ,.         y 
which  are  at  His  right  hand  for  ever 
more. 


Not  so  very  long  ago  I  was  leavid 
my   building   after   a   very  strenuo  lr.  Wana 
night  when  I  heard  a  cry  coming  fro  )w  do  yoi 
a  darkened  corner  of  the  altar.  I  d  >day  Schc 
not  know  that  anybody  was  there  ai  mess  of  y 
the  sound  of  that  sob  came  floatii  Generals] 
across  the  darkened   room.  Togeth  Qdous  obi 
with    my    workers    I    made   my  W1  ^d,  "Wh 
across  the  altar  and  I  found  a  womi   business, 
who  was  so  lost  in  the  intensity    just  thin 
her   prayer   that   she    did   not  M  'ded  that 
the  meeting  was  over  and  the  benedi  *  ye  nrst 
tion  had  been  pronounced  and  neari  righteoi 
all  the  lights  had  been  turned  outJOgs  shall 
approached   her  on  tiptoe  and  wflja  cannot 
I  got  near  enough  to  hear  her  p™|  Christiai 
she   was   agonizing   from  the  botto  «  God  at 
of  her  heart,  saying,  "Oh,  I  want  to_  lirst  busii 
like   Jesus."  Entering   into  convey 
??     tion  with   her  I  discovered  ^iat„r      MP  of 
«     had     been     struggling     for    sevei       "=  vr 
months  against  herself  and  eriV  ^    Christia 
ment  and  circumstance.  She  was  S  'ate  ward 


to  be  like  Jesus. 


'My  sister,"  I s^  [neii ;..-, 


mated  by  nothing  else  than  a  _af7|fngland.  1 


be 


her,  "the  only  way  you  can  BVjj 
Jesus  is   to   have   Jesus.   You  caw 
(Continued  on  page  17' 


The  Lighted  ?^0i  ^mber, 


tried  to  sy 

Pilot    re 

rage,   "Yoi 


TREASURED   GLEANINGS 


WHEN  HEARTS  ARE  KIND 

Some  clubs  are  organized,  flourish 
for  a  short  time,  and  then  die.  Many 
of  them  can  well  be  spared,  but  not 
the  club  that  was  formed  in  Okla- 
homa a  few  years  ago.  It  has  no  of- 
ficers, no  constitution  or  by-laws,  and 
adjourns  to  meet  at  such  a  time  as 
its  object  may  seem  to  rea.uire. 

The  club  came  into  existence  when, 
on  account  of  a  serious  accident,  a 
farmer  was  unable  to  do  his  spring 
plowing.  Neighboring  farmers  brought 
to  his  place  two  tractors  and  sixty- 
five  horses  and  mules,  thirteen  gang 
plows,  and  six  sulky  plows.  They 
plowed  seventy-five  acres  that  day. 
A  few  days  later  his  crops  were 
planted.  They  planned  to  cultivate, 
harvest,  and  thresh  them  for  him. 

Imagine  the  thoughts  and  feelings 
of  that  farmer  as  he  lay  in  the  hospi- 
tal! And  those  obliging  neighbors 
must  actually  have  known  what  S. 
Ralph  Harlow  had  in  mind  when  he 
wrote,  "Create  in  us  the  splendor  that 
dawns  when  hearts  are  kind." 


"Sir  Wilfred  Grenfell  is  a  'Moody 
Man.'  Years  ago,  when  Dwight  L. 
Moody  was  conducting  a  meeting  in 
London,  Grenfell,  then  a  young  doc- 
tor, dropped  into  the  tent,  but  became 
restless  during  a  long  prayer  by  a  local 
clergyman.  He  started  to  leave,  but 
was  arrested  by  hearing  Moody  an- 
nounce: 'While  our  brother  is  finish- 
ing his  prayer  we  will  sing  hymn 
number  75.'  The  young  doctor  stayed, 
heard  Moody,  and  the  whole  course 
of  his  life  was  changed.  Through 
Moody's  influence  he  volunteered  for 
missionary  work  and  went  to  Labra- 
dor." 

GOD  FIRST 

Mr.  Wanamaker  was  once  asked, 
"How  do  you  get  time  to  run  a  great 
Sunday  School  like  this,  with  the 
business  of  your  stores,  your  Postmas- 
ter Generalship,  and  all  the  other  tre- 
mendous obligations  of  your  life?"  He 
replied,  "Why,  the  Sunday  School  is 
my  business.  All  those  other  things 
are  just  things.  Fifty-five  years  ago  I 
decided  that  God's  promise  was  sure, 
'Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  God,  and 
His  righteousness;  and  all  these 
things  shall  be  added  unto  you.'  "  A 
man  cannot  fail  to  make  a  success  of 
his  Christian  service  if  he  simply 
takes  God  at  His  word  and  makes  it 
the  first  business  of  his  life. — Selected. 

HE  OFFERED  HIS  LIFE 

A  Christian  worker  went  into  a 
private  ward  of  a  military  hospital 
in  England.  There  he  met  a  pilot  who 
had  neither  arms  nor  legs.  The  work- 
er tried  to  sympathize  with  him,  but 
the  pilot  replied,  with  remarkable 
courage,   "You   are   sorry   I   have   no 
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arms  or  legs,  but  remember  this: 
when  I  joined  the  R.A.F.  I  offered  my 
country  my  life,  and  they  have  only 
taken  my  arms  and  legs."  The  worker 
had  the  joy  of  leading  this  man  to 
Christ,  and  now  he  has  offered  his 
life  to  the  service  of  the  King  of  kings. 
He  has  pocket  Testaments  kept  in  his 
locker,  and  he  gets  his  visitors  to  take 
a  Testament  and  promise  to  read  it. 
Not  even  the  Matron  and  Command- 
ant have  escaped,  nor  can  they  re- 
fuse an  armless  and  legless  man  his 
request.  They,  too,  are  reading  the 
Scriptures,  and  report  to  him  daily 
on  what  they  read.  Surely  this  arm- 
less and  legless  man  puts  many  able- 
bodied  Christians  to  shame!  —  The 
Pentecostal  Evangel. 

GOOD  SECURITY 

"Mister,  do  you  lend  money  here?" 
asked  an  earnest  young  boy  at  the 
office  door. 

The  lawyer  turned  away  from  his 
desk,  confronted  a  clear-eyed,  poor- 
ly-dressed lad  of  some  ten  years,  and 
studied  him  keenly  for  a  minute. 
"Sometimes  we  do — on  good  security," 
he  said  gravely. 

The  little  fellow  explained  that  he 
had  "a  chance  to  buy  out  a  boy  that's 
crying  papers."  He  had  half  the  mon- 
ey required,  but  he  needed  to  borrow 
the  other  fifteen  cents. 

"What  security  can  you  offer?" 
asked  the  lawyer. 

The  boy's  hand  sought  his  pocket 
and  drew  out  a  paper  carefully  folded 
in  a  bit  of  calico.  It  was  a  cheaply 
printed  pledge  against  the  use  of  in- 
toxicating liquors  and  tobacco.  As  re- 
spectfully as  if  it  had  been  a  deed  to 
a  farm,  the  lawyer  examined  it,  ac- 
cepted it,  and  handed  over  the  re- 
quired sum. 

A  friend  who  had  watched  the 
transaction  with  silent  amusement, 
laughed  as  the  young  borrower  de- 
parted. 

"You  think  I  know  nothing  about 
him?"  smiled  the  lawyer.  "I  know 
that  he  came  manfully  in  what  he 
supposed  to  be  a  business  way,  and 
tried  to  negotiate  a  loan  instead  of 
begging  that  money.  I  know  he  has 
been  under  good  influences,  or  he 
would  not  have  signed  that  pledge, 
and  that  he  does  not  hold  it  lightly, 
or  he  would  not  have  cared  for  it  so 
carefully.  I  agree  with  him  that  one 
who  keeps  himself  from  such  things 
has  a  character  to  offer  as  security." 

HIDDEN  SIN 

I  was  in  an  eastern  state  lecturing 
in  the  larger  cities,  a  few  years  ago, 
when  I  read  in  one  of  the  papers  an 
interesting  story  of  a  man  who  had 
been  suffering  from  a  malady  several 
years,  which,  although  he  consulted 
many  physicians,  grew  steadily  worse. 


At  times  he  would  become  languid, 
listless  and  lifeless,  so  weak  as  to  be 
scarcely  able  to  walk;  then  he  would 
have  a  change  for  the  better  and  ap- 
pear to  gain  strength.  His  teeth  and 
his  tonsils  were  closely  examined  and 
his  appendix  searched,  but  nothing 
was  discovered  and  the  case  seemed 
hopeless. 

Finally,  a  physician  determined  to 
X-ray  the  man  from  head  to  foot,  and 
one  of  the  pictures  revealed  the  pres- 
ence of  a  needle  in  the  body  of  the 
patient,  around  which  had  been 
thrown  a  pus  sac.  Intermittently  this 
would  break  and  the  poison  would 
make  its  way  all  through  his  system. 
When  the  foreign  substance  was  re- 
moved, the  man  returned  to,  and 
maintained,  a  condition  of  normal 
strength  and  vigor.  The  cause  of  the 
ailment  had  to  be  removed. 

As  a  gospel  diagnostician,  I  must 
tell  you  the  truth,  and  that  is  that  a 
man  is  a  thief  because  he  is  a  sinner, 
and  not  a  sinner  because  he  is  a  thief. 
Stealing  is  but  a  symptom  of  the  dis- 
ease. The  real  cause  lies  hidden  in 
the  inner  chambers  of  the  soul;  an 
unseen  person  does  the  stealing  in  the 
heart  before  the  overt  act  is  ever  reg- 
istered. Men  murder,  or  commit  other 
crimes,  because  they  are  sinners. — 
French  E.  Oliver,  in  Pilate's  Wife. 

LIGHTED   BY  CHRIST 

We  are  only  unlighted  candles  un- 
til Christ  lights  us.  There  is  no  shin- 
ing light  in  us  in  our  natural,  un- 
spiritual  state.  Christ  Himself  is  the 
Light  of  the  World — the  only  self-ig- 
niting, self-sustaining  light.  "He  is 
the  true  Light  which  lighteth  every 
man  that  cometh  into  the  world."  He 
is  the  brightness  of  the  Father's 
glory.  In  Him  the  perfect  light  of 
God's  own  life  and  love  shone  over  the 
earth.  For  a  time  He  was  in  the  world, 
and  the  brightness  streamed  far 
abroad.  Then,  before  He  went  away, 
He  lightened  a  cluster  of  lamps  and 
left  them  burning.  "Now  ye  are  the 
light  of  the  world,"  He  said  to  His 
disciples. — The  Youth's  Visitor. 

BIBLES  OR  LIBELS 

"We  Christians  are  either  Bibles  or 
libels,"  said  F.  B.  Meyer.  It  is  fine  to 
stand  for  something.  In  a  day  when 
expediency  is  so  often  placed  before 
principle,  it  is  really  refreshing  to  find 
those  who  are  willing  to  be  known  as 
Christians.  But  it  means  a  lot  to  be 
a  Christian.  Others  will  use  our  lives 
as  a  basis  for  judging  the  church,  as 
well  as  for  a  yardstick  for  measuring 
their  own  lives.  We  are  reminded  of  a 
pointed  question  in  rhyme  form: 

"You  are  writing  a  gospel,  a  chapter 
each  day, 

By  the  deeds  that  you  do,  by  the 
words  that  you  say. 

Men  read  what  you  you  write,  wheth- 
er faithless  or  true. 

Say!  What  is  the  Gospel  according  to 
you?" 
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BETTY  JANE'S  SURRENDER 

Rose  Curtis 

"I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear 

Lord, 
Over  mountain,  or  plain,  or  sea." 

Jacqueline  and  Betty  Jane  grasped 
hands  as  tears  coursed  their  way  down 
their  youthful  cheeks.  Both  girls  had 
been  wonderfully  converted  in  the  an- 
nual camp  meeting  of  their  church. 
Only  about  five  minutes  intervened 
between  the  two  spiritual  births. 
Truly  they  were  spiritual  twins.  Both 
had  obediently  sought  and  obtained 
the  blessed  experience  of  entire  sancti- 
fication,  and  both  had  received  the 
high  calling  of  God  to  be  ambassadors 
to  Africa's  dark  continent.  Their  close 
friendship  was  more  than  just  human 
affection.  Closer  and  dearer  ties  than 
just  human  ties  bound  these  two  so 
closely.  Together  they  spent  blessed 
times  in  close  communion  with  their 
Redeemer.  But  let  us  return  to  that 
Sunday  evening  Young  People's  serv- 
ice. 

"Oh,  young  people,  let  us  put  our 
trust  in  the  omnipotent  hand  of  God 
and  be  determined  to  follow  where  He 
leads  us,"  so  spoke  the  Y.P.S.  presi- 
dent. "The  harvest  field  is  white  and 
ready  for  harvest.  Oh,  the  need  is  so 
great  and  the  laborers  so  few.  There 
can  be  no  higher  calling  than  to  carry 
the  blessed  message  of  Calvary  to 
souls  lost  in  sin's  dark  night.  Oh, 
young  people,  the  day  is  far  spent  and 
night  is  fast  approaching  when  no 
man  can  work.  We  are  in  the  twilight 
of  time,  so  let  us  hasten  and  be  about 
our  Master's  business.  Oh,  let  us  say 
from  the  depths  of  our  hearts,  'Here 
am  I,  Lord,  send  me.'  As  we  sing  the 
last  stanza  of  this  hymn,  let  us  make 
it  our  prayer." 

"There's    surely   somewhere    a    lowly 
place 

In  earth's  harvest  field  so  wide, 
Where  I  may  labor  through  life's  short 
day 

For  Jesus,  the  Crucified. 
So  trusting  my  all  to  Thy  tender  care, 

And  knowing  Thou  lovest  me, 
I'll  do  Thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere, 

I'll  be  what  You  want  me  to  be." 

"Oh,  Betty  Jane,  my  call  seemed  so 
definite  tonight.  It  seemed  that  I 
could  almost  hear  the  calls  of  those 
in  Africa's  dark  night.  Oh,  I  feel  so 
unworthy  of  the  privilege  of  carrying 
the  blessed  Word  of  Light  to  those 
in — .  Why  Betty  Jane,  what  is  the 
matter  with  you?" 

"Oh,  Jacqueline,  that  unusual  serv- 
ice tonight  was  just  for  me — I — I 
can't  go!  I  haven't  told  you  because  I 
wanted  to  make  my  decision  without 


being  influenced  by  anyone.  Jac- 
queline, do  you  remember  my  Great 
Aunt  Elizabeth  Van  Buren  who  came 
to  see  us  when  we  were  small?  Don't 
you  remember  how  we  stood  in  awe 
of  her  because  of  her  great  wealth? 
You  see,  I  am  her  namesake,  and  be- 
cause of  that,  and,  also,  because  I 
seemed  to  have  a  place  in  her  heart, 
she  wants  to  send  me  to  a  fashionable 
school  for  girls  in  the  East  and  to 
take  me  abroad  with  her  in  the  sum- 
mer. Mother  has  written  to  her  about 
my  religious  stand,  and  she  says  that 
she  will  see  that  I  get  a  great  many 
opportunities  to  do  'social  work'  as 
she  calls  it.  She  says  that  although 
she  is  decidedly  not  religious  that  she 
will  not  hamper  my  religious  activi- 
ties in  the  least.  She  promises  to  give 
me  every  opportunity  to  develop  my 
talent  for  music.  Just  think,  Jacque- 
line, I'll  study  under  the  great  mas- 
ters of  Europe!  Father  and  Mother 
hate  to  give  me  up,  but  they  feel  that 
I  should  go  as  Father  can't  give  me 
the  advantages  that  she  can.  Also, 
Mother  feels  that  I  have  taken  re- 
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How  For  Will  You  Follow? 

How  far  will  you  follow  the  Master, 
How  far  will  you  follow  His  lead? 
Do  you  follow  for  love  of  His  service 
Or  only  to  follow  some  creed? 

The  curious  crowds  followed  Jesus, 
But  left  Him  for  other  things  new; 
The  hungry  for  loaves  or  for  fishes, 
But  for  Bread  of  life  there  were  few. 

The  afflicted  followed  for  healing, 
But  of  ten  there  returned  only  one; 
The  twelve  followed  Him  to  the  garden, 
Fell  asleep,  the  battle  not  won. 

Shall  we  fully  follow  the  Master — 
Accept  Him  as  God's  only  Son, 
Trust  firmly  His  every  promise, 
And  ever  by  faith  follow  on! 

— Selected. 
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ligion  too  seriously  and  have  become 
too  biased  and  narrow  in  my  beliefs 
and  convictions,  and  she  desires  that 
I  should  see  more  of  the  world  and 
not  to  make  any  decisions  about  my 
religious  status  until  I  have  reached 
maturity  and  my  mind  has  become 
broadened  by  education  and  travel. 
Yes,  Jacqueline,  after  a  night's  strug- 
gle I  came  to  my  decision.  Just  as 
dawn  was  breaking  in  the  eastern 
horizon,  I  chose  to  reject  my  Savior. 
I  have  lost  my  best  Friend,  but  the 
price  is  too  great!" 

No  amount  of  persuasion  could 
move  her.  Through  the  entire  night 
the  Holy  Spirit  had  dealt  with  her. 
Throughout  the  agony  and  suffering 


of  that  struggling  young  soul,  the 
Christ  of  Calvary  kept  vigil,  but  just 
as  dawn  with  all  its  beauty  illumined 
the  eastern  sky,  she  turned  her  Savior 
aside.  God  does  not  pervade  upon 
the  sacred  rights  of  humanity  to  set- 
tle their  own  destiny,  so  He  left  her 
alone! 

In  a  beautiful  mansion  on  Fifth 
Avenue,  New  York  City,  might  have 
been  seen  a  household  fairly  abustle 
with  anticipation  and  excitement.  The 
social  event  of  the  season  was  to  take 
place.  Even  the  trees  and  beautiful 
shrubbery  around  the  palatial  home 
seemed  to  herald  the  event.  The 
charming  idol  of  society,  the  niece  of 
the  socially  prominent  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Jane  Van  Buren,  was  to  be  married 
to  the  society  scion,  Mr.  William 
Frederick  Vance  King  IV,  son  of  the 
multimillionaire.  How  Miss  Elizabeth 
Jane  Browning  captivated  the  hearts 
of  New  York's  upper  "400"  was  a  story 
oft  repeated  in  social  circles.  The 
events  of  her  first  year  among  them 
made  interesting  conversation.  "The 
charming,  innocent  brunette  attend- 
ing the  Eastern  school  for  girls  refus- 
ing to  smoke  or  drink."  For  awhile 
she  held  faithful  to  her  religious  con- 
victions, but  she  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  God  did  not  fit  into  this 
new  life.  Many  a  time  she  regretted 
the  night  she  turned  from  her  Savior 
and  wished  to  be  back  in  the  seclu- 
sion of  her  own  home  and  to  attend 
the  little  church  again.  Burned  deep 
into  her  memory  were  those  times  in 
prayer  that  she  and  Jacqueline  had 
had.  Nothing  had  satisfied  like  that. 
Her  frequent  visits  back  home  had 
only  kindled  the  flame  of  dissatisfac- 
tion within  her  bosom.  She  lost  a  great 
deal  of  interest  in  her  home,  too,  after 
Jacqueline  went  to  Bible  School.  Her 
parents  had  been  killed  in  an  acci- 
dent, and  she  never  went  back  after 
the  funeral.  The  death  of  her  parents 
delayed  her  debut  into  New  York's 
"400",  but  when  that  time  arrived,  it 
was  considered  the  social  event  of  the 
season.  Society  pages  displayed  por- 
traits of  the  beautiful,  talented  debu- 
tante. First  society  accepted  her  be- 
cause of  her  aunt's  social  prestige,  but 
before  long  it  claimed  her  as  its  own. 
The  applause  and  approval  of  society 
for  her  musical  ability  brought  no 
true  satisfaction.  Then  she  met  the 
man  she  was  to  marry.  As  is  unusual 
in  society  circles,  it  was  a  case  of  true 
love.  They  met  in  Italy,  the  land  of 
romance,  during  her  third  summer 
abroad.  They  did  not  rush  into  mar- 
riage, but  their  romance  of  two  and 
a  half  years  was  beautiful  and  a  very 
unique  event  among  the  elite.  A  rosy 
future  seemed  to  be  the  outlook  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Frederick  Vance 
King  IV,  as  they  bade  their  native 
land  adieu  on  their  around-the-world 
honeymoon  cruise. 

(Continued  in  next  issue) 


The  person  who  is  afraid  to  stand 
for  truth  and  right  will  have  to  suf- 
fer the  shame  of  falling  in  defeat. 
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LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  still  serving  the  Lord  and  have 
victory  in  my  soul.  I  may  have  temp- 
tations and  persecutions,  but  I  have 
victory  too. 

There  is  no  Church  of  God  here  for 
me  to  attend,  but  I  have  found  one 
much  like  our  own. 

Pray  for  me  that  God  will  have  His 
way  with  my  life. — Cpl.  Thomas  Grant, 
Btry.  B.,  457th  A.A.A.  Bn.,  Camp  Haan, 
Calif. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  is  late  in  the  night,  but  I  can't 
sleep  because  I  have  something  I 
want  to  write  you  about. 

Anyone  having  friends  who  you 
think  would  be  interested  in  attending 
a  good  old-fashioned  Church  of  God 
service,  who  are  stationed  here  at 
Camp  Butner,  N.  C,  just  drop  me  a 
line.  I  will  be  too  glad  to  help  to  en- 
courage them  to  attend  church.  We 
have  a  very  good  church  up  in  Dur- 
ham— 407  Case  Street.  Rev.  J.  G.  Sims 
is  the  pastor  and  a  wonderful  man 
of  God.— Cpl.  Wm.  Alford,  Co.  D,  314 
Med.,  Camp  Butner,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  soldier  in  the  service  for  my 
country.  It  gives  me  joy  to  serve  al- 
mighty God  too.  I  have  enjoyed  the 
blessings  of  God  for  a  long  time.  If 
God  were  not  with  me,  my  army  days 
would  not  be  so  pleasant.  We  have 
services  every  night.  The  Lord  really 
is  with  us.  Pray  that  peace  and  joy 
and  victory  will  soon  reign  again. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  good 
work.  Pray  for  us  soldiers. — James  F. 
Riggins. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  His  goodness 
and  mercy  to  me.  I  know  you  heard 
about  our  marching  througn  Rome. 
Well,  we  did  and  it  seemed  so  good  to 
see  the  people  so  happy  to  know  that 
they  were  free. 

I  am  looking  forward  to  a  time 
when  we  can  all  come  back  to  the 
States.  What  a  time  that  will  be;  but 
until  that  time  I  want  to  do  my  part 
for  God  here  in  the  service.  I  want  to 
be  a  blessing  to  suffering  humanity. 
God  has  been  good  to  me  while  I  have 
done  so  little  for  Him,  but  my  prayer 
is  to  God  that  I  may  live  the  life  that 
God  will  be  well  pleased  when  I  come 
to  the  end  of  life's  way. — Pfc.  John  H. 
Murray. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  say  that  I  am  a  living  wit- 
ness that  God  answers  prayer.  While 
flying  over  enemy  territory  in  one  of 
our  heavy  bombers  as  a  gunner,  God 
has  proven  Himself  real  and  near  to 
me.  I  know  it  is  due  to  the  earnest, 
fervent  prayers  of  my  loved  ones  back 
home  and  the  tender  mercy  of  God 
that  I  have  been  spared. 

My  first  testimony  is  a  fulfillment 
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of  the  ninety-first  Psalm  and  espe- 
cially the  seventh  and  eighth  verses. 

I  join  the  thousands  of  others  in  my 
plea  for  the  people  to  pray  earnestly 
that  God  will  give  us  peace  soon.  We 
can  all  imagine  the  horrors  of  war  to 
some  extent,  but  only  a  person  who 
has  been  in  the  very  midst  of  enemy 
fire  can  see  it  at  its  worst. 

Mothers,  wives,  sweethearts,  loved 
ones,  friends  and  churches,  please 
don't  fail  to  pray  for  your  soldiers  be- 
cause they  live  by  your  prayers,  and 
God's  mercy  and  love. 

I  thank  God  for  every  earnest 
prayer  which  has  been  offered  for  us 
boys  and  girls  in  service. — Sgt.  Horace 
C.  Jones. 

•If*************************** 

"A  PRAYER  FOR  PEACE" 
O  God,  the  waves  of  war  and  destruc- 
tion 
Are  engulfing  the  whole  wide  world, 
And  demons  of  hatred  and  greed 
Are  marching  with  banners  unfurled. 
Oh,  with  what  woe  and  sorrow 
They  have  burdened  the  lands  about, 
And  they  are  eagerly  waiting 
To  voice  a  triumphant  shout. 
Only     You    can    overthrow     their 

kingdom, 
If  it  is  to  be  Your  will, 
Have  mercy  on  your  people,  Lord, 
By  declaring,  "Peace,  be  still." 
Send  down  your  Holy  Spirit, 
And  engulf  our  young  men  brave, 
Put  your  mighty  shield  around  them, 
And  millions  of  them  save. 
Give   them   power  to   do   wonderous 

things 
That  have  never  been  done  before, 
Have  mercy  on  your  people,  Lord, 
By  bringing  peace  once  more, 
Our  hearts  are  so  heavy  with  sorrow 
Our  heads  are  bowed  down  low, 
For  war  has  taken  from  us 
The  ones  whom  we  love  so. 
Dear  Lord,  watch  o'er  them  and  guide 

them 
And  bring  them  home  again, 
We  ask  it  in  Thy  precious  name, 
And  now  we  say,  "Amen." 

—Louise  Helton,  3010  Orton  St., 
Chattanooga,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  thinking  of  writing  you 
for  sometime,  but  just  put  it  off.  I  am 
a  Christian  and  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God  in  Concord,  N.  C.  I  am 
in  the  service  of  our  country  some- 
where in  England.  God  is  blessing 
and  taking  care  of  me. 

I  surely  miss  the  good  services  I  en- 
joyed in  Concord.  Sometimes  I  get 
lonely  and  blue,  then  I  look  to  Jesus 
in  prayer;  He  always  comes  on  the 
scene  and  blesses  my  soul.  I  thank 
God  that  amidst  the  heartache,  dis- 
appointment and  sorrow  I  have  a 
sweet  peace  in  my  heart  that  the 
devil  can't  disturb.  I  am  saved  and 
sanctified  but  haven't  received  the 
Holy   Ghost.   I    am   hungrier    for   the 


blessing  than  ever  before.  Please  pray 
for  me. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way very  much. — Pvt.  Marvin  A. 
Goodnight,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  holiness  boy,  saved  and  filled 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  was  saved  and 
received  my  baptism  after  entering 
the  service  in  1941.  Praise  God  for  the 
day  I  tarried  alone  out  on  the  hillside 
of  Georgia  for  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  was  wonderfully  filled 
with  the  Blessing.  Ever  since  then 
I  have  been  satisfied.  I  know  without 
this  wonderful  experience  I  could  not 
have  made  it  through.  The  Comforter, 
which  is  the  Holy  Ghost,  will  fight 
our  battles  for  us.  I  am  so  happy  in 
His  loving  care. 

About  eight  of  us  boys  have  organ- 
ized us  a  little  holiness  mission.  We 
meet  in  town  and  have  services  twice 
a  week.  God  is  really  blessing  in  a 
wonderful  way.  We  have  a  nice  little 
hall  to  conduct  our  services  in.  Pray 
that  we  will  be  fully  used  for  the  glory 
of  God. 

I  would  feel  lost  without  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  There  is  plenty  of  good  soul 
food  in  it.  Pray  for  me. — Pvt.  J.  C. 
Stewart. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  wonder- 
ful little  magazine.  I  wish  I  could  tell 
all  soldiers  about  it.  I  enjoy  it  from 
front  to  back. 

One  of  the  most  striking  articles  I 
have  ever  read  was  "Blind  Tommy"  in 
the  April  issue.  I  had  never  thought 
so  many  of  us  were  blind  until  I  read 
this  article.  I  then  discovered  how 
blind  I  have  been.  Please  publish  more 
articles  like  that. 

I  always  read  the  Editor's  Message 
and  I  have  been  inspired  by  your 
great  messages. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  letters  from 
soldiers.  I  know  how  they  feel  and 
also  know  about  their  surroundings. 
We  have  a  hard  time  having  to  listen 
to  so  much  vulgar  and  profane  lan- 
guage, but  some  day  that  will  all  be 
over.  We  are  looking  for  the  time  when 
we  can  return  to  our  homes  and 
friends.  We  miss  them  more  than  any- 
one will  ever  know.  Pray  for  all  of  us, 
for  we  certainly  need  your  prayers. — 
Sgt.  E.  L.  Swanson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  find  great  pleasure  in  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  for  it  is  a  great  book 
to  read. 

I  attended  the  Church  of  God  at 
Salisbury,  N.  C,  when  I  was  at  home. 
My  mother  and  sister  go  all  the  time. 
I  hated  to  leave  the  quiet,  peaceful 
town,  but  Uncle  Sam  called  and  I 
had  to  answer  the  call. 

Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  be 
saved  and  protected  from  harm  and 
danger. — Sidney  Hall. 
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ROCK  OF  AGES 

Esther  Miller  Payler 
When  I  was  a  very  little  girl  my 
parents  took  me  at  frequent  intervals 
to  visit  some  friends.  Of  all  the  arti- 
cles in  this  house,  one  picture  is  crys- 
tal clear  in  my  memory  even  now. 
This  picture  hung  on  the  wall  of  their 
best  room.  The  title  was  "Rock  of 
Ages."  I  have  seen  other  pictures  of 
this  title,  but  none  quite  like  this  one. 
I  do  not  know  who  the  artist  was,  but 
I  am  sure  the  picture  was  not  an  ex- 
pensive one — just  a  print,  in  a  gilt, 
wooden  frame.  I  often  wish  I  could 
have  a  copy  of  this  picture,  but  per- 
haps the  mental  picture  is 
quite  as  valuable  and  T  can 
look  at  it  whenever  I  need  the 
feeling  of  something  to  cling 
to  in  this  world  of  change. 

■  In  the  foreground  of  this 
picture  was  a  cross  of  rough 
stone,  standing  on  a  small 
island  of  stone.  Clinging  to 
this  cross  was  a  woman  in  a 
dark  robe.  The  robe  was  torn 
and  wet.  Her  blond  hair  was 
loosed  until  it  almost  covered 
her  uplifted  face.  All  around 
the  rock  were  dashing  waves, 
capped  with  foam.  Some 
splashed  higher  than  the 
cross.  The  darkness  was  cut 
with  lightning  flashes  and  one 
imagined  the  thunder  was 
rolling  too  in  this  dreadful 
storm.  Surrounding  the  cross 
was  a  radiance  like  a  halo, 
and  above  it  the  clouds  were 
rifted  to  let  through  this 
celestial  light,  which  empha- 
sized the  surrounding  dark- 
ness. From  the  contorted  gar- 
ments of  the  woman  and  the 
movement  of  the  water,  there 
must  have  been  a  high  wind, 
but  the  cross  stood  firm  in 
the  midst  of  this  chaos,  and  a 
handful  of  blue  forget-me-nots 
hugged  the  base  of  the  cross. 

Looking  at  the  picture  and  from 
the  serene  expression  of  the  wom- 
an's face,  a  person  knew  that  she 
was  safe,  because  she  was  cling- 
ing to  the  cross  and  its  light  was 
surrounding  her. 

How  comforting  the  thoughts  of 
this  picture  and  the  words  of  the 
hymn,  "Rock  of  Ages"  are  in  the 
times  of  turmoil  and  world  up- 
heaval in  which  we  live. 

"Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,  let 
me  hide  myself  in  Thee";  or 
again  the  old  hymn,  "In  the  Cross 
of  Christ  I  glory,  towering  o'er 
the  wrecks  of  time." 

The  cross  has  stood  the  test  of 
time.  Jesus  said,  "Heaven  and 
earth  shall  pass  away:  but  my 
words  shall  not  pass  away,"  Luke 
21:33.  All  through  the  New  Testa- 


ment in  the  Gospels  and  Epistles  we 
are  reminded  again  and  again  that 
in  the  way  of  the  cross  lies  salvation 
for  our  souls. 

If  we  take  up  our  cross  we  too  shall 
have  the  crown  of  life.  But  the  cross 
comes  before  the  crown.  We  would  all 
like  to  reach  for  the  crown  and  dodge 
the  cross,  that  is  the  human  part  of 
us.  But  when  God  comes  into  our 
hearts  we  are  willing  to  bear  what- 
ever cross  we  are  given,  and  carry  it 
with  the  help  of  Him  who  died  on 
the  cross  for  us. 

When  studying  the  crucifixion  in  a 
class  of  junior  girls  recently,  one  of 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2.«ns 
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them  suddenly  burst  into  tears.  When 
asked  what  was  wrong,  the  child 
sobbed,  "You  know  when  I  hear  about 
how  Jesus  died  on  the  cross  for  me, 
I'm  ashamed  that  I've  ever  done  any- 
thing wrong.  I  just  feel  mean  to  have 
made  Him  suffer  so  when  He  never 
did  anything  wrong,  but  just  lived  and 
died  for  others."  Did  she  not  state  the 
case  much  better  than  most  adults? 
Does  this  not  bear  out  the  words  of 
Jesus  that  a  "little  child  shall  lead 
them"? 

If  we  stop  only  with  being  sorry  for 
past  sins,  though,  that  is  not  enough, 
it  is  only  when  we  also  resolve  to,  by 
the  grace  of  God,  avoid  fur- 
ther sin,  that  we  truly  draw 
near  to  the  cross. 

Clinging  to  the  cross  with 
one  hand,  our  other  hand 
must  be  reached  out  to  draw 
others  within  the  circle  of  its 
radiance.  Jesus  promised  that 
if  He  was  lifted  up  He  would 
draw  all  men  unto  Him. 

The  cross  is  the  great  mag- 
net which  draws  men  with  an 
irresistible  force.  When  men 
and  women  and  children  yield 
to  its  influence,  they  may  not 
always  have  an  easy  time,  but 
it  will  always  be  blessed.  If 
they  resist  the  cross  and  its 
call,  all  else  will  be  ashes  and 
dust  to  them. 
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L  I  Ft 

.  W.  Eyre 

I  know  not  what  tomorrow's  day  may  bring 
Of  blessings  rich,  or  sorrows  that  may  sting, 
But  this  I  know  whatever  may  befall 
His  hand  will  guide,  my  Pilot  knows  it  all. 

For  I  am  promised  but  one  little  day, 
A  pilgrim  here  I  have  not  long  to  stay, 
For  while  I  know  the  harbor  port  is  near, 
My  Father's  hand  doth  guide,  why  should  I 
fear? 

Life  is  but  a  vapor  that  appears, 
A  little  span,  only  a  few  short  years, 
But  He  loho  notes  the  little  sparrow's  fall, 
Will  guide  me  through,  for  He  has  planned 
it  all. 


So  may  I  live  nor  dread  tomorrow's  morn, 
Nor  loorry  over  troubles  yet  unborn, 
Tomorrow's  sun  for  me  may  never  rise, 
Life's  but  a  sojourn  here,  a  pathway  to  the 
skies. 


KEEP  THE  LIGHT 
BURNING 

On  the  coast  of  Norway  is 
a  lighthouse  where  a  keeper 
lived  with  his  two  children. 
One  day  he  went  to  the  dis- 
tant shore  for  provisions.  A 
storm  arose,  and  he  was  un- 
able to  return.  The  time  for 
lighting  the  lamp  came,  and 
Mary,  the  elder  child,  said  to 
her  little  brother,  "We  must  light 
the  lamp,  Willie."  "How  can  we?" 
asked  Willie.  "We  ain't  big 
enough."  But  the  two  children 
climbed  the  long,  narrow  stairs  to 
the  tower  where  the  lamp  was 
kept.  Mary  pulled  up  a  chair  and 
tried  to  reach  the  lamp  in  the 
great  reflector;  it  was  too  high. 
Groping  down  the  stairs,  she  as- 
cended again  with  a  small  oil 
lamp  in  her  hand.  "I  can  hold 
this  up,"  she  said  to  her  little 
brother.  She  climbed  on  the  chair 
again,  but  still  the  reflector  was 
just  beyond  her  reach.  "Get 
down,"  said  Willie;  "I  know  what 
we  can  do."  She  jumped  down, 
and  he  stretched  his  little  body 
across  the  chair.  "Stand  on  me," 
he  said.  And  she  stood  on  the  lit- 
tle fellow  as  he  lay  across  the 
chair.  She  raised  the  lamp  high, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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THE  PASTOR  AND  HIS  PEOPLE 

Rev.  Roy  S.  Nicholson 

As  one  goes  about  the  Church  there 
are  frequent  intimations  that  some 
pastors  are  "seriously  considering  en- 
tering the  field  of  general  evangel- 
ism." None  will  deny  that  God  has 
called  some  to  be  evangelists,  but 
there  are  times  when  one  is  tempted 
to  inquire  whether  the  disposition  to- 
ward the  field  of  general  evangelism 
arises  from  the  direct  call  of  God  or 
the  pressure  of  hard  problems  on  the 
pastorate.  But,  is  there  not,  among 
too  many,  a  tendency  to  underesti- 
mate the  nature  of  the  work  of  the 
pastor?  Have  not  too  many  forgotten 
what  Kidder  says:  "A  good  pastorate 
is  essential  to  the  prosperity  of  the 
Church"? 

The  Work  of  the  Pastor 

A  pastor  is  one  who  shepherds  souls, 
and  his  is  distinctly  a  spiritual  work. 
In  it  he  is  dealing  with  the  motives, 
the  ideals,  and  the  purposes  and  con- 
duct of  men  and  women.  Out  of  the 
love  he  feels  to  Christ  for  what  He  has 
done  for  him,  the  pastor  is  a  lover  of 
humanity;  and  he  wishes  to  share  the 
joy  which  Christ  brought  to  him  with 
others.  To  this  end  he  is  ever  ready 
to  counsel  in  household  and  domestic 
matters,  in  business  perplexities,  in 
temporal  and  spiritual  matters;  but 
the  chief  aim  in  all  his  efforts  is  to 
reach  the  soul  and  render  it  spiritual 
service. 

Because  of  the  spirituality  of  his 
work,  the  true  pastor  feels  that  it  is 
the  very  greatest  ever  entrusted  to 
man.  And  he  seeks  to  follow  the  ex- 
ample of  the  Good  Shepherd  (John 
10)  wishing  to  know  men,  to  love  them 
and  win  them  to  love  God  and  obey 
His  commandments,  and  adjust  their 
lives  to  His  will.  He  seeks  to  find,  feed, 
lead  and  protect  his  people,  and  pro- 
mote their  spiritual  interests.  And,  as 
McClure  says:  "Whatever  Christ  was 
to  those  about  Him,  the  true  pastor 
seeks  to  be  to  those  committed  to  his 
care." 

This  same  author  declares  that  the 
work  of  the  pastor  is  close,  personal 
work,  requiring  personal  contacts; 
and  he  continues,  saying:  "It  is  not 
the  work  of  the  sower  who  broadcasts 
the  seed  .  .  .  and  then  leaves  them.  It 
is  not  the  work  of  the  orator  or  evan- 
gelist, worthy   as  these  things  are.  But 


it  is  the  work  of  one  close  at  hand, 
who  knows  and  loves  the  individuals, 
speaks  personally  to  them,  and  guides 
and  counsels  them,  stands  alongside 
them  in  trials,  encourages  them  when 
they  are  tempted,  and  is  at  hand 
when  the  shadows  appear."  And  while 
the  smallness  of  a  flock  may  tempt 
the  pastor  to  become  discouraged  at 
the  limits  of  his  opportunities  to  do 
big  things,  he  ought  to  see  in  that  a 
challenge  to  have  more  intimate  per- 
sonal contacts  than  would  be  possible 
if  his  membership  were  many  times 
larger. 
The  Need  for  the  Pastoral  Ministry 

There  are  multitudes  of  people  all 
about  us  today,  who,  if  we  only  knew 
it,  long  for  someone  to  come  along 
their  way  and  discuss  their  eternal 
interests  with  them.  There  are  others 
who  wish  to  somewhere,  somehow, 
find  an  atmosphere  of  spiritual 
comradeship,  and  seek  it  and  find  it 
not;  hence  are  constantly  despondent 
and  disappointed.  Others  would  like 
for  some  representative  of  Christ  to 
touch  them,  and  thereby  impress  up- 
on them  the  principles  of  Christ,  so 
as  to  alter  their  daily  living.  Shall  we 
turn  deaf  ears  and  closed  eyes  to  these 
apparent  needs  and  calls? 

"Men  and  women  are  hungering  for 
winsome  indications  of  personal  af- 
fection." The  world  is,  as  the  writer  of 
verses  declared,  "Dying  for  a  little  bit 
of  love."  And  was  not  one  secret  of 
the  Master's  appeal  to  men  found  in 
the  fact  that  He  loved  them,  and  was 
moved  with  compassion  at  their 
plight?  Can  we  do  less  than  He? 

The  minister  may  stand  in  his  pul- 
pit and  speak  to  the  group,  but  the 
message  so  spoken  will  not  be  as  ef- 
fective to  the  individual,  as  the  per- 
sonal word  from  the  pastor.  Who  can 
deny  the  power  of  the  personal  touch 
when  the  pastor  goes  to  one  as  friend, 
counselor,  brother,  guide  and  sympa- 
thizer? 

And  no  one  but  a  pastor  is  doing,  or 
can  do,  the  work  of  shepherding  souls. 
In  this  day  of  strife  and  war,  there 
are  millions  who  are  "as  sheep  with- 
out a  shepherd."  Does  not  this  sad 
sight  move  one  to  desire  to  do  the 
work  of  a  pastor?  Of  course,  this  is 
patient,  prolonged,  and  particular 
work.  It  requires  nerve  and  uses  up 
nerves;  it  takes  so  much  time  and 
strength   that  many  shrink   from  it. 


But  the  cry  today  from  everywhere  is 
for  more  pastors  who  possess  the  spir- 
it of  Christ,  who  will  lovingly  seek  and 
touch  the  individual  lives,  consoling 
and  inspiring  them  to  become  living 
witnesses  to  the  power  of  Christ.  "It 
is  not  oratory,  nor  literature,  nor  edu- 
cation that  our  Christian  world  needs 
most  today,  but  it  is  shepherding,  the 
self-denying,  wise,  loving,  particular 
comradeship  of  a  trusted  pastor  with 
the  individual  needs  of  the  soul  of 
man."  (J.  K.  G.  McClure.) 

The   Pastor's   Intellectual  Life 

Going  among  men,  as  the  pastor 
who  would  succeed  must  do,  he  must 
be  able  to  always  bring  forth  from 
the  Treasury  of  the  Word  new  and  old 
truths,  illustrating  them  until  they 
become  plain  as  pictures,  and  make 
them  answer  the  questions  which 
men's  souls  are  daily  asking.  He  must 
be  so  much  of  a  master  in  those  things 
with  which  he  deals  that  his  fellow 
men  will  respect  him,  and  he  must 
state  things  in  such  a  way  as  "to  com- 
mand the  conscience  of  those  who 
hear"  him. 

The  great  truths  of  life  must  be  so 
handled  that  thoughtful  persons  can- 
not have  room  to  speak  disparagingly 
of  his  words.  The  present  demand  is 
for  the  pastor  to  be  intellectual;  that 
demand  was  never  more  vocal  than 
today;  and  to  prevent  his  preaching 
from  being  set  aside  as  "rant  and 
cant"  the  pastor  must  study  to  shew 
himself  a  God-approved  workman, 
rightly  dividing  the  truth.  And,  as  a 
writer  of  another  generation  said: 
"The  three  lines  of  development  that 
a  growing  pastor  must  give  attention 
to  are  those  of  (1)  Mental  discipline; 
(2)  Intellectual  resources;  and  (3) 
Ability  to  do  his  work  with  a  constant- 
ly accumulating  force." 

The  Pastor's  Spiritual  Life 

Surely  none  will  dispute  that  the 
pastor's  spiritual  life  is  his  essential 
life.  This  essential  life  is  twofold:  it 
is  essential  to  himself,  for  it  deter- 
mines his  relationship  with  Him  to 
whom  he  is  accountable,  here  and 
hereafter.  And  it  is  essential  to  his 
usefulness  among,  and  influence  over, 
men.  For  only  those  pastors  whom 
men  find  living  close  to  Christ  will 
they  follow.  Nothing  so  quickly  costs 
the  pastor  the  confidence  of  his  peo- 
ple as  for  them  to  discover  that  he  is 
not  spiritual.  And  the  spiritual  man 
will  find  that  people  are  ready  to  lis- 
ten to  him  and  receive  his  message. 
The  nearer  he  lives  to  the  heart  of 
God  the  nearer  will  he  find  himself 
being  admitted  to  the  hearts  of  his 
people,  whom  he  seeks  to  lead  nearer 
to  the  heart  of  Christ. 

And  how  we  ought  to  ponder  the 
words  written  in  Bound's  book, 
"Preacher  and  Prayer,"  wherein  he 
says:  "The  Church  is  looking  for  bet- 
ter methods;  God  is  looking  for  better 
men  .  .  .  What  the  Church  needs  to- 
day is  not  more  machinery  or  better, 
not  new  organizations  or  more  and 
novel  methods,  but  men  whom  the 
Holy  Ghost  can  use — men  of  prayer, 
men  mighty  in  prayer  ...  It  is  not 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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TEMPERANCE   PAGE 


THE  BREWERS'  SLOGAN 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Have  you  heard  the  brewers'  cry? 
Can  you  see  the  fearful  vision 

Of  this  army  passing  by? 
"A  million  young  men  give  us, 

Who  have  never  tasted  beer; 
For  new  customers  are  needed 

For  our  business  year  by  year. 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Friends,  have  you  a  boy  to  spare 
To  fill  dying  drunkards'  places? 

Is  it  your  son's  "needed"  there? 
"A  million  boys  are  needed" — 

(So  the  brewers  plead  their  cause)  — 
"Our    trade's    urgent    and    demands 
them, 

And  we  need,  too,  freer  laws." 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Tis  your  sons  and  mine  they  claim; 
But — our  daughters  now  they're  ask- 
ing, 

Not  our  sons,  alone.    Oh!  shame, 
Shame    on    us    Christian    men    and 
women, 

Who  can  fail  to  rise  in  might, 
And  forever  banish  from  us 

Every  foe  of  truth  and  right. 

"A  million  boys  are  needed." 

Say,  oh!  brewer,  have  you  one? 
Haven't  you  a  lad  to  offer? 

Why  not  give  your  own  dear  son? 
Haven't  you  a  baby  daughter 

You  can  spare  to  help  your  trade? 
Never  mind  if  she  is  ruined — 

Think  of  all  the  wealth  you've  made. 

Send  her  to  your  cursed,  beer  rooms. 

Let  her  drink  your  brew  of  hell — 
If  you  haven't  son  or  daughter, 

Why  seek  mine  your  ranks  to  swell? 
"A     million    boys     (and     girls)     are 
needed." 

Yes,  we  need  them  every  one, 
For  a  glorious,  clean  tomorrow 

Where  the  cause  of  Truth  is  won. 
— G.  M.  C.  in  The  King's  Business. 


"MY  STORY  OF  HOLLYWOOD" 

The  Los  Angeles  Examiner  of  Feb- 
ruary 28,  1937  contained  the  follow- 
ing pathetic  incident: 

"From  the  peak  of  fame  to  the  brink 
of  almost  hopeless  despair — that's  my 
story  of  Hollywood." 

Alice  Lake  was  talking. 

The  Alice  Lake  who  thrilled  millions 
as  a  stellar  actress.  A  household  name, 
a  great  favorite  wherever  her  pictures 
were  shown  the  world  over. 

Toppling  out  of  glorious  dreams  of 
past  triumphs,  Alice  woke  up  in  the 
women's  ward  of  Lincoln  Heights  jail. 

"I'm  a  lone  wolf,"  she  said  sorrow- 
fully. "That's  why  I  got  into  mischief. 
That's  why  I'm  here  in  this  awful 
place.  It's  horrible."  She  shuddered. 
"I'm  ashamed — terribly  ashamed." 

Without  emotion,  the  police  records 
read — "Drunk."  At  dawn  yesterday, 
Alice  was  picked  up  by  police.  In  sun- 
rise court,  she  was  sentenced  to  a  $10 
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fine,  or  two  days  in  jail. 

Alice,  who  once  earned  $1200  a  week 
in  the  heyday  of  silent  motion  pic- 
tures, couldn't  pay  the  fine.  She  was 
tired,  too.  So  she  went  to  jail. 

A  tremor  running  through  her 
shoulders,  Alice  told  her  story.  "Wait- 
ing, waiting,  waiting,  that's  all  I  do 
now,"  she  said.  "I  pace  the  floor  and 
wait  for  a  call  to  some  studio.  It  gets 
your  nerves — waiting. 

"And  this  idleness,  this  everlasting 
false  hope,  drives  you  to  drink.  I  think 
'Ah,  just  a  drink  or  two,  and  I'll  for- 
get all  about  my  troubles.'  But  I 
don't.  Everything  is  magnified  then. 
I  try  to  drown  my  sorrow,  and  then 
comes  the  vile  awakening.  More 
nerves.  Illness. 

" — Even  this  jail."  She  broke  down 
and  cried  at  the  vision  of  the  amaz- 
ing character  she  was  re-creating. 

"It's  a  long  road  downhill";  she  bit 
her  nails  as  she  reflected.  "First  I  lost 
my  starring  contract.  For  ten  years  I 
was  on  top.  I  took  to  free  lance  work. 
A  few  leading  parts,  then  featured 
roles. 

"When  talking  pictures  came  I 
jumped  at  the  chance  to  make  a  tour 
in  vaudeville.  You  know,  all  the  old 
time  players  did  it.  But  Hollywood 
soon  forgot. 

"When  I  came  back,  it  was  'atmos- 
phere' work  or  nothing.  The  Call  Bu- 
reau had  me  listed  for  character  parts. 
But  that  dwindled  to  one.  or  two  calls 
every  few  months. 

"Next  I  hit  the  extra  ranks.  Yes, 
I'm  an  extra  and  proud  of  it.  I  can 
take  orders.  I  haven't  any  false  pride. 

"Acting  before  the  cameras  is  all  I 
know.  I  began  when  I  was  16,  and  I'm 
still  at  it  at  30." 

The  darling  of  millions  only  a  few 
years  ago  still  gets  fan  mail  regularly. 
She  receives  her  mail  at  the  address 
of  a  tiny,  furnished  room. 

Alice  Lake,  who  gave  willingly  to 
charity,  and  who  brought  her  father 
and  mother  West  from  their  native 
Brooklyn  to  pass  their  declining  years, 
no  longer  owns  a.  good  pair  of  stock- 
ings. She  wore  none  at  all  when  she 
told  the  judge  that  she  couldn't  pay 
her  fine. 

She  said  that  no  one  had  called  to 
ask  about  her.  A  cold  racked  her 
body,  and  she  coughed  often. 

"I  don't  like  to  ask  for  help,"  she 
said.  "Hollywood  has  been  kind  to  me, 
very  kind.  But  I  never  like  to  tell  my 
troubles.  Everyone  has  troubles.  I  just 
don't  want  to  bother  people. 

"I've  had  my  fling  at  the  top.  Now 
I'll  take  anything — a  good  scrub- 
woman part  would  look  good  to  me. 
I'm  not  holding  out  for  'bits'  or  speak- 
ing parts.  Just  work." 

When  a  sandwich  was  proffered  to 
her,  she  ate  it  eagerly.  Between 
mouthfuls,  she  sighed:  "I'm  tired." 

With  "Disappointment"  written  in 
capital  letters  over  Hollywood  and 
Fame    and    Wealth    and    Drink    and 


Friends,  Alice  Lake  and  all  other 
"tired"  persons  should  do  as  the 
hymn-writer,  who  said: 

"/  came  to  Jesus,  as  I  was,  weary  and 

worn  and  sad, 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting  place,  and  He 

has  made' me  glad." 
He  is   by   no  means  a   disappoint- 
ment, He  forgives,  saves  and  satisfies. 
— Timely  Topics. 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
lambs.  Did  you,  as  superintendent,  try 
your  best  to  find  just  the  teacher  you 
needed  for  those  precious  little  darl- 
ings? Did  you  pray  definitely  and 
earnestly  to  be  led  in  all  things,  or  did 
you  trust  to  your  own  wisdom  and 
understanding? 

On  the  back  cover  page  of  our  June 
Lighted  Pathway  we  used  a  poem, 
"Feed  My  Lambs."  Some  of  our  states 
use  this  page  for  their  state  news 
and  do  not  get  the  good  things  we  use 
on  our  back  cover  page,  so  we  are 
using  this  poem  again  on  the  Editor's 
page.  We  think  it  is  very  appropriate 
this  month.  We  hope  you  will  cut  this 
out  or  copy  it  and  keep  it  for  use  when 
you  begin  to  get  careless  as  teachers. 

Boys  and  girls,  I  wonder  how  you 
would  act  at  Sunday  School  next  Sun- 
day if  you  knew  that  Christ  was  there 
in  person?  Let  us  suppose  He  was  sit- 
ting on  the  rostrum  and  could  see 
your  every  move.  Would  you  whisper, 
pinch  each  other  and  cause  commo- 
tion around  you?  Would  you  be  good 
in  your  Sunday  School  class  if  He 
came  along  in  person  with  your 
teacher?  My,  how  quiet  you  would  sit. 
Dear  ones,  did  you  know  He  is  just  as 
real  as  though  you  could  see  Him? 
You  can  feel  His  presence  if  you  have 
Him  in  your  heart,  and  you  can  know 
whether  or  not  He  is  pleased  with  you. 
If  you  do  the  right  thing,  you  will 
have  the  witness  of  the  Spirit  that  He 
is  pleased. 

Not  long  ago  a  young  woman  wrote 
me  a  letter  and  told  me  of  a  church 
she  had  attended.  She  said,  "For  a 
long  time  a  certain  thing  has  been  on 
my  mind  and  since  coming  here  it  has 
been  brought  to  me  more  forcibly  than 
ever.  It  concerns  something  which  is 
in  some  of  our  congregations — not  all, 
perhaps,  but  many.  To  illustrate:  Re- 
cently I  attended  an  evening  service 
in  a  church  where  I  had  never  gone 
before.  What  I  believe  to  be  an  aver- 
age size  congregation,  for  this  church, 
was  already  there,  some  talking,  some 
moving  around  over  church,  others 
singing  and  playing  church  music. 
The  services  started  late  and  when  a 
call  for  the  choir  was  made,  the  dis- 
order and  confusion  that  followed  was 
terrible.  Finally  the  choir  was  organ- 
ized, there  was  good  singing,  some  tal- 
ented young  people  rendered  some  in- 
spiring special  numbers  and  follow- 
ing that  a  very  good  sermon.  But  the 
way  the  service  got  started  off  seemed 
to  throw  a  damper  over  the  entire 
service,  at  least  for  me.  If  it  does  that 
for  me,  a  member,  what  influence  will 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Goldenrod 

Mrs.  Edgar  F.  Johnston 

At  last  the  goldenrod  is  here, 

And  whether  skies  be  gray  or  clear 

Its  beauties  glow, 
As  if  some  Midas  touch  of  old 
Had   turned   each   feathery   spray   to 
gold 

And  kept  it  so. 

For  us  Dame  Nature  has  unrolled 
A  mimic  field  of  cloth  of  gold, 

Where  breezes  play; 
Where  birds  and  butterflies  may  light, 
And  pause  awhile  in  pure  delight, 

Then  haste  away. 

When  skies  are  gray  this  flower  most 

fair 
Appears,  as  though  it  loved  to  share 

Its  gathered  hoard 
Of  hidden  sunshine.  Proving  still 
How  sunny  hearts  may  conquer  ill 

By  gladness  stored. 

Each  autumn's  goldenrod  will  fade, 
But  deep  in  memory  shall  be  laid 

The  golden  sprays, 
And  treasured  there.  Like  thought  of 

friends 
Whose  sunny  faith  a  blessing  sends 

Through  all  our  days. 

Prayer  for  a  School 

For  a  schoolhouse  anywhere, 
I  send  up  this  silent  prayer: 
'Christ,    Great    Teacher,    bless    this 

place. 
On  it  shed  Thy  love  and  grace; 
Teach  the  teachers,  let  them  see 
That  they  shape  earth's  destiny — 
Home  and  school  and  church — these 

three, 
arry  on  Thy  ministry 
4s  from  Thee  comes  growth  of  deed. 
3o  to  Thee  we  bring  our  need, 
What  to  plant  and  how  to  sow, 
That  is  what  we  pray  to  know. 
Let  the  schools  be  in  Thy  pure  sight 
3ethlehems  of  truth  and  light." 

God  Ever  Cares! 

od  ever  cares!  Not  only  in  life's  sum- 
mer, 

iVhen  skies  are  bright  and  days  are 
long  and  glad; 

5e  cares  as  much  when  life  is  draped 
in  winter, 

\nd  heart  doth  feel  bereft,  and  lone, 
and  sad. 

3od  ever  cares!  His  heart  is  ever 
tender; 

iis  love  doth  never  fail  nor  show  de- 
cay; 

The  loves  of  earth,  though  strong  and 
deep,  may  perish — 

3ut  His  shall  never,  never  pass  away. 

jod  ever  cares!  And  thus  when  life  is 

lonely, 
Vhen  blessings  one  time  prized  are 

growing  dim — 
The  heart  may  find  a  sweet  and  sunny 
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shelter — 
A  refuge  and  a  resting-place  in  Him. 

— Selected. 

I  Wonder 

"Thine  eyes  shall  see  the  king  in  h:s 
beauty,"  Isa.  33:17 

If  we  could  see  the  joy  of  all  the  ran- 
somed, 
As  in  white  robes  they  stand  before 
the  throne; 
If    we    could    hear    their    praise    of 
Christ  the  Savior, 
Who    purchased   them    and    claims 
them  for  His  own; 
If  we  could  listen  as  they  tell  with 
gladness 
That  home  with  Him  outweighs  all 
toil  and  care — 
I  wonder,  would  we  waste  our  time 
with  trifles, 
Or  think  His  cross  so  very  hard  to 
bear? 

If  we  could  see  the  crowns  of  all  the 
martyrs, 
Their  prize  from  Him,  a  diadem  of 
worth ; 
If  we  could  hear  them  shout  the  song 
of  victory, 
Although   defeat   seemed   their   re- 
ward on  earth; 
If  we  could  see  their  look  of  exultation, 
So  worthy  they,  to  suffer  for  His 
name — 
I  wonder  ,would  we  welcome  any  trial, 
And  count  it  joy,  for  Him,  to  suffer 
shame. 

If  we  could  see  the  face  of  our  Re- 
deemer 
As  on  the  throne  He  sits  in  majesty; 
If  we  could  see  the  glory  of  the  Savior, 
Who  one  day  died  for  us  on  Calvary; 
If  we  could  feel  the  comfort  of  His 
presence — 
For    evermore    to    dwell   with   Him 
above — 
I  wonder,  would  we  let  the- world  at- 
tract us, 
Or  let  sin's  pleasure  draw  us  from 
His  love. 

— Selected. 

At  the  Cross 

W.  Alfred  Falconer 

As  a  lad  I  was  bold  and  ambitious, 

With  plenty  of  pluck  and  grit, 
And  I  looked  upon  life  as  a  battle 

That  only  a  weakling  would  quit. 
For  I  thought  but  of  physical  prowess 

And  measured  success  by  that  rule; 
But  later,  in  checking  my  error, 

I  found  I  was  only  a  fool. 

As  a  man  I  resorted  to  cunning. 

I  bartered  my  brawn  for  my  brain 
And  busily  counted  my  coin 

While     consistently     hoarding     the 
gain. 
Life  now  was  a  chess  board  before  me, 

And  my  purpose  to  move  every  pawn 
In  a  game  that  was  tense  and  engross- 


ing; 
For  I  looked  upon  failure  with  scorn. 

Since  then  I've  been  learning  my  les- 
son, 

For  I've  drunk  both  the  bitter  and 
sweet 
And  often  found  solace  in  failure 

And  counted  success  but  defeat. 
For  in  reaching  the  soul's  fruition 

We  sever  the  gold  from  the  dross 
And  learn  one  of  life's  greatest  lessons 

At  the  foot  of  the  Master's  cross. 

Walking  With  God 

"Who  walks  with  God  must  take  His 

way 
Across  far  distances  and  gray 
To  goals  that  others  do  not  see, 
Where  others  do  not  care  to  be. 
Who  walks  with  God  must  have  no 

fear 
When  danger  and  defeat  appear, 
Nor  stop  when  every  hope  seems  gone, 
For  God,  our  God,  moves  ever  on. 
Who  walks  with  God  must  press  ahead 
When  sun  or  cloud  is  overhead, 
When  all  the  waiting  thousands  cheer, 
Or  when  they  only  stop  to  sneer; 
When    all    the    challenge    leaves   the 

hours 
And  naught  is  left  but  jaded  powers. 
But  he  will  some  day  reach  the  dawn, 
For  God,  our  God,  moves  ever  on." 

The   Silenced   Savior 

Why  was  He  silent  when  a  word 
Would  slay  His  accusers  all? 

Why  does  He  meekly  bear  their  taunts 
When  angels  wait  His  call? 

"He  was  made  sin" — my  sin  He  bore 

Upon  the  accursed  tree; 
And  sin  hath  no  defense  to  make— 

His  silence  was  for  me. 

— The  Sunday  School  Times. 

I  know  not  what  the  future  hath 

Of  marvel  or  surprise, 
Assured  alone  that  life  and  death 

His  mercy  underlies  .  .  . 

And  so  beside  the  Silent  Sea 

I  wait  the  muffled  oar; 
No  harm  from  Him  can  come  to  me 

On  ocean  or  on  shore. 

I  know  not  where  His  islands  lift 
Their  fronded  palms  in  air; 

I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 
Beyond  His  love  and  care. 

— Whittier. 

What  Would  It  Find? 

If  you  and  I  today 

Should  stop  and  lay 

Our  lifework  down,  and  let  our  hands 

fall  where  they  will — 
Fall  down  to  lie  quite  still; 
And  if  some  other  hand  should  come, 

and  stoop  to  find 
The   threads   we    carried,   so   that   it 

could  wind, 
Beginning    where    we    stopped;    if    it 

should  come  to  keep 
Our  lifework  going;  seek 
To  carry  on  the  good  design 
Distinctively  made  yours,  or  mine, 
What  would  it  find? 

[Page  13] 


BIBLE   LESSONS 


THE  GOSPEL  FISHERMAN 

Read  Luke  5:1-11.  What  was  the 
occupation  of  Peter,  James,  and  John? 
After  they  launched  out  and  let  down 
their  nets  at  Jesus'  direction,  were 
they  sorry  they  obeyed?  What  did  Je- 
sus then  say?  What  was  their  re- 
sponse? 

Since  Jesus  here  likened  soul-win- 
ning to  fishing,  let  us  make  the  same 
comparison.  From  the  needs  of  a  suc- 
cessful fisherman  let  us  learn  some- 
thing for  the  needs  of  a  successful 
soul-winner. 

A  LICENSE 

In  many  places  one  dare 
not  fish  without  a  license.  Do  we  have 
license  (authority)  to  fish  for  souls? 
See  Matt.  4:19.  Jesus  says  to  us,  "Fol- 
low me,  and  I  will  make  you  fishers 
of  men."  This  is  not  mere  permission 
— it  is  a  divine  command.  See  also 
Christ's  words  in  Mark  16:15-18. 

Evangelist  R.  A.  Torrey  tried  to  per- 
suade a  young  lawyer  to  be  a  soul- 
winner,  and  the  young  man  said,  "But 
I  am  not  called  to  the  ministry."  Mr. 
Torrey  read  Acts  8:4,  "They  there- 
fore that  were  scattered  abroad  went 
everywhere  preaching  the  Word."  The 
young  lawyer  said,  "Yes,  but  those 
were  the  apostles."  Mr.  Torrey  an- 
swered, "Will  you  read  the  first  verse 
of  the  chapter?"  And  he  read,  "They 
were  all  scattered  abroad  except  the 
apostles."  The  Lord  wants  every 
Christian  to  fish  for  souls.  Have  we 
any  right  to  let  the  preacher  do  the 
fishing  for  us? 

EQUIPMENT 

Little  boys  go  fishing  with  old 
boughs,  strings,  and  bent  pins,  but 
rarely  catch  anything.  A  good  fisher- 
man buys  the  best  rod,  reel,  plug  bait, 
and  other  accessories  he  can  find. 
Should  not  a  soul-winner  seek  the 
best  equipment?  He  needs  sufficient 
knowledge  of  the  Scriptures  that, 
when  an  unsaved  person  offers  one 
excuse  or  another,  he  can  give  a  verse 
from  memory  or  read  it  from  his  Bi- 
ble and  meet  the  excuse.  One  young 
man,  unable  to  attend  Bible  school, 
made  it  a  habit  to  rise  early  every 
morning  and  have  two  hours  of  Bible 
study  before  going  to  work.  See  2  Tim. 
2:15;  3:15-17.  Does  a  fisherman  mind 
getting  up  two  hours  early  to  go  fish- 
ing? 

A  soul-winner's  equipment  includes 
also  a  pocket  Testament  and  a  supply 
of  good  gospel  tracts.  He  should  never 
be  without  his  Testament  and  some 
tracts. 

GUIDANCE 

When  fishermen  go  to  a  strange 
place  they  hire  a  guide  to  take  them 
where  the  fish  bite  best.  The  soul- 
winner  needs  guidance,  too.  God  will 
lead  us  to  hungry  souls  if  only  we  will 
ask  Him  to  lead  us.  Did  He  guide 
Philip?  See  Acts  8:29.  What  dif- 
ference is  shown  in  John  21:5,  6 
between  man-directed  and  Christ-di- 
rected fishing? 


One  lady  told  how  hard  she  was 
working  to  get  her  husband  saved. 
She  said  that  no  matter  how  much 
she  talked  he  seemed  to  pay  no  at- 
tention. Her  pastor's  advice  was  good, 
"Madam,  perhaps  you  need  to  talk 
more  to  Christ  about  your  husband 
and  less  to  your  husband  about 
Christ."  See  James  5:16  (last  half). 
Soul-winning  must  be  backed  up  by 
much  prayer.  "Any  man  who  is  too 
busy  to  pray  is  busier  than  God  ever 
intended  he  should  be." 
DILIGENCE 

A  person  need  not  be  brilliant  to 
be  a  fisherman.  He  need  only  make 
a  little  effort  to  get  up  early,  go  to 
the  place  where  the  fish  are,  and  keep 
at  it.  Sometimes  it  may  mean  fishing 
in  the  rain,  or  the  burning  sun;  some- 
times it  may  mean  wet  feet  and  dirty 
hands.  What  of  it?  Let's  be  willing  to 
brave  a  few  things  in  fishing  for  souls 
— a  little  ridicule,  for  instance.  Maybe 
some  will  think  we  are  queer.  What  of 
it?  See  Heb.  13:12,  13. 

Are  you  fishing  for  souls?  Do  you 
use  every  opportunity  God  gives  you 
to  tell  your  schoolmates,  workmates, 
and  friends  what  Christ  can  do  for 
them?  Don't  wait  until  you  get  a  new 
job  or  move  to  a  new  neighborhood. 
Lead  someone  to  Christ  right  where 
you  are.  See  Matt.  21:28.  Win  many 
this  summer.  Have  you  tried  and 
failed?  Don't  be  discouraged;  remem- 
ber when  Jesus  told  the  discouraged 
fishermen  to  cast  their  nets  again,  it 
was  right  in  the  same  old  spot  where 
they  had  been  fishing  all  night  and 
had  caught  nothing.  Luke  5:5. 
PATIENCE 

The  one  quality  a  fisherman  needs 
above  all  others  is  patience.  He  may 
not  have  a  bite  for  two  hours,  but  he 
goes  on  fishing,  realizing  that  the  very 
next  minute  a  fish  may  bite.  Does  a 
soul-winner  need  patience?  See  Gal. 
6:9.  John  Wesley's  father  once  asked 
his  wife,  "How  could  you  have  the 
patience  to  tell  that  blockhead  the 
same  thing  twenty  times  over?"  She 
replied,  "Why,  if  I  had  told  him  only 
nineteen  -times,  I  should  have  lost  all 
my  labor."  Has  the  Lord  ever  lost 
patience  with  us?  Let  us  be  patient 
with  others,  never  ceasing  to  seek  un- 
til the  lost  is  found.  See  Luke  15:4. 
WISDOM 

A  Christian  worker. watched  an  old 
man  trout-fishing.  He  was  pulling 
them  out  one  after  another.  "You  are 
doing  well,"  he  said.  "I  passed  a  good 
many  below  who  don't  seem  to  be 
catching  anything."  The  old  fisher- 
man replied,  "Well,  sir,  there  be  three 
rules  for  trout-fishing,  and  'tis  no  use 
trying  if  you  don't  mind  them.  The 
first  is,  keep  yourself  out  of  sight.  The 
second  is,  keep  yourself  further  out 
of  sight.  And  the  third  is,  keep  your- 
self further  out  of  sight  still.  Then 
you'll  do  it."  The  Christian  worker 
went  on  his  way.  "Good  for  catching 
men,  too,"  he  thought.  See  Prov.  11:30. 


The  wise  soul-winner  will  not  point 
to  himself  as  an  example,  nor  say 
what  he  thinks.  He  will  keep  self  in 
the  background,  pointing  souls  to 
Christ  Himself  and  to  the  Word  of 
God.  2  Cor.  4:5-7. 

A  fisherman  is  humiliated  beyond 
words  if  he 'has  to  return  home  with- 
out any  fish.  We  shall  suffer  not  only 
shame  but  also  eternal  loss  if,  when 
Jesus  comes,  we  have  to  meet  Him 
empty-handed  because  we  have  failed 
to  win  souls  for  Him. — R.C.C. 


HOW    CAN    I    PREPARE    MYSELF 
FOR  SUCCESSFUL  SERVICE? 

Scripture:  2  Chron.  1:6-12;  John  15:4- 
14. 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

One  good  way  to  split  up  this  broad 
question  of  preparing  one's  self  for 
successful  service  is  to  take,  one  by 
one,  the  four  kinds  of  life  suggested 
in  Luke  2:52,  "And  Jesus  increased  in 
wisdom  and  stature,  and  in  favour 
with  God  and  man." 

This  text  speaks  of  Jesus'  advance 
in  the  way  of  preparing  Himself  for 
service.  If  we  are  true  Christians,  or 
followers  of  Jesus,  we  would  do  well  to 
take  the  same  saying  to  ourselves.  We 
should  increase  in  wisdom  and  stature 
and  in  favor  with  God  and  man.  Je- 
sus was  only  twelve  years  old  when 
He  was  lost  sight  of  by  His  parents 
when  they  were  returning  from  the 
Jewish  feast.  When  He  was  questioned 
in  regard  to  His  behavior  of  getting 
away  from  them,  He  calmly  answered 
that  it  was  His  business  of  preparing 
Himself  for  or  being  about  His  Fa- 
ther's business. 

Now  if  we  plan  to  be  of  the  best  of 
service  to  the  world  and  to  our  Mas- 
ter in  the  short  span  of  life  here,  we 
should  do  our  very  best  to  advance  in 
the  way  of  preparation  in  the  same 
way  that  our  Lord  did. 

IN  WISDOM 

Jesus  increased  in  wisdom.  Even  in 
His  childhood  He  was  wise  in  going 
about  His  Father's  business.  If  we 
would  follow  Him  in  the  increase  of 
wisdom,  the  first  thing  to  take  into 
consideration  is  the  fact  that  we 
should  enjoy  the  experience  of  salva- 
tion through  Him.  Then  we  can  go  on 
with  our  education  of  the  mind.  His 
wisdom  will  be  ours  and  if  we  go  to 
college  or  not,  if  our  mind  is  made  up 
to  learn,  He  will  be  an  ever  present 
help  and  counselor. 

There  are  major  facts  that  we  will 
need  to  know.  More  than  this,  how- 
ever, we  will  need  to  know  how  to 
find  other  facts  when  we  need  them. 
Most  of  all  we  need  to  learn  to  think 
for  ourselves.  When  we  study  them, 
we  should  keep  in  mind  some  of  the 
more  important  facts,  so  as  to  have 
a  general  knowledge  of  people  and 
things.  There  are  numerous  ways  in 
which  we  can  gain  information  when 
we  need  it,  if  we  are  keen  enough  to 
observe  them. 

We  will  need  to  understand  and  ap- 
preciate early  human  experience  and 
experiments  on  this  planet  in  order 
to    understand    and    appreciate    our 
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own  day  with  its  wonderful  opportuni- 
ties. All  this  mind  of  training  we  can 
make  ours  if  we  care  enough,  whether 
we  are  in  Bible  School,  at  some  col- 
lege or  out  of  them. 

IN  STATURE 

It  is  evident  that  there  is  no  use 
in  training  our  minds,  if  we  so  neglect 
our  bodies  that  we  do  not  survive,  or 
surviving  cannot  serve.  With  even  de- 
ficient health  we  will  be  compelled  to 
drive  with  the  emergency  brake  set 
against  us.  So,  if  we  want  to  accom- 
plish anything  in  our  short  span  of 
numan  life,  we  should  see  to  our 
bodies. 

As  they  are  temples  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  they  should  be  cared  for  as  we 
care  for  nothing  else.  On  the  con- 
trary some  people  care  less  for  their 
bodies  than  for  their  homes  or  busi- 
ness. Let  us  avoid  this  by  training 
ourselves  and  setting  fixed  habits  that 
will  so  take  hold  of  our  everyday  life 
that  it  will  be  a  part  of  us. 

We  should  have  regular  exercise 
and  see  to  ventilation  and  plenty  of 
sleep  as  we  grow  up.  We  will  not  be 
able  easily  to  overlook  these  things 
after  they  have  formed  a  habit  with 
us. 

Our  minds  and  our  very  souls  will 
grow  in  a  healthier  manner,  if  we 
have  taken  care  of  our  physical  being 
in  the  way  that  God  would  have  us  to. 

IN  FAVOR  WITH  GOD 

He  who  serves  should  know  how  to 
worship.  If  we  have  experienced  sal- 
vation, our  growth  in  the  worship  of 
God  will  be  forthcoming.  We  cannot 
truly  worship  God  without  knowing 
His  redemptive  plan  for  our  lives.  We 
will  need  to  know  and  we  will  know 
that  when  our  own  efforts  fail,  that 
behind  our  little  struggle  is  some 
greater  power  to  back  us.  We  must 
find  sources  of  strength  outside  our- 
selves. Even  the  youth  shall  faint  and 
be  weary,  and  the  young  shall  utterly 
fall;  but  they  that  wait  for  Jehovah 
shall  renew  their  strength;  they  shall 
mount  up  with  wings  as  eagles;  they 
shall  run,  and  not  be  weary;  they 
shall  walk,  and  not  faint. 

God's  favor  is  to  be  desired  above 
that  of  any  living  man  that  we  come 
in  contact  with.  Therefore,  it  be- 
hooves us  to  be  in  a  spirit  of  worship 
and  understanding  with  God  so  that 
our  paths  will  be  made  plain.  "In  all 
thy  ways  acknowledge  him  and  he  will 
direct  thy  paths,"  Prov.  3:6. 

IN  FAVOR  WITH  MAN 

There  exists  a  lot  of  people  with  fit 
bodies  and  trained  minds  who 
achieve  little  except  the  messing  up 
of  their  own  lives  and  those  of  their 
associates.  In  spite  of  excellent  health 
and  mental  training  their  personali- 
ties are  warped  and  twisted.  They 
cannot  effectively  work  with  other 
people,  or  under  them,  or  over  them. 
They  cannot  even  work  effectively  by 
themselves. 

They  do  not  know  how  to  get  along 
with  other  people.  They  are  critical 
or  jealous  or  intolerant  or  sensitive  or 
domineering.     They     have     accepted 
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their  personality  as  they  accept  the 
weather.  There  is  nothing,  they  think, 
which  they  can  do  about  it. 

But  there  is  something — virtually 
everything — which  anyone,  and  most 
of  all  a  young  person,  can  do  about 
his  personality.  He  can  change  it.  It 
consists  of  a  bundle  of  habits  of  re- 
action to  himself  and  to  other  people. 
These  he  develops  gradually,  just  as 
he  develops  other  habits.  And  these 
he  can  change  if  he  will.  By  the  help 
of  God  and  eternal  vigilance  in  his 
striving  he  can  change  his  way  of 
living  in  relation  to  other  people. 

CONCLUSION  BY  THE  LEADER 
In  conclusion  we  will  ask  some  ques- 
tions and  have  a  general  discussion  of 
some  things  that  have  to  do  with  our 
development  in  the  four  lines  that  our 
lesson  has  had  to  do,  increasing  in 
mind,  body,  and  in  favor  with  God 
and  man. 

1.  Why  is  there  so  much  dissatis- 
faction with  the  result  of  education 
today? 

2.  Are  all  those  who  give  the  most 
outstanding  service  college  graduates? 

3.  If  we  do  not  go  to  college,  how 
may  we  prepare  for  worth-while  serv- 
ice? 

4.  If  we  do  go  to  college,  what  are 
some  of  the  tnings  we  are  to  avoid 
in  order  to  keep  in  the  middle  of  the 
road? 

5.  Is  our  social  experience  really 
part  of  our  education? 

6.  How  can  religion,  especially  wor- 
ship and  prayer,  improve  our  rela- 
tions with  other  people? 

7.  How  can  we  set  ourselves  to  learn 
to  work  with,  under  and  over  other 
people? 

PERSONAL  EVANGELISM 

Scripture:   Luke  10:1-4 

Leader's  Thoughts 

Acute  labor  shortage — that  was  the 
condition  Jesus  faced  as  He  looked 
out  over  the  vast  fields  ripe  for  the 
spiritual  harvest.  His  great  heart  was 
stirred  with  compassion.  How  was  His 
message  to  reach  these  millions?  and 
the  billions  yet  unborn?.  The  need  for 
more  workers  was  great — still  is  great. 
Can  Jesus  count  on  us? 

NEEDED— CONSECRATED  LAY 
WORKERS 
Jesus  saw  the  need  to  organize  a 
great  campaign  of  personal  evangel- 
ism. From  His  faithful  followers  He 
chose  seventy  good  hearts  and  true  to 
send  out  as  forerunners  on  a  special 
mission  to  the  places  that  He  planned 
to  visit.  The  night  was  coming  on 
swift  feet.  He  must  work  fast.  There 
was  the  country  east  of  the  Jordan 
scarcely  touched.  The  seventy  could 
prepare  the  field,  enlist  more  laborers 
for  the  harvest  to  speed  His  work.  For 
this  important  task  He  chose  workers 
from  the  rank  and  file.  We  do  not 
even  know  their  names.  Many  like 
them  today  never  get  their  names  in- 
to the  newspapers.  But  they  had  lived 
close  to  the  Master.  They  had  learned 
the  power  of  prayer.  They  were  eager 


to  have  a  share  in  the  task  of  build- 
ing His  kingdom. 

As  friends  of  General  Booth,  found- 
er of  the  Salvation  Army,  gathered 
around  him  at  his  last  illness,  they 
asked  him  what  had. been  the  secret 
of  his  wonderful  accomplishments  and 
his  useful  life.  With  characteristic 
modesty  he  is  said  to  have  answered, 
"If  there  really  is  any  secret,  it  has 
simply  been  this:  Christ  has  had  ev- 
erything there  is  of  me."  And  that 
was  the  secret  of  the  success  of  the 
early  disciples  and  the  early  church! 
Not  great  means,  not  great  ability, 
not  learned  leaders,  not  a  powerful 
human  hacking.  The  secret  of  their 
success  was  that  they  put  what  they 
had  unreservedly  into  God's  hands. 
A  CHALLENGE  TO  COURAGEOUS 
HEARTS 

If  young  people  only  realized  it, 
the  adventure  of  adventures  is  to  be 
found  in  the  service  of  Jesus.  It  was 
on  a  thrilling  adventure  that  the  Mas- 
ter sent  out  the  seventy.  They  went, 
as  John  G.  Paton  went  among  the 
cannibals  of  the  South  Sea,  as  lambs 
among  wolves.  They  knew  Jesus 
counted  on  them.  And  they  counted 
on  Jesus.  Someone  has  said  that  they 
went  taking  their  lives  in  their  hands. 
Rather  they  went  putting  their  lives 
in  God's  hands — which  is  a  very  dif- 
ferent matter.  That  is  why  these 
"lambs"  went  with  such  lion-like 
courage. 

They  did  not  trust  to  worldly  weap- 
ons or  worldly  ways.  They  followed 
Jesus'  way,  the  way  of  love,  of  heal- 
ing and  helpful  service.  Do  you  think 
those  young  people  are  wise  who  feel 
they  must  follow  the  crowd,  make 
some  concessions  in  their  Christian 
ideals  in  order  to  influence  their  as- 

NO  HANDICAPPING  BAGGAGE 

Jesus  did  not  depend  on  equipment 
for  the  success  of  the  seventy;  He  de- 
pended on  their  devotion  and  single- 
ness of  purpose.  They  were  to  be  in- 
dependent of  "things,"  but  dependent 
on  God.  They  were  to  travel  light  and 
travel  free.  How  many  an  army  has 
been  defeated  because  of  its  unwield- 
ly  baggage  train!  The  only  line  of 
communications  the  seventy  needed 
to  keep  open  was  with  the  Father. 
They  were  to  travel  swiftly.  They 
were  not  to  spend  hours  on  meaning- 
less, formal  Oriental  salutations.  They 
were  not  to  waste  words  on  deaf  ears. 
We  can't  afford  to  let  petty  unessen- 
tial things  eat  up  our  time,  our  en- 
ergy, our  thoughts.  They  were  to  be 
satisfied  with  what  was  set  before 
them.  Their  great  concern  was  with 
the  Bread  of  Life. 

Heb.  12:1,  "Lay  aside  every  weight, 
and  the  sin  which  doth  so  easily  be- 
set us." 

QUESTIONS   FOR    DISCUSSION 

Is  our  text  still  good  today  and  are 
laborers  needed? 

Does  this  scripture  still  hold  good, 
"Carry  neither  purse,  nor  scrip  nor 
shoes:  and  salute  no  man  by  the 
way"?  Why  has  it  changed? 

Do  we  still  have  wolves  to  encoun- 
ter? Who  are  they? 
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LIGHTED   PATHWAYS   FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
service  for  July. 

Illinois  „ __ - $538.00 

South  Carolina 170.80 

Florida     ~ 127.14 

West  Virginia  - ~~ 70.00 

Missouri     28  40 

Kentucky    .._. 25.00 

Georgia - 22.40 

Texas _ .' 13.40 

Virginia - 13.00 

Pennsylvania 11.35 

Ohio    11.00 

Tennessee  _ 8.00 

North  Carolina  __      8.00 

Mississippi 8.00 

Maryland    5.60 

Delaware    5.00 

California  5.00 

Alabama 4.00 

Louisiana    4.00 

New  Mexico   4.00 

Oregon     4.00 

North  Dakota 4.00 

Michigan 2.28 

Washington,  D.  C. 2.10 

Nevada    .- _.. _      2.00 

South  Dakota  — 1.50 

Arkansas  1.00 

Iowa - .70 

Minnesota .10 


$1,099.77 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 
FOR  AUGUST 

Sold  for  Aug.  Total 

Alabama .....2,332  27,754 

Alaska  12  81 

Arizona 194  2,490 

Arkansas    589  6,698 

California 1,517  16,055 

Canada     281  2,830 

Colorado 22  392 

Connecticut    6  216 

Delaware    221  2,798 

Florida    5,199  41,652 

Foreign     317  4,640 

Georgia    5,748  67,189 

Idaho    220  1,625 

Illinois    12,900  47,718 

Indiana    1,393  10,343 

Iowa 145  1,794 

Kansas    330  3,755 

Kentucky  2,234  26,816 

Louisiana  566  6,685 

Maine 254  3,904 

Massachusetts    30  773 

Maryland  1,534  17,176 

Michigan    1,594  29,572 

Minnesota 73  788 

Mississippi  765  10,183 

Missouri     1,708  22,271 

Montana _ 210  2,410 

Nebraska 36  645 

New  Hampshire  ....  57 

New  Jersey _     290  2,825 

New  Mexico   329  2,355 

New  York  108  1,559 

Nevada  51  270 

North  Carolina  ....  8,548  99,124 

North  Dakota  249  2,878 

Ohio     4,492  41,008 

Oklahoma    300  4,324 

Oregon    315  3,335 


Pennsylvania 1,106 

Rhode  Island  1 

South  Carolina    _.  9,666 

South  Dakota  244 

Tennessee 3,509 

Texas 1,908 

Utah 25 

Virginia 2,190 

Washington  445 

Washington,  D.  C.       170 

West  Virginia  3,645 

Wisconsin    56 

Wyoming 128 


78,275 


13,066 

27 

116,589 

2,318 

51,374 

28,680 

372 

25,280 

6,591 

2,147 

31,189 

797 

1,274 

796,692 


Special    Notice   to  Y.P.E.   Super- 
intendents 

The  total  circulation  for  the  year, 
with  deductions  on  amount  not  paid 
and  increase  this  year  over  last  year, 
will  appear  in  the  October  issue.  We 
are  very  sorry  that  we  cannot  get  it 
in  this  issue.  Any  superintendent  who 
should  want  this  information  before 
it  should  appear  in  the  paper,  write 
us  and  we  will  send  it  to  you.  This 
will  be  the  report  of  the  year's  work 
which  we  give  in  to  Brother  Walker, 
General  Overseer,  for  the  judges  to 
have  in  making  their  decisions. 

July  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

July  Honor  Roll 

Mae  Truett,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Mich. 
Mrs.  Wm.  McDowell,  Olney,  111. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 


I  WOULD  LIKE  TO  SEE  SOMEONE 
GET  HIM  IN 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

call  this  week,  and  get  acquainted." 
The  preacher  was  pressing  the  matter 
kindly,  but  relentlessly. 

"Thank  you  so  much.  But  it  was  not 
for  ourselves  that  "I  was  concerned," 
and  she  was  rising  to  go.  "It's  my  boy. 
He  needs  the  Sunday  School.  I  would 
do  anything  to  get  him  into  some 
Sunday  School  class.  I  want  him  to 
get  started  into  life  in  the  right  way, 
and  in  a  crowd  of  church  boys  he  has 
a  better  chance  to  meet  the  right 
sort." 

With  this  the  preacher  became  very 
serious.  Rising  to  his  feet  he  looked 
into  the  woman's  eyes  searchingly. 
"Yes,  my  good  woman,"  he  said,  "I, 
too,  would  like  to  see  someone  get  your 
boy  into  Sunday  School.  He  needs  to 
be  there.  Every  boy  does.  The  world 
he  is  going  to. live  in  is  a  very  treach- 
erous one  and  he  needs  all  the  help  he 
can  get  if  he  does  not  make  a  mess  of 
life.  But  if  anyone  is  going  to  get  your 
boy  into  Sunday  School,  you  and  your 
husband  are  the  ones  who  are  going 
to  have  to  do  it. 

"You  said  just  now  that  you  would 
do  anything  to  get  him  into  Sunday 


School,  but  I  guess  you  meant  that 
you  would  do  anything,  except  go  to 
Sunday  School  yourself.  If  your  boy's 
future  is  not  worth  more  to  you  than 
a  Sunday  outing,  then  I  do  not  see 
why  you  should  ask  other  people  to 
take  a  greater  interest  in  him  than 
you  do  yourself." 

As  the  preacher  looked  out  the  study 
window  and  watched  her  drive  away, 
he  said  to  himself,  "Yes,  I  would  like 
to  see  someone  get  that  boy  into  Sun- 
day School,  with  an  example  in  the 
home  like  that  of  those  two  parents." 
— Published  by  the  Committee  on 
Church  School  Advance,  740  Rush  St., 
Chicago,  111. 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
it  have  on  outsiders? 

"I  believe  in  law  and  order  and  that 
God  expects  it  and  is  displeased  when 
it  is  otherwise.  That  is  the  way  He 
works,  why  shouldn't  we?  We  advo- 
cate freedom  in  our  church  and  I  am 
a  firm  believer  in  that,  but  not  to  the 
extent  that  each  individual  does  as  he 
pleases.  There  must  be  some  system  to 
our  services  and  when  we  deviate  from 
our  program  let  it  be  the  spirit  of  the 
Lord  leading. 

"I  have  preached  to  an  imaginary 
audience  many  a  sermon  on  this  sub- 
ject and  since  coming  here  I  have 
preached  a  few  more.  Seriously,  some- 
thing should  be  done.  Each  pastor 
should  begin  now,  trying  at  least,  to 
train  his  congregation,  not  publicly, 
at  a  Sunday  night  service,  but  on  oc- 
casions when  the  congregation  is  made 
up  of  members.  Things  are  taken  too 
much  for  granted,  but  this  should  not 
be  overlooked. 

"I  believe  in  the  Church  of  God 
from  beginning  to  end,  that  is  why 
I  am  interested  in  its  progress  and 
why  I  have  said  what  I  have  said.  We 
certainly  are  failing  along  that  line. 

"Guess  you  think  this  is  a  peculiar 
letter,  but  just  had  to  say  to  someone, 
what  I  have  felt  for  so  long." 

Young  people,  what  change  do  you 
think  it  would  have  made  in  this 
audience  if  they  had  seen  Jesus  in  per- 
son sitting  by?  These  young  people 
would  have  gone  to  the  choir  at  once 
and  I  imagine  you  could  have  heard 
a  pin  drop.  The  people  in  the  audience 
would  have  been  reverent. 

Dear  friends,  both  young  and  old, 
let  us  try  practicing  the  presence  of 
Christ  in  this  new  Assembly  year. 

The  reason  I  have  published  this  let- 
ter is  because  it  is  just  my  senti- 
ment and  I  know  the  sentiment  of' 
many  other  good  people.  Let  us  re- 
member Christ's  words,  "Lo,  I  am  with 
you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of  the 
world." 


The  Daily  Texan,  a  paper  issued  by 
the  University  of  Texas  student  body, 
some  time  since,  had  an  editorial 
approving  Russia's  abolition  of  re- 
ligion as  a  "major  sin,"  along  with 
drunkenness,  prostitution,  etc.  In 
other  words,  that  student  body  seems 
to  think,  with  Russia,  that  religion  of 
the  Christian  type  is  a  sin. 


t 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


KEEP  THE  LIGHT  BURNING 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

and  its  light  shone  far  out  across  the 
water.  Holding  it  first  with  one  hand, 
then  with  the  other,  to  rest  her  little 
arms,  she  called  down  to  her  brother, 
"Does  it  hurt  you,  Willie?"  "Of  course 
it  hurts,"  he  called  back,  "but  keep 
the  light  burning."  Are  we  keeping  the 
light  of  God's  love  burning  in  the 
world  even  though  it  hurts?  Are  we 
holding  it  up  so  that  all  nations  may 
see  its  beams  afar? — The  Sunday 
School  Banner. 


THE  PASTOR  AND  HIS  PEOPLE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

great  talents,  nor  great  learning,  nor 
great  preachers  that  God  needs,  but 
men  great  in  holiness,  great  in  faith, 
great  in  love,  great  in  fidelity,  great 
for  God — men  always  preaching  by 
holy  sermons  in  the  pulpit,  by  holy 
lives  out  of  it.  These  can  mold  a  gen- 
eration for  God.  .  .  Prayer  makes  the 
man;  prayer  makes  the  preacher; 
prayer  makes  the  pastor.  .  .  Every 
preacher  who  does  not  make  prayer 
a  mighty  factor  in  his  own  life  and 
ministry  is  weak  as  a  factor  in  God's 
work  and  is  powerless  to  project  God's 
Cause  in  this  world." 

Surely,  after  these  words,  there  is 
but  one  thing  we  can  say:  "Let  us 
pray!" 

Safeguarding  the  Pastor's  Future 

To  safeguard  the  future  of  his  work, 
the  pastor  must  not  only  attend  to  his 
spiritual  and  physical  life,  but  he 
must  guard  his  attitudes.  A  very  subtle 
danger  for  the  young  pastor  today  is 
that  at  the  outset  of  his  ministry  he 
shall  meet  with  such  success  that  he 
rests  on  his  laurels  and  becomes  self- 
satisfied,  self-sufficient,  and  com- 
placent; ceases  to  grow,  and  allows 
his  sun  to  become  eclipsed. 

By  his  youthful  vision  and  vigor,  by 
the  fresh  enthusiasm  and  earnest  ap- 
peals, he  may  have  followed  an  older 
man  on  some  field  where  he  gained 
remarkable  success.  He  may,  on  that 
count,  come  to  feel  himself  qualified 
for  anything!  He  may  tend  to  think 
that  he  has  "the"  method,  "the"  ap- 
proach, "the"  special  inducement  and 
understanding  that  assures  him  suc- 
cess on  any  field,  at  any  time.  He 
consequently  fails  to  keep  an  open 
heart  and  mind,  and  on  his  next  field 
may  find  himself  disillusioned  and 
humiliated  by  defeats;  and  he  may 
have  to  remember  some  of  his 
thoughts  toward  brethren  who  had 
not  succeeded  as  he  did  while  he  was 
having  unparalleled  success  on  his 
other  field.  What  worked  at  one  time 
and  place  may  miserably  fail  on  a 
field  where  other  conditions,  or  the 
same  conditions,  prevailed;  for  be  it 
known  that  the  pastor  must  always 
deal  with  very  real,  very  human  peo- 
ple. 

Another  danger  is  that  the  pastor 
shall  forget  that  he  must  grow  to  hold 
his  own !  He  needs  to  grow  as  a  pastor 
as  well  as  a  preacher.  He  is  not  to 
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preach  so  as  to  outdo  some  pulpit 
paragon.  He  is  to  so  preach  as  to  ap- 
ply the  truth  to  the  needs  of  his  peo- 
ple and  dispose  them  to  accept  and 
translate  the  truth  in  their  daily 
lives.  And  only  as  a  pastor  keeps 
learning  how  to  become  a  better  pas- 
tor is  he  kept  from  losing  the  art  of 
using  what  he  has  learned.  And  the 
man  who  goes  among  his  people  from 
week  to  week,  with  the  avowed  pur- 
pose of  finding  their  needs,  studying 
their  temptations,  and  winning  them 
to  deeper  spiritual  living,  finds  him- 
self loved  and  respected. 

Some  pastors  will  be  seriously 
tempted,  if  their  congregations  are 
small,  to  "tone  down"  their  preach- 
ing; lest  having  come  to  know  the 
weak  points  of  their  members,  as  well 
as  the  good  ones,  their  direct  decla- 
rations against  certain  errors  and 
evils  will  be  construed  as  "personal 
thrusts."  But  if  the  minister  has  made 
proper  private  contacts  and  given 
personal  counsel;  if  he  has  kept  a 
right,  and  Christian  attitude  toward 
the  weak  and  wandering  ones,  he  will 
be  surprised  at  the  cordial  reception 
which  the  majority  of  those  con- 
cerned will  give  to  his  messages.  But, 
if  he  lives"  aloof  from  his  people;  if 
they  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  sympa- 
thy; and  if  they  feel  that  he  took  oc- 
casion of  the  pulpit  to  say  publicly 
what  he  was  afraid  to  say  personally, 
that  man  faces  the  end  of  his  effec- 
tiveness as  a  minister  among  those 
people.  He  may  continue  to  remain  in 
the  community;  and  he  may  hold  the 
regular  services;  but  "Finish"  has  been 
written  to  his  success  as  a  pastor  in 
that  place. 

But,  lest  some  of  the  ones  who  are 
"growing  older  in  years"  feel  that 
their  pastoral  usefulness  is  at  end, 
let  it  be  said  emphatically  that  grow- 
ing in  years  need  not  be  a  barrier  to 
effective  pastoral  work.  It  may,  con- 
ceivably, enhance  it!  However,  there 
must  be  careful  attention  to  the  de- 
velopment of  the  buoyancy  of  nope, 
"the  brightness  of  spiritual  vision, 
and  the  charm  of  personal  appear- 
ance." The  growing  pastor  is  always 
in  demand,  regardless- of 'his  growth 
in  years.  The  ones  who  cease  to  grow 
are  the  ones  who  are  left  behind  in 
the  forward  march  of  things. — Cen- 
tral, S.  C. 


THE   FRUIT   OF   THE   SPIRIT 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

imitate  His  life,  but  He  can  live  it  in 
you  and  through  you." 

She  looked  at  me  in  surprise.  Yet 
what  I  said  was  the  truth.  Imagine 
a  candle  trying  to  be  like  the  sun. 
Imagine  a  little  drop  of  water  swell- 
ing up  and  attempting  to  be  like  an 
ocean.  Imagine  a  grain  of  sand  trying 
to  be  like  a  planet.  Imagine  a  poor 
creature  of  time,  lost  and  undone, 
trying  to  be  like  the  one  who  came 
from  the  ivory  palaces  and  who  held 
within  the  palm  of  His  hand  all  the 
glories  of  the  eternal  world.  We  can- 
not   imitate    Jesus.    But    praise    the 


name  of  the  Lord,  we  can  have  Him. 
The  Christ  who  gave  Himself  for  us 
on  the  cross  gives  Himself  to  us  in 
regeneration.  The  lives  that  we  now 
live,  we  live  not  by  ourselves,  and  as 
a  matter  of  fact  it  is  not  our  lives, 
but  it  is  the  life  of  Christ  that  is 
manifest  in  us  and  through  us. 

The  outer  life  I  live  below 

'Mid  scenes  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
In  toil  and  conflict,  pain  and  woe, 

And  caring  for  the  morrow. 
Poor  sordid  life!  a  living  death, 

Toiling  for  the  things  that  perish: 
Oh!    why    thus    spend    thy    fleeting 
breath, 

And  fading  comforts  cherish? 
My  inner  life  is  hid  with  God, 

In  bonds  of  love  eternal, 
And  when  that  love  is  shed  abroad, 

I  dread  no  foe  infernal. 

I  rise  beyond  the  things  of  time, 

And  realise  my  portion, 
My  peace  is  great,  my  joy  sublime, 

And  strength  in  due  proportion. 
My  inner  life  securely  rests, 

Though  all  be  dark  around  me, 
And  if  by  Satan  sore  oppress'd, 

He  cannot  then  confound  me. 

Christ  is  my  life!  in  Him  I  live, 

In  bonds  of  vital  union; 
And  hope  to  live  beyond  the  grave, 

In  perfect,  full  communion. 

So  it  is  in  the  realm  of  the  Spirit, 
we  cannot  say — we  dare  not  say — 
that  we  ourselves  have  become  pos- 
sessed of  a  power  that  enables  us  to 
live  in  such  a  way  that  we  ourselves 
have  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit.  It  is  not 
our  fruit,  it  is  not  the  fruit  of  our 
resolution — ;  it  is  not  the  fruit  of  our 
indomitable  will,  it  is  the  fruit  of  One 
who  has  come  into  the  heart  to  abide. 
We  know  He  is  there;  we  feel  Him, 
we  talk  with  Him,  we  walk  with  Him, 
but  the  world  around  does  not  see  Him 
in  our  hearts.  He  is  the  invisible  One 
who  will  manifest  Himself  to  the 
world  around  us  by  certain  infallible 
manifestations  of  His  presence; 
namely,  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  that 
will  grow  upon  the  branches  of  our 
lives.  Let  us  examine  for  awhile  the 
type  of  fruit  that  the  Christian  gives 
to  the  world. 

(To  be  continued) 


THE  CHRISTIAN  TOWN 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

"But,  father,  don't  they  have  hos- 
pitals?" 

"Not  in  heathen  countries.  It  was 
Christ  who  taught  us  to  care  for  the 
sick  and  the  old." 

"Then  I  must  take  out  the  old 
ladies'  home,"  said  Hettie,  very  sober- 
ly. 

"Yes,  and  that  orphans'  home  at 
the  other  end  of  the  town." 

"Why,  father,"  Hettie  exclaimed, 
"then  there's  not  one  good  thing  left! 
I  would  not  live  in  such  a  town  for 
anything ." 

Does  having  room  for  Jesus  make 
so  much  difference? — A.  P.  Hodgson, 
in  Herald  of  Gospel  Liberty. 

[Page  17] 


■  —  %  .-» 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
returned  to  his  face.  He  was  now  "ev- 
ery inch  a  soldier,"  as  he  cried,  excit- 
edly, "Don't  keep  me  in  suspense, 
Carlyon;  tell  me  quickly  what  you 
mean." 

"Let's  jump  into  a  gondola,  Tom.  I 
can  talk  better  as  we  ride." 

Carlyon  had  caught  the  eye  of  a 
cabdriver,  and  the  next  moment  the 
two  friends  were  being  driven  along 
riverwards. 

"Someone,  some  Johnnie  or  other," 
began  Carlyon,  as  the  two  men  settled 
themselves  back  in  the  cab,  "once 
called  the  hansom  cab  the  gondola  of 
London's  streets — " 

He  caught  the  quick,  impatient 
movement  of  Hammond's  face,  and 
with  a  light  laugh  went  on: 

"But  you're  on  thorns,  old  boy,  to 
hear  about  the  journalistic  plum. 
Well,  here  goes.  You  once  met  my 
uncle,  Sir  Archibald  Carlyon?" 

Hammond  nodded. 
.  "He  is  crazy  to  start  a  daily,"  said 
Carlyon.  "It  is  no  new  craze  with  him; 
he  has  been  itching  to  do  it  for  years. 
And  now  that  gold  has  been  discov- 
ered on  that  land  of  his  in  Western 
Australia,  and  he  is  likely  to  be  a 
multimillionaire — the  concessions  he 
has  already  sold  have  given  him  a 
clear  million, — now  that  he  is  rich  be- 
yond all  his  dreams,  he  won't  wait 
another  day;  he  will  be  a  newspaper 
proprietor.  It's  a  case  of  that  kiddie 
in  the  bath,  Tom,  doncher-know, 
that's  grabbing  for  the  soap — 'he 
won't  be  happy  till  he  gets  it.' 

"He  wants  to  find  at  once  a  good 
journalist,  who  is  also  a  keen  busi- 
ness man;  one  who  will  take  hold  of 
the  whole  thing.  To  the  right  man  he 
will  give  a  perfectly  free  hand,  will 
interfere  with  nothing,  but  be  content 
simply  to  finance  the  affair." 

An  almost  fierce  light  was  burning 
in  the  eyes  of  the  eager,  listening 
Hammond.  A  thousand  thoughts 
rioted  through  his  brain,  but  he 
uttered  no  word;  he  would  not  inter- 
rupt his  friend. 

"I  told  Nunkums  last  night,  when 
he  was  bubbling  and  boiling  over  with 
his  project,  that  I  had  heard  you  say 
it  was  easier  to  drop  a  hundred  or  two 
hundred  thousand  pounds  over  the 
starting  of  a  new  paper  than  perhaps 
over  any  other  venture  in  the  world. 

"Nunkums  just  smiled  as  I  spoke, 
dropped  a  walnut  into  his  port  glass, 
and  said  quietly,  'Then  I'll  drop  them.' 

"He  hooked  that  walnut  out  of  his 
wine  with  the  miniature  silver  boat- 
hook — he  had  the  thing  made  for  him 
for  the  purpose, — devoured  the  wine- 
saturated  nut,  then  smiled  back  into 
my  face,  as  he  said:  'Yes,  Georgie,  I 
am  quite  prepared  to  drop  my  hun- 
dred, two  hundred,  three  hundred 
thousand,  if  needs  be,  as  I  did  my 
walnut.  But  I  am  equally  hopeful — if 
I  can  secure  the  right  man  to  edit 
and  manage  my  paper, — that  I  shall 
eventually  hook  out  an  excellent  divi- 
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dend  for  my  outlay.  I  wane  a  man  who 
not  only  knows  how  to  do  his  own 
work  well,  as  an  editor,  but  one  who 
has  the  true  instinct  in  choosing  his 
staff.' 

"Of  course,  Tom,  I  trotted  you  out 
before  him.  He  remembered  you,  of 
course,  and  jumped  at  the  idea  of 
getting  you,  if  you  were  to  be  got.  The 
upshot  of  it  is,  nothing  would  satisfy 
him  but  that  I  should  come  up  by  an 
early  train  this  morning — early  bird 
catches  the  worm,  and  all  that  kind 
of  business,  you  know, — and  now,  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that  my  particular 
worm  had  wriggled  and  squirmed 
miles  from  his  usual  habitat,  I've 
caught  him.  Now,  tell  me,  are  you 
open  to  treat  with  Sir  Archibald?" 

"Yes,  and  can  begin  business  this 
very  day!"  Hammond  laughed  with 
the  abandon  of  a  boy,  as  he  told,  in  a 
few  sentences,  the  story  of  his  dismis- 
sal. 

"Good!"  Carlyon,  in  his  own  exub- 
erant glee,  slapped  his  friend's  knee. 

"Sir  Archibald,"  he  went  on,  "was 
to  come  up  by  the  10:05  from  our 
place,  due  at  Waterloo  at  11:49.  He'll 
be  fixed  up — Hail  Columbia!  again — 
at  the  hotel  by  this  time.  That's  where 
we  are  driving  to  now,  and — ah!  here 
we  are!" 

A  moment  later  the  two  men  were 
mounting  the  hotel  steps.  One  of  the 
servants  standing  in  the  vestibule 
recognized  Carlyon,  and  saluted  him. 

"My  uncle  arrived,  Bates?"  Carlyon 
asked. 

"Yes,  sir,  and  a  young  lady  with 
him!" 

Carlyon  turned  quickly  to  Ham- 
mond. 

"That's  Madge,  my  American  cousin, 
Tom.  I'm  awfully  glad  she  has  come; 
I  should  like  you  to  know  her." 

Turning  to  the  servant,  he  asked, 
"Same  old  rooms,  Bates?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

Three  steps  at  a  time,  laughing  and 
talking  all  the  while,  Carlyon,  ignor- 
ing the  lift,  raced  up  the  staircase, 
followed  more  slowly  by  his  friend. 

Hammond  never  wholly  forgot  the 
picture  of  the  sitting-room  and  its  oc- 
cupant, as  he  entered  with  Carlyon. 
The  room  was  a  large  one,  exquisitely 
furnished,  and  flooded  with  a  warm, 
mellow  light.  A  small  but  cheerful- 
looking  wood  fire  burned  upon  the 
tiled  hearth,  the  atmosphere  of  the 
room  was  fragrant  with  a  soft,  subtle 
odor,  as  though  the  burning  wood 
were  scented.  From  a  couch,  as  the 
men  entered,  a  girl  rose  briskly,  and 
faced  them.  She  made  a  picture 
which  Tom  never  forgot.  The  warm, 
mellow  light  that  filled  the  room 
seemed  to  clothe  her  as  she  stood  to 
meet  them.  "America"  was  stamped 
upon  her  and  her  dress,  upon  the  ar- 
rangement of  her  hair,  upon  the  very 
droop  of  her  figure.  She  was  tall,  fair, 
with  that  exquisite  coloring  and 
smoothness  of  complexion  that  is  the 
product  of  an  unartificial,  hygienic 
life. 


Her  face  could  not  be  pronounced 
wholly  beautiful,  but  it  was  a  face 
that  was  full  of  life  and  charm,  her 
eyes  being  especially  arrestive. 

"Awfully  glad  you  came  up,  Madge!" 
cried  Carlyon.  "I've  run  my  quarry 
down,  and  this  is  my  own  particular, 
Tom  Hammond." 

He  made  a  couple  of  mockingly- 
funny  elaborate  bows,  saying:  "Miss 
Madge  Finisterre,  of  Duchess  County, 
New  York.  Mr.  Tom  Hammond,  of — 
oh,  shades  of  Cosmopolitanism! — of 
everywhere,  of  London  just  at  pres- 
ent."— Tom  bowed  to  the  girl. — She 
returned  his  salute,  and  then  held 
forth  her  hand  in  a  frank,  pleasant 
way,  as  she  laughingly  said,  "I  have 
heard  so  much  of  Tom  Hammond 
during  the  last  few  days,  that  I  guess 
you  seem  like  an  old  acquaintance." 

Tom  shook  hands  with  the  maiden, 
and  for  a  moment  or  two  they  chatted 
as  freely  and  merrily  as  though  they 
were  old  acquaintances. 

The  voice  of  Carlyon  broke  into 
their  chat,  asking:  "Where's  Nun- 
kums, Madge?" 

Before  the  girl  could  reply,  the  door 
opened  and  Sir  Archibald  entered  the 
room. 

One  glance  into  his  face  would  have 
been  sufficient  to  have  told  Tom  the 
type  of  man  he  had  to  deal  with,  even 
if  he  had  not  seen  him  before.  A 
warm-hearted,  unconventional,  im- 
pulsive man,  a  perfect  gentleman  in 
appearance,  but  a  merry,  hail-fellow- 
well-met  man  in  his  dealings  with  his 
fellows. 

With  a  bit  of  mock  drama  in  the 
gesture,  Madge  Finisterre  flourished 
her  hand  towards  the  newcomer,  cry- 
ing, 

"Sir  Archibald  George?  Lo,  he  is 
here!"  She  flashed  a  quick  glance  to 
the  piano  as  she  added,  "If  only  I  had 
known  you  were  about  to  enter,  uncle, 
I  would  have  treated  you  to  a  few 
crashing  bars  of  stage-life  entree- 
music." 

"Go  away  with  your  nonsense!" 
laughed  the  old  man. 

"Nonsense,      indeed!"      the      girl 
laughed  as  merrily  as  the  old  man. 
Then,  with  a  sudden,  swift  movement, 
she  crossed  to  the  piano,  struck  ori 
sharp  note  upon  it,  and  whispered  i! 
well-feigned  hoarseness,  "Slow  musi. 
for  the  three  conspirators  as  they  re 
tire  to  plot  the  destruction  of  Lon 
don's  press,  and  the  accumulation  o   . 
untold  millions  by  their  own  specif 
journalistic  production!" 

Her   fingers  moved  over   the  ivo* 
keys,    and   low,   weird,   creepy   mus*i. 
filled  the  room  with  its  eerie  notes. 

Sir  Archibald  and  George  Carlyon 
fell  in  with  the  girl's  mood,  and  crept 
doorwards  on  tiptoe. 

"Number  three,"  hissed  the  girl. 

And  Tom  Hammond  laughingly  fol- 
lowed with  the  two  other  men. 

"She  is  a  treat,  is  Madge!"  laughed 
George  Carlyon,  as  the  three  men 
passed  through  the  doorway  and 
made  for  the  study-like  room  of  Sir 
Archibald. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


I 


••■''  %^v  vmv  "vjuv  %^v  "-;^v  vmv  vskv  vmjv  v^v  vmv  vmv  vav "*mv  "i'M*.-"  ■'•i'MV  vmv  '-'.«mv  "-:«m» ••'  vm*.-"  v»  *v  v^.- '  w.y  w.-'  '-.^v  w.-"  W/"  "-.^v  "■.,4PS  '-.w 
.v  ..-%»•..  ..••<*►••-.  ..-Vfev  ..-t^*..  ..-r^»*-..  ..-•«»►•-..  ,.-:^v-..  a^v  .,-vft»v  ,.-*^  -..  ..-%»■..  ..a^*-..  .aw-.,  sScRre  sJK\  .<■%»•■.  JJK\  a*vata  a»  *•»-.,  .aw»\  .aw»v.aw-..  .aw-.,  .aw-..  .aw1-,  awv-..  .aw-.,  a™ 


GLINTS   OF  KNOWLEDGE  | 

»5< s  sk<  ;  sbs  >»*<  hmk  >»&:  >»*£  >a*c  >»*c  >»*;  >a*c  >»j<  s  a*::  »nc  >s^>aK>s^>aff<;2ec»aK>«EC>siK>«K<>5K<)a»!:>SK<>2»c^»>" 


Progress  of  Lighted   Pathway 

We  are  glad  to  give  this  little  glint 
of  knowledge  to  our  young  people  who 
have  labored  so  faithfully  this  year. 
By  your  faithful  efforts  you  have  en- 
abled us  to  reach  the  100,000  circula- 
tion. This  is  the  goal  we  have  tried  to 
reach  for  a  long  time. 

Also  we  have  made  a  net  profit  this 
year  of  $18,047.95.  Last  year  when  the 
books  were  closed  we  had  a  balance  of 
$12,940.48.  We  have  made  an  increase 
of  $7,389.00  this  year  over  last.  We 
have  been  able  to  donate  $17,000  this 
year  to  Bible  Training  School  and 
College. 

Usually  there  is  a  let-down  in  cir- 
culation the  first  of  the  new  Assembly 
year.  We  plan  to  put  out  a  special  is- 
sue in  October  and  we  hope  you  will 
not  fail  to  get  these  papers  into  the 
hands  of  the  people. 

May  our  goal  for  the  new  year  be  a 
deeper  spiritual  life  and  a  greater  in- 
terest in  getting  good  literature  in  the 
hands  of  the  people.  God  bless  you. — 
Editor. 

German  Dismemberment  Grows 
More  Likely 

While  the  Nazis  threaten  to  reduce 
occupied  Europe  to  a  shambles,  indi- 
cations multiply  that  the  Allies  are 
planning  to  partition  Germany  after 
the  war.  How  far  the  process  of  break- 
ing up  the  Reich  will  go  is  not  yet 
known  outside  the  secret  councils  of 
the  victor  nations.  But  there  is  mount- 
ing evidence  to  indicate  that  major 
annexations  of  German  territory  are 
expected  by  neighboring  nations.  It 
appears  established,  for  example,  that 
Stalin  has  proposed  that  Poland  shall 
recompense  itself  for  territory  lost  to 
the  Soviet  Union  by  taking  all  East 
Prussia,  Upper  Silesia  and  perhaps 
other  parts  of  Germany  as  far  west 
as  the  Oder  river.  In  this  proposal, 
the  Russian  dictator  is  receiving  at 
least  passive  support  from  Great 
Britain  and  the  United  States.  Now 
Edgar  Ansel  Mowrer,  the  American 
journalist  credited  with  closest  rela- 
tions with  the  Free  French,  states 
that  General  de  Gaulle  intends  to  de- 
mand the  annexation  by  France  of  the 
Rhineland  and  the  Ruhr  industrial 
region  as  compensation  for  France's 
great  losses  at  the  hands  of  the  Ger- 
man invaders.  Whether  Czechoslo- 
vakia, Denmark  and  the  Low  Coun- 
tries will  presently  also  advance  de- 
mands for  territorial  compensation 
for  their  sufferings  remains  to  be 
seen.  But  the  Polish  and  French  an- 
nexations, if  carried  through,  would 
be  sufficient  to  break  up  the  Ger- 
many which  has  existed  since  1870. 

Poor  Little  Finland 

Probably  no  single  event  in  the  war 
has  produced  greater  sadness  within 
the  soul  of  the  American  people  than 
the  rupture  of  relationships  between 


the  United  States  and  Finland.  In  the 
days  when  great  European  powers 
were  defaulting  on  their  debts,  the 
Finns  were  making  regular  payments. 
When  Russian  bombs  were  dropping 
on  Helsinki  and  the  brave  little  nation 
was  holding  the  mighty  bear  at  bay, 
plain  people  on  American  streets  were 
reading  the  headlines  with  avid  inter- 
est. Tourists  returning  from  Finland 
reported  displays  of  affection  for 
Americans  unequalled  anywhere  else. 
The  Finns  did  not  forget  that  it  was 
by  American  supplies,  delivered  during 
the  days  following  the  Armistice  of 
1918,  that  their  little  ones  had  been 
fed  and  clothed. 

And  now,  by  the  cruel  irony  of  war, 
the  traditional  and  sincere  friendships 
between  the  two  nations  have  been 
ground  under  the  wheels  of  the  tanks 
and  guns.  Pathetically  enough,  it  was 
only  a  few  days  before  the  Finnish 
envoys  were  ordered  home,  that  an- 
other payment  on  the  Finnish  finan- 
cial obligation  was  received  in  Wash- 
ington. 

The  people  of  the  United  States  will 
forget  that  poor  little  Finland  has 
been  misled.  When  the  day  of  recon- 
ciliation arrives,  there  will  be  little  dif- 
ficulty in  setting  up  good  relations 
again  between  the  two  nations,  re- 
gardless of  what  the  diplomats  and 
politicians  may  do.  Terrible  as  has 
been  the  fate  of  Norway  and  Greece, 
this  war  will  know  no  greater  nor 
more  heart-breaking  casualty  than 
Finland. — Christian  Advocate. 

Russia  Wants  More  Babies 

Ethical,  social,  political,  economic 
and  perhaps  military  considerations 
seem  to  form  the  composite  back- 
ground for  the  new  Russian  decree, 
announced  by  the  Supreme  Soviet,  for 
the  avowed  purpose  of  strengthening 
family  life.  The  new  decree  goes  far- 
ther than  earlier  Soviet  theory  or 
practice  toward  recognizing  society's 
interest  in  the  permanence,  and  also 
in  the  fruitfulness,  of  marriage.  Di- 
vorce is  made  not  only  more  difficult 
than  it  has  hitherto  been  in  Russia 
but  more  difficult  than  it  now  is  in 
several  American  states.  An  economic 
penalty  is  imposed  upon  "unregistered 
unions."  The  decree  enlarges  the  hu- 
mane provisions  that  were  already 
part  of  the  Soviet  rogram  for  the 
care  of  mothers  and  children.  But  it 
goes  farther,  and  in  a  somewhat  dif- 
ferent direction,  in  iroviding  honors, 
medals,  titles  and  subsidies  for  the 
mothers  of  many  children,  and  on  an 
increasing  scale  proportionate  to  their 
fecundity.  Bonuses  at  birth  and  in- 
come for  the  first  five  years  of  the 
child's  life  rise  to  a  lump  sum  of  $950 
plus  $57  a  month  for  an  eleventh  child. 
A  tenth  child  gets  a  little  less  but 
qualifies  its  maternal  parent  for  the 
title  "mother  heroine."  And  so  on 
down  to  the  "medal  of  motherhood, 
second  class"  which  goes  to  mothers 


who  produce  a  mere  five.  Below  that, 
there  are  still  state  funds  for  a  third 
and  fourth  (nothing  for  the  first  and 
second),  but  no  decorations.  There 
will  also  be  a  graduated  tax  on  the 
parents  of  few  children  or  of  none. 
Russia  has  more  than  enough  Lebens- 
raum  for  her  present  population, 
especially  in  view  of  the  terrific  loss 
of  life  in  the  war.  But  one  wonders 
whether  these  governmental  measures 
to  promote  prolific  human  breeding 
will  work  any  better  in  Russia  than 
similar  devices  have  worked  in  Ger- 
many and  Italy. — Christian  Century. 

Draftees  rejected  as  unfit  for  mili- 
tary service  because  they  are  men- 
tally defective  number  1,340,000.  What 
fools  we  Americans  be! 

Fifteen  million  children  and  young 
people  in  the  United  States  and  Can- 
ada are  today  growing  up  without 
regular  religious  instruction.  Chris- 
tian character  is  absolutely  indis- 
pensable to  a  free  democratic  society. 
We  are  winning  this  war,  but  in  win- 
ning it  we  can  easily  lose  our  free- 
dom if  our  children  and  youth  con- 
tinue to  live  in  a  nation  where  the 
very  basic  truths  of  morality  and  reli- 
gion are  no  longer  taught  to  all,  but 
to  only  one-half.  In  my  judgment,  it 
is  most  important  that  all  children 
and  young  people,  as  well  as  adults, 
add  to  the  traditional  public  schools' 
"three  R's"  a  fourth  "R,"  namely, 
Religion.  —  James  L.  Kraft,  Acting 
President  International  Council  of  Re- 
ligious Education. 

Smith  is  the  name  under  which  72,- 
000  men  in  the  army  are  listed.  They 
constitute  about  one  per  cent  of  the 
entire  army. 

Prison  camps  for  prisoners  of  war 
number  203  in  the  United  States.  In 
these  camps  are  133,135  Germans 
Thousands  more  are  expected  to  be 
brought  to  the  United  States  as  a  re- 
sult of  the  invasion. 

On   the  Church   Side 

A  milliner  says  that  one  day  a 
woman  came  into  the  store  and  want- 
ed the  trimming  on  her  new  hat 
changed,  saying  that  it  had  been 
trimmed  on  the  wrong  side. 

"But,"  said  the  saleswoman,  "the 
trimming  is  on  the  left  side.  That  is 
where  it  ought  to  be." 

"It  doesn't  make  any  difference 
where  it  ought  to  be;  it's  got  to  be  on 
the  church  side." 

"Church  side!"  gasped  the  aston- 
ished saleswoman. 

"Yes,  I  sit  next  to  the  wall.  I  want  it 
on  the  other  side  so  that  the  whole 
congregation  can  see  it." 

And  that  hat  applies  to  many  other 
things,  in  men  as  well  as  in  women, 
that  distract  from  true  worship,  says 
the  Sunday  School  Times. 
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BACK  AGAIN  TO  SCHOOL 


All  in  the  sweet  September  morn  the  little  feet  are 
trooping 

Through  city  street  and  country  lane,  along  the 
pleasant  ways, 

And  in  the  schoolrooms  far  and  near  are  sturdy 
figures  grouping, 

In  eager  haste  for  happy  work  these  bright  au- 
tumnal days. 

From  frolics  on  the  pebbly  beach,  from,  dreaming 

on  the  shingle, 
From  scrambling    up    and    down   the  hills,  from 

gathering  wildwood  flowers ; 
The  children  like  an  army  come,  and  merry  voices 

mingle 
In  greeting  as  they  answer  swift,  the  call  to  study 

hours. 

Dear  little  sunburnt  hands  that  turn  the  gram- 
mar's sober  pages; 

Sweet  lips  that  con  the  lesson  o'er  to  get  it  all  by 
heart, 

Afar  from  your  soft  peace,  today  the  great  world's 
battle  rages, 

But  by  and  by  'twill  need  your  aid  to  take  the  bet- 
ter part. 

There's  always  in  the  thinning  ranks  and  in  the 

vanward  column 
A  place  for  brave  and  buoyant  souls,  for  truth 

without  a  flaw; 
And  somehow,  as  I  look  at  you  the  hour  grows 

grave  and  solemn, 
And    prayer    ascends    that    God    will    give    you 

strength  to  keep  His  law. 

You  ask  a  motto  for  the  days,  a  motto  bright  and 

cheery? 
Look  at  me  straight  andfearlessly,  sweet  eyes  of 

brown  and  blue ; 
For  not  a  motto  have  I  found,  but  just  an  earnest 

query ; 
In  every  trying  place  you  meet,  ask,  "What  would 

Jesus  do?" 

And  follow  Jesus  every  day  in  all  thy  living  labor ; 
The  hardest  task  will  give  you  joy,  the  tangles 

cease  to  vex, 
Be  honest,  open    as    the    day,    be  gentle  to  your 

neighbor, 


wL    f{§7\      And  Christ  will  always  give  you  aid,  whatever 
..*'  (      \V_     Jb'  may  perplex. 
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— Sel.  by  Genevieve  Moore 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  am  sure  that  already  you  have  been  studying  our  cover 
case  You,  perhaps,  have  wondered  why  the  Editor  has 
chosen  a  cover  with  so  little  beauty.  When  I  received  my 
pictures  from  which  to  select  a  cover  page  I  began  to  ex- 
amine them  and  when  I  saw  this  one  I  immediately  said, 
'Nothing  but  leaves,"  and  was  passing  on  to  examine 
another  and  God  spoke  to  my  heart 
and  brought  to  my  mind  Matt.  21:19. 
I  know  God  must  have  a  message  for 
you  in  this  cover  page. 

Our  Assembly  year  has  just  closed 
and  a  new  one  begun.  Many,  yes 
thousands,  of  professed  Christians 
today  will  look  back  on  the  past  year 
and  see  "nothing  but  leaves,"  noth- 
ing but  a  wasted  year.  You  are  sad 
over  the  lack  of  fruit  in  your  life. 
Some  of  you  are  anxious  to  do  bet- 
ter this  coming  year.  We  are  going 
to  try  to  help  you  in  this  message. 
First,  let  us  lift  up  our  eyes  unto 
^  the  hills  from  whence   cometh  our 

help.  God  will  help  you  if  you  are 
honest  in  your  desires  to  be  a  fruit-bearing  Christian. 

The  higher  men  climb,  the  longer  their  working  day. 
And  any  young  man  with  a  streak  of  idleness  in  him  may 
better  make  up  his  mind  at  the  beginning  that  mediocrity 
will  be  his  lot.  Without  immense,  sustained  effort,  he  will 
not  climb  high.  And  even  though  fortune  or  chance  were 
to  lift  him  high,  he  would  not  stay  there,  for  to  keep  at 
the  top  is  harder  almost  than  to  get  there.  Leaders  have 
no  office  hours. 

God  never  goes  to  the  lazy  or  to  the  idle  when  He  needs 
men  for  His  service.  Wheh  God  wants  a  worker  He  calls 
for  a  worker.  When  He  has  a  work  to  be  done  He  goes  to 
those  who  are  already  at  work.  When  God  wants  a  great' 
servant,  He  calls  a  busy  man.  Scripture  and  history  attest 
this  truth. 

Moses  was  busy  with  his  flocks  at  Horeb. 

Gideon  was  busy  threshing  wheat  by  the  press. 

Saul  was  busy  searching  for  his  father's  lost  beasts. 

David  was  busy  caring  for  his  father's  sheep. 

Elisha  was  busy  ploughing  with  twelve  yoke  of  oxen. 

Amos  was  busy  following  the  flock. 

Nehemiah  was  busy  bearing  the  king's  wine  cup. 

Peter  and  Andrew  were  busy  casting  a  net  into  the  sea. 

James  and  John  were  busy 
mending  their  nets. 

Matthew  was  busy  collecting 
customs. 

Saul  was  busy  persecuting 
the  friends  of  Jesus. 

William  Carey  was  busy 
mending  and  making  shoes. 

Then  we  must  not  be  lazy  or 
unwilling  to  suffer  for  Christ. 


ORCSMKaBM  WK39W  OKOOB 
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REASON    FOR   LIFE 

I  don't  know  how  to  say  it,  but  somehow  it  seems  to  me 
That  maybe  we  are  stationed  where  God  wants  us  to  be, 
That  the  little  niche  I'm  filling  is  the  reason  for  my  birth. 
And  just  to  do  the  work  I  do  He  sent  me  down  to  earth. 


/  do  not  ask  for  golden  mists, 

Nor  rosy  paths  to  tread, 

Nor  even  that  the  least  small 

flower 
May  bloom  above  my  head. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  fame,  nor  ease, 

nor  love, 
Find  place  in  these,  my  prayers, 
Nor    lightening    of    the    sober 

robe 
My  spent  soul  ever  wears. 

I  only  ask  that  Thou  wilt  take 
My  pain  and  grief  and  fear, 
And  to   Thy  glory  wilt  trans- 
mute 
My  every  pang  and  tear; 


If  God  had  wanted  otherwise,  I  reckon   He'd   have  made 
Me  just  a  little  different,  of  a  worse  or  better  grade. 
And  since  God  knows  and  understands  all  things  on  land 

and  sea, 
I  fancy  that  He  placed  me  here  just  where  He  wanted  me. 

Sometimes   I   get  to   thinking,  as   my  labors  I   review, 
That  I  should  like  a  higher  place,  with  greater  tasks  to  do. 
But  I  come  to  the  conclusion,  when  the  envying  is  stilled, 
That  the  post  to  which  God  sent  me  is  the  post  He  wanted 
filled. 


the   hope   when   day  is 


:♦> 

/  only  plead  that  Thou  ^llt  use 

This  broken  life  of  mine, 

And  for  my  dust  and  as^es  9we 

The  beauty  that  is  Thine- 
The  story  is  told  of  how  a  christian  blacksmith  who  had 
many  sorrows  answered  a  skeptic  who  challenged  him  to 
account  for  them. 

T  don't  know  that  I  can  account  for  these  things  to 
your  satisfaction;  but  I  can  to  my  own.  Sometimes  I  take 
a  piece  of  iron  and  bring  it  to  white  heat  and  strike  it  to 
see  if  it  will  take  temper.  Then  I  plunge  it  into  water  to 
change  the  temperature  suddenly,  and  then  plunge  it 
again  into  the  fire.  Finally  I  put  it  on  the  anvil  and  with 
the  hammer  I  make  it  into  some  useful  article.  If  it  will 
not  take  temper  and  respond  to  the  blows,  I  throw  it  onto 
the  scrap-heap.  I  have  tried  to  bear  the  afflictions  of  my 
Father  as  patiently  as  I  can,  and  every  day  I  say  to  Him, 
"Lord,  put  me  in  the  fire,  if  Thou  wilt;  put  me  in  the  water 
if  You  see  I  need  it;  do  anything  You  think  best,  O  Father, 
only  don't  throw  me  onto  the  scrap-heap." 

So,  dear  ones,  if  you  want  to  bear  fruit  remember  you 
must  be  willing  to  suffer  with  Christ. 

Human  clay  is  not  made  for  itself,  it  is  made  for  the 
Potter.  Human  clay  sometimes  tries  to  fashion  itself.  It  is 
a  sorry  failure.  Human  clay,  which  insists  upon  fashioning 
itself,  is  ultimately  more  beastly  than  the  beasts.  Some 
human  clay  agrees  to  a  little  help  from  the  great  Potter 
but  insists  upon  supplying  most  of  the  shaping  itself.  Hu- 
man fingers  cannot  mold  aright.  The  divine  fingers  must 
give  the  divine  touch.  The  heavenly  Potter  who  made  the 
clay  is  the  only  One  who  knows  how  to  mold  it. 

Then  you  must  be  willing  to  work  in  the  place  God  puts 
you.  He  may  humble  you  by  giving  you  a  small  place  with 
little  pay,  but  if  you  are  faithful  in  little  things  He  can 
lead  you  on  to  greater  service  for  Him.  Humility  is  what 
we  need. 

Father,  where  shall  I  work  today? 
And  my  love  flowed  warm  and  free. 
.  Then  He  pointed  me  out  a  tiny  spot 
And  said,  "Tend  that  for  Me." 

I  answered  quickly,  "Oh  no,  not  that. 
Why,  no  one  would  ever  see 
No  matter  how  well  my  work  was  done. 
Not  that  little  place  for  me." 

The  word  He  spake,  it  was  not  stern, 
He  answered  me  tenderly, 

"Ah,    little    one,    search    that 

heart  of  thine. 
Art  thou  working  for  them — or 

Me? 
Nazareth  was  a  little  place 
And  so  was  Galilee." 

Let  "others"  be  our  motto. 

When  we  live  for  ourselves 
alone  we  are  sure  to  be  un- 
happy, for  we  are  always  think- 
ing of  self,  and  there  is  not 
much  fun  in  doing  that. "  Joy 
comes  when  we  follow  the  sug- 
gestion of  Henry  DrunimUnd: 
"Go  now  and  help  somebody.  I 
don't  care  how  and  when  you 
do  it.  Simply  do  it." 

Mary  Lyon,  who  in  1834 
opened  her  campaign  for  the 
establishment  of  a  college  for 
women,  the  first  in  America, 
found  her  greatest  delight  in 
working  for  others.  "If  you  want 
to  serve  your  race,"  she  said. 
"go  where  no  one  else  will  §°- 
and  do  what  no  one  else  Win 
do."  There  is  not  an  ounce  °' 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


So   I   plod   along  and   struggle 

through. 
That  I  am  really  necessary  to  the  things  God  wants  to  do. 
And  there  isn't  any  service  I  can  give  which  I  should  scorn, 
For  it  may  be  just  the  reason  God  allowed  me  to  be  born. 

— Selected. 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 

"THE  COURIER" 

For  two  hours  the  three  men  held 
close  conference  together.  At  the  end 
of  that  time  all  the  preliminaries  of 
the  new  venture  were  settled.  Tom 
Hammond  had  explained  his  long- 
cherished  views  of  what  the  ideal 
daily  paper  should  be.  Sir  Archibald 
was  delighted  with  the  scheme,  and, 
in  closing  with  Hammond,  gave  him 
a  perfectly  free  hand. 

"You  were  on  the  point  of  saying 
something  about  a  striking  poster  to 
announce  the  coming  paper,  Mr. 
Hammond,"  said  the  old  baronet. 

"Yes,"  Tom  replied,  "I  think  a  great 
deal  may  be  done  by  arresting  the  at- 
tention of  the  people — those  in  Lon- 
don especially.  My  idea  for  a  poster 
is  this:  the  name  of  the  paper  is  to 
be  'The  Courier.'  Very  well,  let  us 
have  an  immense  sheet  poster,  first- 
class  drawing,  striking  but  harmoni- 
ous coloring,  and  bold,  arrestive  title 
of  the  paper  and  announcement  of  its 
issue.  Following  the  title,  I  would 
have  in  the  extreme  left  a  massive 
signpost,  a  prominent  arm  of  the 
structure  bearing  the  legend  'Tomor- 
row.' On  the  extreme  right  of  the  pic- 
ture I  would  put  another  signpost,  the 
arm  of  which  should  bear  the  words 
'The  Day  After  Tomorrow.'  I  would 
have  a  splendidly-drawn  mounted 
courier,  the  horse  galloping  towards 
the  right-hand  post,  having  left  'To- 
morrow' well  in  the  rear." 

The  old  baronet  exclaimed,  "Rush 
the  thing  on!  Flood  the  hoardings  of 
London,  Edinburgh,  Manchester,  Liv- 
erpool, Birmingham,  Cardiff — all  the 
large  towns,  and  the  smaller  ones  as 
well,  if  you  can  get  hoardings  big 
enough.  Don't  study  the  expense, 
either  in  the  get-up  or  in  the  issue 
of  the  picture.  Don't  let  the  pill-sel- 
lers or  cocoa  or  mustard  people  beat 
us." 

The  old  man  sprang  to  his  feet  and 
paced  the  floor,  rubbing  his  hands, 
crying  continually, 

"Good!  good!  We'll  wake  old  Eng- 
land up.  We'll—" 

"Toddle  into  lunch,"  interrupted 
George  Carlyon.  "That's  the  third 
summons  we've  had!" 

Tom  Hammond  sat  next  to  Madge 
at  luncheon,  and  was  charmed  with 
her  easy,  unconventional  manners. 
But  his  mind  was  too  full  of  the  new 
paper,  of  the  great  opportunity  that 
had  come  to  him  so  unexpectedly,  to 
be  as  wholly  absorbed  with  the  charm 
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of  her  personality  as  he  might  other- 
wise have  been. 

He  did  not  linger  over  the  luncheon 
table. 

"There  are  one  or  two  fellows,  Sir 
Archibald,"  he  explained,  "whom  I 
should  like  to  secure  on  my  staff  at 
once.  I  don't  want  to  lose  even  an 
hour." 

As  he  bade  Madge  Finisterre  good- 
bye, he  expressed  the  hope  that  he 
might  see  her  again  soon,  and  the 
girl  in  reply  allowed  her  eyes  uncon- 
sciously to  express  more  than  her 
words. 

"She  is  the  most  charming  woman 
I  ever  met,"  he  told  himself,  as  he 
followed  Sir  Archibald  into  his  room 
for  the  final  word  for  which  the 
baronet  had  asked.  George  Carlyon 
had  remained  behind  with  Madge. 

"It  was  about  the  first  working  ex- 
penses I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  Mr. 
Hammond,"  the  baronet  began.  They 
were  seated  in  the  baronet's  room. 

"I  will  have  fifty  thousand  pounds 
— or  shall  we  say  a  hundred  thou- 
sand?— deposited,  at  once,  in  your 
name  at — what  bank?" 

"Any  good  bank  you  please,  Sir 
Archibald,  so  long  as  the  particular 
branch  is  fairly  central." 

"Capital  and  Counties — how  will 
that  do?"  the  baronet  asked,  adding, 
"I  always  bank  with  them  myself." 

"That  will  do,  sir." 

"How  about  the  Ludgate  Hill 
branch,  Mr.  Hammond?" 

"Could  not  be  better,  sir." 

"Settled,  then,  Mr.  Hammond!" 
There  were  a  few  more  words  ex- 
changed between  master  and  man, 
and  then  they  parted. 

As  Tom  Hammond  strode  along  the 
Embankment  towards  Waterloo  Bridge, 
his  heart  was  the  heart  of  a  boy 
again. 

"Is  life  worth  living!"  he  cried  in- 
wardly, answering  his  own  question 
with  the  rapturous  words:  "In  this 
hour  I  know  nothing  else  that  earth 
could  give  me  to  make  life  more  joy- 
ous!" 

People  passing  him  saw  his  face 
radiant  with  a  wondrous  joy.  It's  rare 
to  see  peace,  even,  in  faces  in  our 
great  cities.  It  is  rarer  still  to  see  joy's 
gleam.  He  allowed  his  glance  to  flash 
all  around  him,  as  he  murmured,  "I 
am  glad,  too,  that  I  am  in  London. 
Who  dare  say  that  London  is  dull,  or 
grim,  or  sordid?  Who  was  it  that 
wrote,  'No  man  curses  the  town  more 
heartily  than  I,  but  after  travelling 
by  mountains,  plain,  desert,  forest, 
and  on  the  deep  sea,  one  comes  back 
to  London  and  finds  it  the  most  won- 
derful place  of  them  all!' 

"Ah!  It  was  Roger  Pocock,  I  believe, 
wrote  that  sentiment.  Roger  Pocock, 
T  looks  towards  yer,  sir.  Them's  my 
senterments!' " 

He  laughed  low  and  gleefully  at  his 
own  merry  mood.  Then  as  his  eyes 
took  in  the  river,  the  moving  panora- 
ma of  the  Embankment,  and  caught 
the  throb  of  the  mighty  pulsing  of 
life  all  about  him,  Le  Gallienne's 
lines  came  to  him,  and,  while  he 
moved  onward,  he  murmured: 


"London,   whose   loveliness   is   every- 
where. 
London  so  beautiful  at  morning  light, 
One  half  forgets  how  fair  she  is  at 
night. 

"London  as  beautiful  at  set  of  sun 

As  though  her  beauty  had  just  begun! 

London,  that  mighty  sob,  that  splen- 
did tear, 

That  jewel  hanging  in  the  great 
world's  ear. 

"Ah!  of  your  beauty  change  no  single 

grace, 
My  London  with  your  sad,  mysterious 

face." 

He  moved  forward  in  a  strange  rap- 
ture of  spirit.  He  forgot  even  "beauti- 
ful London";  he  was  momentarily  un- 
conscious how  he  travelled  or  whither. 
He  might  have  been  blind  or  deaf 
for  all  that  he  now  saw  or  heard.  The 
drone  of  a  blind  beggar's  voice  read- 
ing the  Scriptures,  however,  presently 
had  power  to  break  his  trance.  He 
paused  a  moment  before  the  man. 

"This  same  Jesus,"  droned  the  blind 
man's  voice,  "who  is  taken  up  from 
you  into  heaven,  shall  so  come  in  like 
manner  as  ye  have  seen  Him  go." 

Hammond  dropped  a  sixpence  into 
the  beggar's  box,  and  moved  away, 
the  wonder  of  the  words  he  had  just 
heard  read  arresting  all  his  previous 
thoughts  of  his  glad  success. 

"Shall  so  come  in  like  manner!"  he 
murmured.  "I  wonder  what  it  means." 

The  next  instant  a  woman's  pitiful 
voice  filled  his  ear,  crying: 

"For  the  love  of  God,  good  sir,  give 
me  the  price  of  a  piece  of  bread." 

He  turned  sharply  towards  her.  Her 
face  was  haggard  and  hunger-filled; 
her  eyes  were  wells  of  despair.  He 
slipped  his  finger  and  thumb  into  the 
fob  of  his  coat.  The  first  coin  that 
came  to  his  touch  was  a  shilling.  He 
dropped  it  into  the  emaciated  out- 
stretched palm. 

The  wretched  creature  gazed  at  the 
coin,  then  at  him.  Her  lips  moved, 
but  no  words  came  from  them.  Her 
eyes  filled  with  a  rush  of  tears.  He 
passed  on.  But  the  incident  moved 
(Continued  on  page   18) 
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A  TASK 

By  Beulah  Williams  Allen 

If  you  have  a  task  to  do 

Which  you  may  abhor, 
If  you  want  to  have  some  fun, 

Here's  what  you're  looking  for. 

Don't  let  the  task  be  drudgery, 
Just  use  some  make-believe. 

Then  you  will  really  be  surprised 
At  all  that  you'll  achieve. 

When  you  must  do  the  dishes, 
Believe  that  they  are  subs 

Submerging  in  the  foamy  waves; 
Then  give  a  few  good  rubs! 

The  clothes  you  hang  upon  the  line 
Might  be  the  sails  of  ships, 

Leaving  for  strange,  distant  lands 
On  secret  trading  trips. 

When  you  have  to  mow  the  lawn, 
Pretend  that  you're  a  Yank, 

Advancing  on  the  enemy, 
Riding  in  a  tank. 

For  any  job  that  you  dislike 

Make  up  a  game  or  two; 
You'll  find  it  really  isn't  bad, 

But  maybe  fun  for  you. 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Chil- 
dren: 

Well,  here  I  am  just  back 
from  the  Assembly.  I  saw  a 
large  number  of  children 
there,  but  I  think  there  were 
just  three  who  came  and  told 
me  that  they  liked  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  Children's  Page. 
Now  I'm  sure  there  were  many 
there  who  like  it,  but  some 
were  too  timid  to  come  and 
tell  me  so,  but  you  know  when 
I  didn't  meet  them  I  can't 
very  well  tell  you  who  they 
were.  Here  are  three  of  my 
new-found  friends:  Dora  Jean 
Medley,  Sharla  Roe  Speck, 
and  Gordon  Pealock.  I  was 
real  glad  to  meet  you.  Now 
wouldn't  it  be  nice  if  next 
Assembly  we  could  have  a 
children's  meeting  and  let  all 
of  you  get  acquainted  with 
each  other?  Well,  maybe  we 
can. 

I  am  giving  you  the  story 
of  "Margaret's  Temptation." 
Were  you  ever  tempted  like 
that?  Did  you  know  that  this 
is  the  first  step  to  the  peni- 
tentiary? First,  maybe  deceiv- 


ing mother,  then  someone  else,  and 
on  and  on  until  finally  you  land  be- 
hind prison  bars.  But,  of  course,  none 
of  our  Happy  Home  Circle  children 
would  ever  do  such  things. 

Read  the  story  and  resolve  in  your 
heart  never  to  deceive  anyone.  God 
bless  the  children. 

MARGARET'S  TEMPTATION 

"Margaret!"  called  Edna  to  her 
chum.  "Can  you  go  to  the  store  with 
me?" 

"Wait  and  I'll  ask  Mother,"  an- 
swered Margaret,  and  ran  to  find  her 
mother. 

Soon  she  came  skipping  back,  say- 
ing, "Yes,  I  may  go,  and  Mother  wants 
me  to  get  her  some  baking  powder, 
too.  I  must  hurry,  because  we  are  go- 
ing to  have  shortcake  for  supper  and 
Mother  wishes  the  baking  powder  in 
time." 

"Promise  me  you  won't  tell  anyone, 
Margaret,  and  I'll  tell  you  something 
I  am  going  to  do,"  said  Edna. 

"You  know  I  won't,"  replied  Marga- 
ret, "unless  I  tell  Mother — I  always 
tell  her  everything." 

"I  don't  tell  my  mother  everything!" 
said  Edna,  with  a  smart  toss  of  her 


SIN  AND  BAD  HABITS 


Sin  and  bad  habits  are  just  like  ivy.  How  beauti- 
ful the  ivy  vine  looks,  draping  its  long  green  vines 
over  tree  or  building. 

My  neighbor  lives  in  a  brick  house  and  for  several 
years  I  admired  the  beauty  of  the  ivy  which  clung 
to  the  brick  walls.  One  day  I  saw  him  hacking  away 
at  the  vines  and  throwing  them  in  a  heap  to  die. 

At  my  question  as  to  why,  he  explained,  "Just  look 
at  the  bricks  where  I  cut  the  ivy  away.  Water  gets 
in  among  the  leaves  and  branches  and  seeps 
through  tiny  cracks  or  holes  and  makes  the  house 
damp.  Then  when  it  is  real  cold  the  water  freezes 
and  little  pieces  of  brick  split  off  when  the  ice 
melts." 

So  that's  why  I  say  sin  and  bad  habits  are  a  good 
deal  like  ivy.  They  look  all  right,  even  pretty,  some- 
times, on  the  outside.  But  all  the  time  they  are 
harming  us.  They  send  out  feelers,  tiny  at  first,  but 
growing  tougher  and  harder  to  break.  They  get  a 
good  start  and  finally  shut  out  the  light  of  God's 
presence. 

When  a  bad  habit  gets  a  good  firm  grip  on  us, 
we  need  some  one  to  pull  its  tentacles  loose.  Just  as 
the  kind  neighbor  cut  the  ivy  and  let  the  light  and 
air  get  to  the  brick  wall — just  so  God  can  deliver  us 
from  our  sins  and  bad  habits. 

"He  shall  save  his  people  from  their  sins,"  Matt. 
1:21. 


head.  "Anyway,  Mother  gave  me  fifty 
cents  to  get  some  brown  sugar.  I'm 
going  to  get  only  forty  cents'  worth 
and  spend  the  rest  for  candy.  Let's  get 
us  some  of  those  hard — " 

But  Margaret  had  stopped  short 
and  was  looking  at  her  chum  in 
amazement. 

"Why,  Edna!"  she  said,  "that's  not 
honest!  That's  not  Christian!  Why, 
that's  just  like  stealing!" 

Edna  gave  her  head  another  smart 
toss,  and  said,  "Pooh!  I've  done  it  be- 
fore, and  Mother  doesn't  know  the 
difference.  Anyway,  it's  all  in  the  fam- 
ily. I  can  get  that  much  less  sugar!  I 
ought  to  have  some  share  in  the  fam- 
ily budget,  shouldn't  I?  I  figure  that 
ten  cents  really  belongs  to  me!" 

Margaret  walked  on  slowly,  saying, 
"I  don't  know,  but  it  doesn't  seem 
right  to  me;  besides,  you  are  deceiving 
your  mother,  too." 

"Well,"  Edna  replied,  "if  you  don't 
want  to  eat  any  candy,  you  needn't; 
but  remember,  you  promised  not  to 
tell." 

"What  can  I  do  for  two  such  fine 

little  girls  this  evening?"  greeted  the 

storekeeper.    "Forty    cents'   worth   of 

brown  sugar,  is  it,  and  a  dime's  worth 

of  candy?  Here  you  are — and  it  must 

be   a  sweet  tooth  you  have, 

wanting  so  much  sugar,"  and 

the    storekeeper    laughed    at 

his  own  sally. 

"Please,  I  want  a  can  of 
baking  powder,  too,  the  forty- 
cent  size,"  said  Margaret. 

"All  right,  here  you  are.  It 
is  only  thirty-five  cents  now, 
though,  so  you  are  a  nickel 
ahead,"  the  storekeeper  smiled 
as  he  handed  the  change  to 
her. 

"Now,  Margaret,"  said  Edna, 
when  they  were  outside  once 
more,  "why  don't  you  take 
that  nickel  and  buy  that  little 
comb  you  have  been  wanting 
for  so  long?  As  Mr.  Smock 
said,  you  are  five  cents  ahead, 
and  nobody  need  ever  know 
it." 

Margaret  hesitated.  She  did 
so  want  that  comb;  so  many 
of  the  girls  had  them,  and 
they  were  so  pretty.  Mother 
had  thought  she  didn't  need 
one. 

"Come    on,"    Edna    urged, 
pulling  at  her  arm.  "I'll  take 
the  money  and  buy  it  for  you 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


[Page  4] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


r 


FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

We  are  going  to  attempt  to  answer 
the  question,  "Why  do  so  many  good 
Christian  parents  have  unsaved  chil- 
dren?" This  is  a  big  question  and  I 
need  God,  and  must  have  His  help,  if 
I  am  able  to  help  you. 

We  know  of  many  good  Christians 
who  are  having  their  lives  almost 
crushed  out  of  them  because  of  the 
behavior  of  their  children.  Many  of 
them  wonder  why,  when  they've  tried 
so  hard. 

We  have  had  many  letters  come  to 
us  in  answer  to  this  question.  We  ap- 
preciate every  one  more  than  you  may 
know,  because  you  have  had  interest 
enough  in  parenthood  and  child- 
training  to  respond  to  a  need  of  this 
kind.  God  will  bless  you  for  your  ef- 
fort to  solve  this  mystery.  However,  I 
have  weighed  all  of  your 
thoughts  and  now  I  will  add 
my  own,  and  perhaps  we  can 
at  least  come  to  some  under- 
standing that  will  be  helpful 
to  our  parents  who  have 
failed;  and  those  who  are 
right  now  in  that  critical  time 
with  their  children,  and  are 
really  seeking  to  know  how  to 
bring  the  little  ones  up  to 
know  and  love  God  and  be  a 
blessing  to  their  homes  and  in 
the  services  of  the  Lord. 


church  members  and  the  habit  of  air- 
ing their  faults  to  the  children  that 
disgusted  them  and  made  them  in- 
different to  the  church.  I  wonder  if 
this  article  will  reach  others  who  are 
guilty. 

One  woman  writes,  "So  many  fail 
to  use  discipline  from  infancy.  When 
you  say  no,  be  sure  you  mean  no. 
Take  time  to  explain  why.  When  the 
child  understands  why,  then  he  may 
feel  different  about  it.  Take  time  to 
pray  with  them.  Deal  with  them  in 
love." 

This  is  the  secret  of  success.  Love 
will  win.  I  do  not  mean  that  weak 
love  which  will  give  in  to  the  desires 
of  a  child,  just  for  sympathy's  sake, 
but  the  kind  that  holds  on  to  the  right 
in  love. 

I  remember  many  times  of  telling 
my  children  I  would  punish  them  if 
they  did  a  certain  thing.  I  knew  I  had 
to  do  it,  but  before  I  punished  them,  I 
got  down  by  the  side  of  the  bed  and  ex- 
plained that  I  was  doing  it  because  I 
loved  them,  that  I  wanted  them  to 
grow  up  to  be  good  men  and  women, 
and  must  teach  them  to  do  right  while 
they  were  little.  Then  I  would  pray 
with  them.  In  my  talk  to  them  I  would 
say,  Would  you  like  to  think  of  your 
mother  as  a  liar?  Oh  no,  they 
wouldn't  like  that,  of  course.     I  said, 


THE    PRICE 

"They  say  my  boy  is  tad,"  she  said  to  me, 
A  tired  old  woman,  thin  and  very  frail; 
"They  caught  him  robbing  railroad  cars  an'  he 
Must  spend  from  five  to  seven  years  in  jail. 
His  Pa  an'  I  had  hoped  so  much  for  him; 
He  was  so  pretty  as  a  little  boy." 
Her  eyes  with  tears  grew  very  wet  and  dim; 
"Now  nothing  that  we've  got  can  give  us  joy!" 


One  day  I  asked  an  evange- 
list to  give  me  her  idea  on 
this  question.  She  said,  "I 
was  holding  a  meeting  at  a 
certain  place  and  a  woman 
came  to  me  and  said,  'I  wish 
you  could  tell  me  why  my 
children  are  not  Christians. 
They  do  not  seem  to  have  any 
interest  in  spiritual  things. 
We  go  to  church  and  try  to  do 
our  best,  but  they  seem  so  un- 
concerned.' "  Of  course,  she 
could  not  help  her  then  for 
she  was  unacquainted  with 
the  home.  In  a  few  days  she 
went  home  with  them  to  din- 
ner and  as  they  sat  at  the 
table  the  father  and  mother 
discussed  everybody  in  the 
church  and  picked  them  to 
pieces.  Why  should  children 
be  drawn  to  the  church  when 
all  of  its  members  were  hypo- 
crites like  they  had  described? 
ihen  we  see  that  in  this  case 
it  was  lack  of  love  among  the 


"What  is  it  that  you  own?"  I  questioned  then. 
"The  house  we  live  in,"  slowly  she  replied. 
"Two  other  houses  worked  and  slaved  for,  when 
The  boy  was  but  a  youngster  at  my  side; 
Some  bonds  we  took  the  time  he  went  to  war; 
I've  spent  my  strength  against  the  want  of  age — 
We've  always  had  some  end  to  struggle  for; 
Now  shame  an'  ruin  smear  the  final  page. 

"His  Pa  has  been  a  steady-goin'  man, 
Worked  day  an'  night,  an'  overtime,  as  well; 
He's  lived  an'  dreamed  an'  sweated  to  his  plan 
To  own  the  house  an'  profit  should  we  sell. 
He  never  drank  nor  played  cards  at  night; 
He's  been  a  worker  since  our  wedding  day; 
He's  lived  his  life  to  what  he  knows  is  right, 
An'  why  should  son  of  his  now  go  astray? 

"I've  rubbed  my  years  away  on  scrubbing  boards, 
Washed  floors  for  women  that  owned  less  than  we; 
An'  while  they  played,  the  ladies  an'  the  lords, 
We  smiled  an'  dreamed  of  happiness  to  be." 
"And  all  this  time  where  was  the  boy?"  said  I. 
"Out  somewhere  playing!"  Like  a  rifle  shot 
The  thought  went  home — "My  God!"  she  gave  a  cry, 
"We  paid  too  big  a  price  for  what  we've  got!" 

— Author  Unknown. 
Sent  in  by  Mrs.  H.  M.  Paulson,  Gold  Hill,  Ore. 
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Then  I  would  be  one  if  I  didn't  keep 
my  word,  wouldn't  I?  Then  I  gave 
them  their  punishment.  Now,  of 
course,  that  is  hard,  but  it  pays.  My 
girls  could  usually  be  managed  better 
by  a  good  heart  to  heart  talk,  but  a 
whipping  was  often  necessary  for  my 
son,  but  in  five  minutes  after  I  had 
punished  him  he  would  be  back  with 
his  arms  around  my  neck  asking  me 
to  forgive  him. 

A  young  lady  writes:  "Your  ques- 
tion, 'Why  do  so  many  Christian  par- 
ents have  unsaved  children?'  is  one 
that  should  cause  grave  concern  to 
all  believers  in  God.  I  believe  the  fault 
lies  not  so  much  with  the  moral  ex- 
ample set  by  the  parents,  as  with  the 
religious  world  in  general.  Lack  of 
unity  among  believers  has  probably 
caused  more  skepticism  on  the  part 
of  young  doubting  Thomases  who  de- 
mand a — Prove  it! — for  everything 
than  all  other  forces  combined.  In 
this  respect  the  blame  does  lie  to  a 
great  extent  on  the  parents  as  indi- 
viduals in  that  they  do  not  all  strive 
together  'to  keep  the  unity  of  the 
Spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace,'  Eph.  4:3. 
The  Spirit-inspired  apostles  warn  us 
constantly  to  let  there  be  'no  divisions 
among  you  .  .  .  that  ye  all  speak  the 
same  thing  .  .  .  that  ye  be  perfectly 
joined  together  in  the  same  mind  and 
the  same  judgment,"  1  Cor.  1:10-13. 
'For  whereas  there  is  among  you  en- 
vying, and  strife,  and  divisions,  are  ye 
not  carnal,  and  walk  as  men?  For 
while  one  saith,  I  am  of  Paul,  and  an- 
other, I  am  of  Apollos;  are  ye 
not  carnal?'  1  Cor.  3:3-7. 
Many  families  are  divided  in 
that  one  parent  belongs  to 
one  denomination  and  the 
other  to  another.  One  small 
town  may  have  as  many  as 
eight  or  ten  different  denom- 
inations, all  working  sepa- 
rately, and  sometimes  ac- 
tually pulling  against  each 
other,  while  skeptical  youth 
looks  on  and  wonders  how 
they  could  all  reach  the  same 
goal  while  traveling  such 
widely  divergent  roads." 

This  is  a  good  answer  to 
the  question. 

One  letter  spoke  of  the  way 
mothers  were  leading  their 
children  to  be  proud  and  ex- 
travagant in  sending  them  to 
the  beauty  parlor  when  only  a 
few  years  old,  and  teaching 
them  to  be  immodest  by  al- 
lowing them  to  dress  almost 
nude  in  early  childhood  and 
then,  later  on,  being  brought 
to  grief  because  they  want  to 
keep  it  up. 

One  young  man  in  Service 
wrote  of  the  family  altar  be- 
ing a  thing  of  the  past  and 
urged  the  parents  to  return  to 
the  old  paths.  It  is  too  late 
for  some  since  the  birdlings 
have  flown  from  the  nest,  but 
not  too  late  for  those  whose 
little  darlings  are  toddling 
around  their  feet  and  looking 
(Continued  on  page  17) 

[Page  5] 


The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit 


Chas.  S.  Price 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Love 

First:  LOVE.  The  fruit  of  the 
Spirit  is  love.  The  love  that  comes 
from  the  presence  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
is  as  different  from  natural  love  as 
night  is  from  day.  It  is  not  the  love  of 
the  human  heart  that  has  become 
sentimental — it  is  not  natural  love 
that  has  been  touched  or  changed 
by  the  power  of  God.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  is  not  our  love  at  all.  It  is  the 
love  of  God  that  the  Holy  Spirit  has 
brought  from  heaven  and  shed  abroad 
in  our  hearts.  There  may  be  some 
natural  love  left  in  us,  but  even  that 
is  sanctified  by  the  presence  divine. 
It  has  been  enveloped  and  surrounded 
and  saturated  with  the  love  of  His 
great  divine  heart  of  love.  There  is 
not  a  single  passage  in  scripture  that 
declares  that  this  love,  which  is  the 
fruit  of  the  Spirit,  is  anything  else 
but  the  love  of  God  Himself  brought 
from  the  heart  of  the  Father  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  operate 
through  the  hearts  of  redeemed  men. 
I  have  had  people  tell  me  that  you  can 
train  yourself  to  have  such  a  love 
without  regeneration.  I  do  not  believe 
it.  You  can  train  yourself  to  be  on  the 
outside  what  you  are  not  on  the  in- 
side. You  can  train  yourself  to  con- 
trol anger.  You  can  hide  an  angry 
heart  with  a  smiling  face.  The  world 
is  simply  filled  with  religions  that  try 
to  practice  that, — tb^c  try  to  practice 
loving  everybody,  and  do  their  best  to 
give  the  soft  answer  that  turns  away 
wrath.  They  may  succeed  externally 
for  awhile,  but  God  looks  beneath  the 
suiface  and  knows  the  condition  of 
the  heart.  I  say  to  you  most  emphati- 
cally that  you  cannot  have  God's  love 
without  God.  You  cannot  have  the 
fruit  of  the  Holy  Spirit  without  the 
Holy  Spirit.  Is  this  fruit  that  mani- 
fests the  presence  divine  the  fruit  of 
your  own  endeavor  or  the  fruit  of 
your  own  resolution?  God  forbid.  It 
is  the  fruit  of  the  indwelling  presence 
of  God  Himself.  It  is  not  natural  for 
a  man  to  love  his  enemies,  but  the  love 
that  is  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  will  en- 
able you  to  do  that.  It  will  not  be  a 
struggle  to  do  it.  It  will  be  spontan- 
eous and  will  flow  just  as  naturally  as 
the  waters  of  a  river  flow  downhill. 
If  in  the  natural  man  resentment 
would  rise,  yielding  to  the  Spirit  of 
God  will  mean  that  resentment  would 
be  wiped  away  as  the  billows  of  love 
roll  over  the  sands  of  the  soul. 

If  your  enemy  hunger,  you  will 
want  to  give  him  food.  If  he  thirsts, 
you  will  want  to  give  him  drink. 
When  I  was  in  London  some  years 
ago  I  heard  Sister  Dora  tell  the  story 
of  the  man  who  had  the  hardest  heart 
in  the  whole  of  the  metropolis.  He  was 
a  giant  of  a  fellow  with  muscular 
arms  and  a  tremendous  chest.  He 
weighed  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds.  As  he  walked  down  the  street 
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men  and  women  would  turn  around 
to  stare  at  him  because  of  his  enor- 
mous strength  and  size.  He  was  a  con- 
firmed drunkard.  The  only  reason  he 
held  his  position  was  because  they 
could  not  find  another  man  strong 
enough  to  lift  the  heavy  hammers  and 
machinery  with  which  he  used  to 
work.  His  wife  lived  in  mortal  terror 
of  his  home-coming  and  his  children 
used  to  hide  under  the  bed  whenever 
he  would  make  his  appearance. 

One  day  Sister  Dora  visited  the 
home.  She  tried  to  get  the  poor  wom- 
an to  pray,  but  it  was  of  no  avail.  She 
knew  that  that  great  brute  of  a  hus- 
band would  beat  her  mercilessly  if  he 
found  out  that  she  had  been  on  her 
knees.  He  loathed  preachers — he  de- 
spised the  church — he  hated  religion 
— the  only  thing  that  he  believed  in 
was  himself  and  his  brutality  and  his 
strength.  So  Sister  Dora  decided  if 
she  ever  could  reach  the  wife  she 
would  have  to  reach  the  husband 
first.  Tactfully  and  prayerfully  she 
laid  her  plans.  One  day  he  was  coming 
out  of  the  factory  and  Sister  Dora 
slipped  up  to  him  and  handed  him  a 
tract.  He  laughed  and  tore  the  tract 
into  little  pieces  and  threw  it  to  the 
ground.  The  kindly  deaconess  looked 
at  him  and  said,  "There,  I  did  not  be- 
lieve that  you  would  be  brave  enough 
to  read  that.  I  have  understood  that 
you  are  a  coward  in  everything  but 
your  strength."  She  touched  him  on 
his  one  vulnerable  spot.  "Give  me  an- 
other," he  cried,  "nobody  can  call  me 
a  coward."  She  handed  him  another 
tract  and  he  stood  there  and  read  it 
through.  Then  the  good  sister  looked 
up  into  his  eyes  and  said,  "Well,  you 
are  brave  enough  to  read  it,  aren't 
you?  I  wonder  whether  you  are  brave 
enough  to  talk  to  me  a  few  minutes 
about  it."  It  was  another  direct  chal- 
lenge. 

He  stormed  around  for  awhile  and 
then,  acting  upon  her  suggestion,  he 
went  with  her  into  the  vestibule  of 
the  church  which  was  not  far  away. 
The  wise  little  woman  had  one  of 
England's  well-known  evangelistic 
preachers  waiting  in  the  church,  and 
the  two  of  them  together  went  after 
a  big  brute  of  a  man.  But  somebody 
else  was  there  too — and  that  some- 
body was  the  One  who  dwelt  in  their 
hearts. 

At  home  that  Saturday  night  the 
little  wife  waited  and  waited.  The 
children,  terrified,  stood  at  the  street 
corner  waiting  for  the  first  appear- 
ance of  their  father,  so  that  they  could 
run  and  give  warning  while  they 
themselves  hid.  The  poor  mother 
wrung  her  hands  in  grief,  believing 
that  he  must  have  stayed  away  to 
cash  his  pay  check  and  get  drunk 
again.  In  her  imagination  she  could 
feel  the  blows  descending  upon  her 
poor  body.  How  she  dreaded  his  com- 
ing home.  Outside  she  heard  the  pat- 


tering  of  little  feet  and  then  the  CJI 
of    little    voices,    "Mother,    daddy   < 
coming — daddy  is  coming."  They  hgj!" 
hardly  time  to  hide  before  the  dog  \ 
opened  and  he  stepped  into  the  roo^ 

"Mary,"     he     called     to     his    wifg 
"Mary,  come  here."  Trembling  as  sh'' 
opened    the    kitchen    door,    he    stoo^ 
there  with  his  arms  opened  and  hi» 
eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"I  want  my  children,  Mary.  Get  rrm 
my  babies,"  he  said. 

Then  as  the  little  ones  came  trem- 
bling from  their  places  of  hiding  at 
their  mother's  call,  that  man  stood  i^ 
the  middle  of  the  room  and  sang: 

"Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  high.' 

He  crushed  his  wife  against  his 
breast  and  kissed  his  children  over 
and  over  again.  For  the  first  time  in 
years  she  heard  the  words,  "I  love 
you,  Mary."  As  she  sobbed,  he  stood 
there  amazed  at  himself.  A  miracle 
had  taken  place.  A  new  creature  had 
been  born.  It  was  not  his  love — it  was 
God's  love  that  was  shed  abroad  in 
his  heart  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  Inside  of 
a  week  the  neighbors  on  both  sides 
of  the  street  saw,  not  an  old  man 
made  over,  but  a  new  creature  that 
had  been  born  of  the  Spirit.  It  was  not 
what  he  said  that  counted  so  much. 
It  was  what  he  was. 

Love — love — love — God's  love  —  the 
throb  of  the  heart  of  God — the  ten- 
derness that  streams  from  the  heart  | 
of  Jesus  like  the  blood  that  flowed  j 
from  His  r;yen  side  —  the  love  that  ' 
said,  "Father,  forgive  them,"  as  He 
looked  into  the  faces  of  the  men  that 
were  murdering  Him  on  Calvary's  j 
tree.  The  love  that  looked  with  ten- 
derness at  Mary  of  Magdala  enables 
us  to  live  in  such  a  way  that  we  our- 
selves have  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit.  It 
is  not  our  fruit — it  is  not  the  fruit 
of  our  resolution — it  is  not  the  fruit 
of  our  indomitable  will — it  is  the  fruit 
of  One  who  has  come  into  the  heart 
to  abide.  We  know  He  is  there — we 
feel  Him — we  talk  with  Him — we  walk 
with  Him,  but  the  world  around  us  does 
not  see  Him  in  our  hearts.  He  is  the 
invisible  One  who  will  manifest  Him- 
self to  the  world  around  us  by  certain 
infallible  manifestations  of  His  pres- 
ence; namely,  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit 
that  will  grow  upon  the  branches  of 
our  lives.  Let  us  examine  for  awhile 
the  type  of  fruit  that  the  Christian 
gives  to  the  world. 

The  love  that  gleamed  from  eyes 
divine  as  the  mothers  of  Salem  their 
children  brought  to  Him.  Love,  higher 
than  the  mountains,  deeper  than  the 
sea,  an  infinite  love  that  fills  the  ves- 
sels of  finity  to  overflowing,  that  is 
God's  love.  That  is  the  nature  and 
quality  of  the  love  that  is  shed  abroad 
in  the  heart  by  the  Holy  Ghost.  Paul 
declares  that  it  is  greater  than  faith 
and  mightier  than  hope.  He  tells  us 
that  without  it,  manifestations  are 
like  sounding  brass  and  demonstra- 
tions are  like  tinkling  cymbals.  He 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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BETTY  JANE'S  SURRENDER 

Rose  Curtis 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 
The  African  sun  beat  mercilessly 
upon  the  young  missionary's  back.  It 
was  a  sultry  summer  day.  But  she 
heeded  not  the  scorching  rays  of  the 
beaming  sun  but  was  rejoicing  in  the 
fact  that  she  had  been  the  instru- 
ment in  winning  another  soul  for  the 
Master.  Out  in  the  torrid  heat  and  the 
blackness  of  night,  she  labored  gath- 
ering precious  sheaves  for  the  Great 
Harvest.  No  night  was  too  dark — no 
day  too  hot  to  go  in  search  of  the 
Master's  lost  sheep.  She  was  aroused 
from  her  meditation  of  gratitude  to 
the  Master  who  had  given  her  this 
great  privilege  of  laboring  thus  for 
Him  by  the  realization  that  it  was  the 
day  for  mail  from  home.  She  quick- 
ened her  pace  as  a  letter  is  very  wel- 
come on  the  foreign  fields.  She  hur- 
riedly looked  over  the  mail — one  from 
her  parents,  from  her  pastor  and  wife, 
quite  a  few  from  friends  and  relatives, 
some  she  did  not  know,  and  the  last 
one — a  beautifully  monogrammed 
envelope  from  New  York.  She  was  ac- 
customed to  receiving  occasional  let- 
ters on  that  fine,  expensive,  perfumed 
stationery,  but  the  monogram  was  a 
strange  one.  Surely,  oh  surely — she 
hastily  opened  it.  She  gasped  and 
dropped  into  a  chair — the  wedding 
announcement  of  the  former  Eliza- 
beth Jane  Browning  to  Mr.  William 
Vance  King  IV.  She  had  trusted  and 
prayed  that  at  any  cost  Betty  Jane 
would  return  to  God.  With  Betty  Jane 
married  to  a  multimillionaire's  son, 
that  hope  seemed  futile.  A  letter  ac- 
companied the  announcement  stating 
that  they  were  going  on  an  around- 
the-world  honeymoon  cruise  and 
would  be  in  Africa  on  a  certain  date 
to  see  her.  Jacqueline  gave  vent  to 
an  emotional  storm  of  tears.  She 
wouldn't  exchange  places  with  Betty 
Jane  for  anything,  but,  oh,  she  was 
so  weary — the  burden  so  great.  The 
intense  heat  which  so  short  a  time 
ago  seemed  nothing  suddenly  grew 
unbearable.  The  sultry  air  was  like  a 
furnace.  She  looked  at  her  skin — 
browned  and  roughened  by  the  in- 
tense heat  of  that  African  sun.  How 
would  she  look  beside  the  beautiful 
wife  of  the  millionaire?  Once  her  skin 
was  fair  and  lovely.  She,  too,  had  been 
blessed  with  a  lovely  voice.  Had  she 
been  the  foolish  one!  She  dropped  to 
her  knees.  Then,  as  in  a  trance,  God 
unrolled  before  her  a  panorama  of 
souls  that  she  had  led  to  God  in  that 
dark  land.  How  long  she  remained  on 
her  knees,  she  never  knew,  but  she 
arose  with  the  burden  gone  and  a 
heavenly  sweetness  filled  her  soul. 
Her  browned  skin  looked  almost  love- 
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ly  to  her  now,  because  she  had  had  a 
glimpse  of  the  nail-scarred  hands, 
and  she'd  rather  use  her  voice  on  the 
African  fields  than  to  sing  in  the 
Grand  Opera.  The  hope  that  Betty 
Jane  would  return  to  God  was  an  as- 
surance now.  The  heat  no  longer 
seemed  so  unbearable — it  seemed  that 
cool  breezes  from  the  Celestial  City 
breathed  peace,  joy,  and  holy  quiet- 
ness upon  her — Africa  was  the  dear- 
est spot  on  earth! 

Three  years  have  passed  and  once 
more  we  stroll  along  Fifth  Avenue, 
New  York  City.  As  we  pass  the  beauti- 
ful, palatial  mansion  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
William  Frederick  Vance  King  IV,  we 

**************************** 
The  Committal 

Lawrence  White 

I  do  not  fear,  O  Lord,  to  trust 
Within  Thy  hands  my  son, 
To  place  within  Thy  vaulted  breast 
Soul's  sacred  thoughts,  each  one; 

For  Thou  shalt  care  most  tenderly 
With  watch  that  knows  no  sleep, 
And  I  can  trust  on  land  or  sea 
Thine  own  strong  arm  to  keep. 

Committed  to  Thy  holy  care 
I  shall  not  fear  or  doubt, 
It  matters  not  what  foe  imperils, 
Thine  angels  camp  about. 

Oh,  Thou  whose  hand  has  raised  the 

dead, 
And  made  the  blind  to  see — 
I  know  some  day  Thou  shalt  return 
My  precious  son  to  me. 

**************************** 

sense  a  deep  quietness  about  the  spa- 
cious grounds.  Even  the  trees  and 
beautiful  shrubbery  droop  in  sadness. 
The  evening  shadows  seem  to  whisper 
the  message  of  sorrow.  Why  the 
strange  silence  over  the  mansion  that 
so  short  a  time  ago  rang  with  the 
gayety  and  frivolity  of  New  York's 
"400"?  As  one  enters  the  spacious 
halls,  he  pauses — the  deathlike  silence 
is  appalling.  The  lights  are  dimmed 
and  servants  move  about  quietly  and 
speak  in  hushed  tones.  The  second 
floor  nursery,  which  so  short  a  time 
ago  rang  with  the  childish  glee  and 
laughter  of  the  small  heir  to  the  King 
millions,  now  contains  the  form  of 
that  small  one  so  swiftly  passing  on  to 
be  with  the  Great  Shepherd.  The 
best  physicians  have  failed  to  save 
the  tiny  one,  and  the  grim  monster 
of  Death  stands  ready  to  claim  his 
prey.  Father  and  mother  kneel  beside 
the  crib  of  their  darling,  while  loved 
ones,  physicians,  and  nurses  hover 
near.  They  are  but  paupers  at  the 
hour  of  death.  Gladly  would  they  give 


their  entire  wealth  if  their  chm 
be  spared.  Could  there  not  hav^ 
flashed  across  this  mother's  memory 
another  night  spent  in  suffering^ 
that  night  she  gave  her  Savior  up?  if 
only  she  had  the  arm  of  God  to  lean 
upon  now!  Noted  physicians  stand 
helplessly  by,  and  as  Death  stalks 
nearer,  Father  and  Mother  grasp 
hands  in  anguish.  Breathing  becomes 
harder,  and  the  tiny  sufferer  struggles 
for  breath,  tiny  hands  beat  the  air, 
and  William  Frederick  Vance  King  V 
turns  his  tortured,  feverish  eyes  to- 
ward his  mother.  Then  as  Death  bold- 
ly claims  the  idol  and  hope  of  that 
palatial  mansion,  the  beautiful, 
charming,  society  woman  gives  one 
piercing  shriek  of  anguish — and  rea- 
son totters  from  its  throne. 

It  is  a  beautiful  autumn  day  and 
on  one  of  the  lovely  tree-lined  roads 
leading  to  the  beautiful  private  in- 
stitution for  those  suffering  from 
mental  disorders,  a  limousine  slowly 
wended  its  way.  As  the  car  drew  near- 
er three  occupants  were  seen — the 
chauffeur,  a  lady,  and  a  gentleman. 
The  car  came  to  a  stop  before  the  wide 
steps  leading  to  the  veranda  of  the  in- 
stitution. To  all  appearance  it  was 
the  pretentious  home  of  a  millionaire. 
The  lady  and  gentleman  alighted  as 
the  chauffeur  stood  at  attention.  At 
the  first  glance  one  readily  saw  that 
the  lady  was  a  plain-robed  child  of 
God.  Her  face  was  wreathed  with  holy 
peace  but  with  sadness.  The  gentle- 
man was  slightly  stooped  and  gray- 
haired.  At  first  glance  he  appeared  to 
be  an  elderly  man  but  he  is  not.  He  is 
prematurely  gray  and  stooped,  for  he 
has  drunk  long  from  the  cup  of  sor- 
row. Neither  spoke  as  they  entered 
the  building,  and  he  merely  nodded 
as  he  passed  the  office.  They  passed 
down  the  spacious  hall  until  they 
came  to  a  suite  of  rooms  furnished 
with  all  the  luxuries  money  could  buy. 
Neither  broke  the  heart-rending 
silence,  and  as  they  thus  stood,  a  form 
entered  the  room.  They  both  startle. 
The  form  could  well  be  that  of  a  high 
society  woman  gracefully  greeting  her 
guests.  Grace  and  refinement  were 
seen  in  her  movements.  Luxuriant 
brown  hair  waved  back  from  her  noble 
forehead.  The  marks  of  refinement 
and  wealth  were  seen  in  her  face,  but 
her  eyes — those  beautiful  brown  eyes 
were  blank  and  no  sign  of  recognition 
entered  them  as  she  blankly  gazed  at 
her  husband  and  former  chum.  For 
two  long  years  she  had  been  there. 
The  woman  of  God  was  praying  soft- 
ly— "Oh,  I  plead  Thy  promise.  If  it  is 
Thy  will,  manifest  Thy  glory  just  now. 
Thy  will  be  done!"  And  as  the  woman 
of  God  cried  out,  "Oh,  Betty  Jane," 
the  incredible  occurred — a  flicker  of 
expression  flitted  across  that  face 
that  had  been  blank  for  two  years. 
Tears  streamed  down  the  husband's 
face.  The  woman  of  God  continued  to 
pray  and  as  she  cried,  "Betty  Jane," 
the  woman  stood  poised,  as  a  wolf 
listening  for  the  cry  of  its  mate,  and 
then  as  suddenly  as  reason  tottered 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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SOMEWHERE  IN  ENGLAND 

near  Sister  Harrison: 

I      t  thoueht  I  would  drop  you  a  few 

I  u  LteHBt  to  let  you  know  I  re- 

SvedJSe  January  copy  of  the  Light- 

I  Ch   Pathway  day  before  yesterday.  I 

^ov?  read  most  of  it  already.  I  have 

been  tSing  to  see  which  part  of  the 

frSr  is  the  best  and  so  far  one  is 

P?£  ns  eood  as  the  other.  It  is  all  food 

In  mv  soul.  I  can  say  from  the  bottom 

X?  mv  heart  that  the  Lighted  Pathway 

1    ?<=  the  most  encouraging  magazine  I 

!    have  ever  read.     I     just     praise  the 

t  nrd  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  wish 

it  were  possible  to  have  it  in  the  hands 

of    every    person    under    twenty-one 

years  of  age. 

I  think  it  is  such  an  encouraging 
magazine  for  young  people,  so  I  am 
enclosing  $1.00  for  a  year's  subscrip- 
tion of  the  paper  to  be  sent  to  my 
girl  friend  back  home.  She  is  a  Chris- 
tian and  attends  the  Church  of  God 
at  Schoolfield.  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a 
.  help  to  her. 

I  will  say,  as  I  have  said  before, 
may  God  bless  you  and  your  work.  I 
think  you  are  doing  such  a  wonderful 
work  for  your  Savior.  Please  remem- 
ber me  in  your  prayers.  I  truly  need 
the  prayers  of  Christian  people,  be- 
cause it  is  so  hard  for  me  to  stand  true 
over  here  when  everyone  around  me 
is  pulling  against  me  and  the  Word  of 
God.  I  am  praying  for  you. — A  friend 
in  Jesus'  name,  and  a  lover  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cpl.  Edwin  K.  Hern- 
don. 
P.  S.    I  am  well  and  happy. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  still  getting  the  Lighted  Path- 
ways and  surely  enjoy  reading  them. 
Thanks  to  the  people  who  are  helping 
to  carry  this  wonderful  magazine  to 
the  boys  in  our  Armed  Forces.  As  for 
one,  I  appreciate  it  a  lot.  I  am  sure 
the  rest  of  the  boys  would  tell  you  the 
same,  so  may  God  bless  you  in  this 
work. 

Sister  Harrison,  during  my  stay  in 
North  Carolina  I  have  found  and  visit- 
ed many  churches.  I  have  found  the 
Spirit  of  God  in  all  of  these  churches. 
So  many  of  the  members  tell  me,  "We 
will  be  praying  for  our  boys  in  Serv- 
ice." We  appreciate  each  prayer  of- 
fered up  for  us. 

In  my  visit  to  these  different 
churches  I  have  had  the  opportunity 
of  witnessing  for  my  Lord  for  His  good- 
ness to  me,  which  I  do  praise  God  for. 
I  also  helped  in  one  revival.  I  am  de- 
termined to  do  all  I  can  for  the  Lord. 
If  there  ever  was  a  time  that  we,  as 
Christians,  ought  to  work,  it  is  the 
day  that  we  are  living  in.  It  seems 
that  people  are  turning  away  from 
God  instead  of  turning  to  Him.  There 
is  a  day  coming  that  they  will  wish 
that  they  had  lived  for  God.  Oh,  I  am 
so  happy  that  I  can  feel  the  presence 
of  the  Lord  in  my  soul  right  now.  I 
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am  glad  that  I  am  still  a  Christian. 
May  God  bless  you  in  your  work  is 
my  prayer.— S  |  Sgt.  Herbert  Ambris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  my  first  copy  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  wish  to  tell 
you  that,  beyond  a  doubt,  it  is  the 
best  Christian  publication  I  have  ever 
had  the  pleasure  to  read,  and  I  have 
read  many.  I  am  desirous  of  receiving 
the  Lighted  Pathway  regularly.  If  it 
be  possible  for  you  to  mail  it  to  me,  I 
will  appreciate  it  very  much. 

I  am  a  Christian  and  have  had 
many  wonderful  experiences  in  the 
Master's  service.  I  have  been  overseas 
for  many  months  and  I  found  Jesus 
as  my  personal  Savior  in  North  Africa. 
He  has  been  very  near  and  dear  to 
me  in  the  past  months. 

I  have  a  friend  and  brother  in 
Christ  in  my  unit,  Elbert  Qunean,  who 
has  been  a  great  consolation  to  me. 
His  fellowship  is  valued  more  than  I 
can  put  on  paper.  We  have  prayer 
together  as  regularly  as  possible  and 
find  it  truly  spiritual  bread  to  com- 
mune with  our  Lord. 

I  am  originally  from  Tennessee,  but 
have  lived  in  North  Carolina  most  of 
my  life.  At  present  my  wife  is  living 
at  Asheboro  and  I  expect  to  make  it 
home  after  the  war. 

I  especially  like  the  story  of  "Ra- 
chel" in  May  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
only  read  that  one  installment,  but 
hope  to  be  able  to  finish  it.  Rachel 
certainly  triumphed  over  Satan  and  I 
know  she  will  be  victorious  in  Christ 
in  the  final  issue. — Pfc.  Edwin  E. 
Pearson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  your  paper 
for  several  years  and  it  has  been  a 
blessing  to  me.  It  is  certainly  a  priv- 
ilege to  be  able  to  obtain  a  paper  of 
this  type  since  so  many  of  these  so- 
called  "modern  papers  and  magazines" 
advertise  things  that  are  far  from 
God.  I  should  think  that  if  this  world 
was  as  brave  in  standing  up  and  ad- 
vertising the  Lord  and  His  teachings 
as  it  is  in  advertising  things  that  de- 
moralize the  nation  and  people  there- 
of, this  war,  that  keeps  me  and  mil- 
lions of  others  from  establishing  our 
homes  and  deprives  us  all  of  our  God- 
given  rights,  would  end. 

Yes,  I  believe  as  some  of  these  radio 
programs  state,  "America  back  to 
God,"  but  I  also  believe  it  this  way, 
that  America  will  have  to  come  back 
to  God  in  a  manner  that  they  are  will- 
ing to  stand  up  before  all  and  confess 
the  Lord. 

I  know  that  all  the  persons  who 
know  the  Lord  are  wondering  too,  as 
I  often  do,  why  the  people  of  this  na- 
tion don't  turn  to  the  Lord,  seek  His 
forgiveness  and  He  would  heal  our 
land.  He  did  it  years  and  years  ago, 
and  the  same  God  who  did  it  then  is 
still  on  the  throne  and  is  still  able  to 


do  all  the  things  that  He  did  in  olden 
times. 

Now  in  closing,  I  ask  an  interest  in 
your  prayers,  not  only  for  myself,  but 
for  all  who  are  in  the  Service  of  Uncle 
Sam.— S |  Sgt.  H.  P.  Ford,  Jr.,  304th 
Tech.  Sch.  Sq.,  Miami  Beach,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  will  try  to  tell  you  that  you  are  do- 
ing a  good  work,  and  may  God  bless 
you  in  what  you  are  doing. 

I  am  in  an  Army  camp  where  they 
think  of  anything  and  everything  but 
God.  I  read  in  the  camp  news  where 
they  sold  on  this  post,  above  43,000 
bottles  of  beer  a  day.  But  there  are  a 
few  who  are  shouting  the  praises  of 
God.  We  have  a  holiness  meeting  every 
Monday  night  in  one  of  the  chapels 
and  about  one  hundred  of  us  are  there 
to  testify  for  Jesus.  I  don't  get  to  see 
the  Lighted  Pathway  very  often,  but 
when  I  do  I  enjoy  it  so  much  I  read 
every  word  in  it. 

My  wife  is  very  ill  and  I  want  you 
to  pray  that  God  will  completely  heal 
her  for  His  glory. 

I  want  every  child  of  God  to  pray  for 
me  that  I  may  hold  out  to  the  end  and 
be  found  faithful. — Your  brother  in 
Christ,  Pvt.  John  L.  Case,  34892631,  Co. 
B,  51st  Bn.,  A.S.F.T.  2,  Camp  Barkeley, 
Texas. 

Dear  Friends: 

I  received  your  letter  requesting  my 
address  as  you  had  entered  a  subscrip- 
tion for  one  year  for  me.  I  highly  ap- 
preciate it.  I  enjoy  reading  it  and 
think  it  leads  a  straight  path.  My  folks 
back  home  receive  it  and  try  to  live 
by  its  guiding.  I  know  that  you  all  are 
praying  for  all  of  us  soldier  boys  to 
be  kept  safe  until  we  are  blessed  with 
peace.  Thanks  very  much  for  the  sub- 
scription, it  is  appreciated.  I  hope  we 
can  soon  be  back  in  the  good  old 
U.S.A.  Thank  you. — Yours  truly,  Pfc. 
Lester  Forrister. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  has  been  a  blessing  to  my 
heart  many  times. 

I  am  glad  that  I  have  the  wonderful 
peace  of  God  in  my  heart.  What  would 
this  army  life  be  like  without  Jesus? 
My  only  desire  is  to  live  the  life  for 
my  Master  and  be  a  blessing  to  the 
unsaved.  Please  pray  for  me. — Pvt. 
Sam  Wittmaier. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  enjoyed  a  paper  any 
more  than  I  have  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. Although  I  am  not  a  Christian 
boy,  I  love  to  read  God's  Word  and  at- 
tend church.  My  father  and  mother 
are  members  of  the  Church  of  God 
and  I  hope  to  be  some  day.  I  have 
certainly  appreciated  receiving  the 
Lighted  Pathway  in  the  past.  Words 
cannot  express  my  feelings  and  thanks 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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THE  BENEFIT  OF  CHASTENING 

H.    B.    MUSSELMAN 

The  Psalmist  said,  "Before  I  was 
afflicted  I  went  astray:  but  now  have 
I  kept  thy  word."  "It  is  good  for  me 
that  I  have  been  afflicted;  that  I 
might  learn  thy  statutes"  (Ps.  119:67, 
71). 

God  permits  sorrows  and  trials  as 
He  sees  they  "need  be."  Peter  tells  us, 
"For  a  season,  if  need  be,  ye  are  in 
heaviness  through  manifold  tempta- 
tions" (1  Peter  1:6).  It  is  only  as  God 
sees  it  "need  be,"  for  God  "doth  not 
afflict  willingly  nor  grieve  the  chil- 
dren of  men"  (Lam.  3:33). 

The  very  least  and  the  very  great- 
est sorrows  or  sufferings  that 
befall  us  are  permitted  by  ,  ■  , 
God's  great  love.  He  takes  the 
easiest  possible  route  to  bring 
us  and  lead  us  to  where  our 
.life  is  wholly  yielded  to  His 
divine  will,  and  to  so  live  in 
Christ  Jesus  that  we  can  see 
the  loving  Father's  hand  in 
all  things. 

There  is  great  blessing  and 
glory  in  never  being  offended 
by  the  dealings  of  God  with 
us  and  to  go  through  experi- 
ences and  ways  we  do  not  un- 
derstand, yet  knowing  that 
God's  ways  are  right  and  be- 
lieving and  knowing  "all 
things  work  together  for  good 
to  them  that  love  God,  to 
them  who  are  the  called  ac- 
cording to  his  purpose"  (Rom. 
8:28).  This  is  a  very  familiar 
verse  and  often  quoted;  but 
have  we  learned  it  in  heart, 
and  can  we  rest  in  God,  be- 
lieving that  whatever  comes 
He  will  work  out  all  things  for 
our  good?  "Now  no  chasten- 
ing for  the  present  seemeth 
to    be    joyous,   but    grievous; 


nevertheless  afterward  it  yieldeth  the 
peaceable  fruit  of  righteousness  unto 
them  which  are  exercised  thereby" 
(Heb.  12:11). 

People  say  they  need  exercise  for 
their  physical  body;  so  these  exercises 
of  peculiar  experiences  also  work  out 
for  good  in  our  spiritual  life  "to  them 
that  love  God." 

If  children  of  earthly  parents  could 
see  into  the  future  of  manhood  and 
womanhood,  they  would  understand 
better  and  be  more  thankful  for  chas- 
tisements received  from  their  parents, 
which  at  the  time  is  grievous.  How 
much  more  should  the  children  of  God 
recognize  the  loving  hand  of  God  in 


all  that  comes  into  their  lives  because 
He  is  concerned  in  the  future  welfare 
of  His  children.  To  the  flesh,  some  ex- 
periences are  hard,  but  how  they  draw 
God's  children  to  the  Word  of  God 
and  into  a  closer  and  deeper  fellow- 
ship with  the  blessed  Lord  Jesus.  "Be- 
fore I  was  afflicted  I  went  astray:  but 
now  have  I  kept  thy  word"  (Ps.  119: 
67) ,  and  verse  75,  "I  know,  O  Lord,  that 
thy  judgments  are  right,  and  that  thou 
in  faithfulness  hast  afflicted  me." 


^ 


V, 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
Bnd  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2,4i: 
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SINGING  IN  THE  DARK 

S.  C.  Bredbenner 
"I  call  to  remembrance  my  song  in 
the  night,"  Psa.  77:6. 

The  child  of  God  need  have 
no  fear  in  the  darkest  night. 

It  was  night  when  the 
shepherds  heard  the  good  tid- 
ings of  our  Savior's  birth. 

It  was  a  stormy  night  when 
the  angel  of  God  stood  by 
the  Apostle  Paul,  saying, 
"Fear  not,  Paul."  When  Paul 
and  Silas  were  in  prison  at 
Philippi,  their  backs  having 
been  beaten  with  many  stripes 
and  their  feet  in  stocks,  at 
midnight  they  prayed  and 
sang  praises  unto  God. 

A  good  many  of  God's  dear 
children  learn  to  sing  in  the 
midnight  of  sorrow  and  suf- 
fering. Some  of  the  sweetest 
songs  on  earth  were  sung  by 
martyrs  while  the  flames 
leaped  around  them.  Our 
hearts  do  not  yield  their 
sweetest  music  in  the  gentle 
breezes  of  a  summer  day,  but 
in  the  stormy  winter  of  trial. 

"And  many  a  rapturous  min- 
strel 

Among  the  sons  of  light, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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'COME  THOU   APART  WITH   ME' 

Rev.  Ernest  G.  Wellesley  Wesley 


"Come  thou  apart  with  me  and  rest  awhile," 

Thus  speaks  thy  Lord  to  thee; 
"Come  where  no  thoughts  of  sin  and  self  defile; 

Come  now  and  follow  me. 
I  would  myself,  my  love  to  thee  reveal; 
I  would  thy  wounds,  thy  pain,  thy  sorrow  heal. 
Yet  closer  come  to  me,  my  heart  throbs  feel: 

Come  thou  apart  with  me  and  rest  awhile. 

"Come  thou  apart  with  me,  sit  by  my  side; 

Tell  me  thy  doubts  and  fears. 
Come  with  thy  sin-prone  heart,  with  me  abide; 

I  want  to  dry  thy  tears. 
I  will  make  known  to  thee  all  thou  shouldst  know- 
Truths  deep  and  comforting  to  thee  will  show; 
Guide  where  the  living  floods  do  constant  flow: 

Come  thou  apart  with  me  and  rest  awhile. 


"Come  thou  apart  with  me;  my  hand  holds  thine; 

I  know  where  I  thee  lead. 
Come  to  'my  secret  place,'  with  me  recline; 

I  will  supply  thy  need. 
Come  to  'my  holy  place,'  the  place  of  prayer, 
Cast  all  thy  burdens  down,  keep  not  one  care. 
Fullness  of  joy  and  peace  await  thee  there: 

Come  thou  apart  with  me  and  rest  awhile. 

"Come  thou  apart  with  me,  I  know  the  way; 

All  gloom  shall  quickly  flee. 
Come  where  earth's  deepest  night  doth  end  in  day; 

Trust  all  thy  life  to  me. 
Come  as  thou  art  with  me,  all  I  provide; 
Cease  from  thy  unbelief,  in  me  confide; 
Come  to  thy  refuge  sure,  come  to  abide. 

Come  thou  apart  with  me  and  rest  awhile." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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the  IZMe 

The  Bible,  God's  Word 

R.   A.    Torrey,   who 


— *  . ...    --- 

iusp         The   Rev.   R.   A.    Torrey    who    lost 
»*    2  w    faith  through  reading  the  writings 
ex6  I  SSa  brilliant  skeptic,  found  it  again 
\  hi  studying  the  Word  of  God  He  gave 
?Jn  reason!  why  he  believed  the  Bible 
\k  the  Word  of  God: 

First    on  the  ground  of  the  testi- 
mony of  Jesus  Christ.  ..... 

Second,  on  the  ground  of  its  fulfilled 

pr?hS  on  the  ground  of  the  unity  of 

thFourth,'  on  the  ground  of  the  im- 
measurable superiority  of  the  teach- 
ings of  the  Bible  to  those  of  any  other 
and  all  other  books. 

Fifth  on  the  ground  of  the  history 
of  the  Book,  its  victory  over  attack. 

Sixth,  on  the  ground  of  the  charac- 
ter of  those  who  accept  and  of  those 
who  reject  the  book. 

Seventh,  on  the  ground  of  the  in- 
fluence of  the  Book. 

Eighth,  on  the  ground  of  the  inex- 
haustible depth  of  the  Book. 

Ninth,  on  the  ground  of  the  fact 
that  as  we  grow  in  knowledge  and 
holiness  we  grow  toward  the  Bible. 

Tenth,  on  the  ground  of  the  direct 
testimony  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

God's  Treasure    House 

My  love  for  the  Holy  Bible  and  its 
sacred  truth  is  stronger  and  more  pre- 
cious to  me  at  ninety  than  at  nineteen. 
I  have  no  time  to  cavil  over  the  sacred 
volume  or  raise  questions  about  the 
Word.  I  go  to  the  Book  to  find  God, 
and  man's  relation  to  Him.  There  I  see 
Christ.  The  Book  to  me  is  God's  treas- 
ure house,  and  there  is  nothing  I  love 
better  than  to  have  my  friends  read 
to  me  from  the  sacred  page. 

"The  grass  withereth,  and  the  flower 
thereof  falleth  away:  But  the  word  of 
the  Lord  endureth  forever."  1  Peter 
1:24,  25. —  Fanny  Crosby. 

Can  We  Take  Time  for  the  Bible 

When  the  day  opens  with  so  many 
urgent  demands  and  the  early  hours 
are  crowded  with  duties  from  which 
very  persuasive  temptation  to  let 
the  first  free  moments  of  the  new 
day  be  given  to  other  things — the  do- 
ing of  many  details,  the  reading  of 
the  morning  paper  or  even  a  less  ex- 
acting employment? 

Thus  there  grows  up  a  strong  habit 
of  neglect,  which  finally  becomes  a 
fixed  rule  of  life.  Books  that  deal  with 
Bible  truths  are  still  read;  books  in 
which  the  Bible  ethics  is  always  in  evi- 
dence, either  to  be  accepted  or  re- 
fused; but  the  great  Book  itself  is  not 
systematically  studied.  It  is  not  given 
the  foremost  place  as  the  chief  text- 
book of  life. 

When  one  hears  much  of  the  popu- 
}ar  interpretation  of  the  Bible  served 
to  the  public,  both  from  the  pulpit  and 
xrom  the  press,  he  becomes  aware  of 
the  fact  that  the  Bible  has  been  neg- 
lected,  while   books    about   the  Bible 
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have  become  the  source  of  authority. 
That  old-fashioned  habit  of  read- 
ing the  Bible,  book  by  book,  chapter 
by  chapter,  and  verse  by  verse,  begin- 
ning with  Genesis  and  stopping  only 
with  the  final  disclosures  of  the  Book 
of  Revelation,  is,  after  all,  an  unsur- 
passed method.  If  interruptions  come, 
the  habit  must  still  be  maintained, 
and  the  sacred  record  continued  where 
it  was  last  dropped.  What  a  storehouse 
of  divine  truth  is  thus  gathered  in  one 
single  orderly  year! — The  Presby- 
terian. 

How  To  Study  a  Passage  of 
Scripture 

James  A.  Zellner 

The  way  to  get  the  most  out  of  a 
passage  of  Scripture  is  to  meditate  up- 
on it,  and  to  analyze  it.  The  following 
is  a  sample  analysis: 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 

A  Moment  With   the   Bible 

A  moment  in  the  morning  ere  the 
cares  of  day  begin, 

Ere  the  heart's  wide  door  is  open  for 
the  world  to  enter  in; 

Ah,  then,  alone  with  Jesus,  in  the  si- 
lence of  the  morn, 

In  heavenly  communion  let  the  day's 
plans  then  be  born, 

In  the  quietude  that  blesses  with  a 
prelude  of  repose, 

Let  your  soul  be  soothed  and  softened, 
as  the  dew  revives  the  rose. 

A  moment  in  the  morning,  take  your 

Bible  in  your  hand, 
And  catch  a  glimpse  of  glory  from  the 

peaceful  promised  land; 
It  will  linger  still  before  you  when  you 

seek  the  busy  mart, 
And,  like  flowers  of  hope,  will  blossom 

into  beauty  in  your  heart; 
The  precious  words,  like  jewels,  will 

glisten  all  the  day, 
With  a  rare,  effulgent  glory  that  will 

brighten  all  the  way. 

— Author  unknown. 

that  they  may  see  your  good  works, 
and  glorify  your  Father  which  is  in 
heaven." — Matt.  5:16. 

First,  ask,  "Who  said  this?"  In 
studying  the  context  we  find  that  Je- 
sus said  it.  Therefore  it  is  true.  There 
are  some  things  in  the  Bible  that  the 
devil,  who  is  the  "father  of  lies,"  said. 
The  Bible  gives  an  ACCURATE  record 
of  what  was  said  by  God,  man  and  the 
devil.  Note  carefully  who  makes  the 
statements  which  you  find  in  the 
Bible.  The  Bible  tells  us  that  the  fool 
said,  "There  is  no  God,"  (Ps.  14:1). 
This  statement  is  not  true,  but  it  is 
true  that  the  fool  said  it. 

How  To  Read  the  Bible 

By  John  Sutherland  Bonnell 
In  all  the  literature  of  the  world 
there  is  no  book  that  has  contributed 
so  richly  to  the  upbuilding  of  charac- 


ter and  to  the  serenity  and  peace  of 
the  human  spirit  as  the  Bible.  It  leads 
us  to  God,  and  teaches  us  His  will,  yet 
few  people  know  how  to  read  this  book. 
This  is  true  even  of  many  professing 
Christians  and  church  members. 

One  young  woman,  who  is  a  church 
member,  said  to  me  recently,  "I  never 
read  the  Bible  except  when  I  am  look- 
ing up  a  passage  about  which  I  have 
had  an  argument  with  someone."  A 
young  man  confessed  that  his  mother, 
who  is  now  dead,  had  urged  him  to 
read  the  Bible.  "I  honestly  tried  to  read 
it,"  he  said,  "but  I  couldn't  make  any- 
thing of  it.  I  keep  it  now,"  he  con- 
tinued, "in  the  bottom  of  a  bureau 
drawer.  Maybe  it  helps  some  people, 
but  it  just  doesn't  do  a  thing  for  me." 

Others  make  a  practice  of  reading 
exactly  one  chapter  a  day;  but,  if  you 
press  them  to  tell  you  what  help  they 
get  from  this  reading,  they  are  vague 
and  uncertain. 

There  are  many  reasons  why  one 
might  read  the  Bible.  I  am  most  con- 
cerned, however,  with  Bible-reading  as 
a  practical  guide  to  life.  Here  are  six 
steps  for  the  daily  reading  of  the  Bible 
which  have  proved  to  be  of  definite 
value  to  many  people. 

First:  Commence  with  a  book  of  the 
Bible,  and  continue  to  read  in  small 
installments  in  that  book  until  you 
have  completed  it.  Then  select  another 
book,  and  read  it  through  to  the 
finish.  In  this  way  you  will  not  miss 
any  of  the  searching  messages  of 
God's  Word.  For  this  purpose  the 
Psalms  and  the  New  Testament  will 
be  found  to  be  most  helpful. 

Second:  Keep  on  reading  until  you 
come  to  a  verse  that  you  can  feel  is 
God's  "marching  order"  for  you  for 
that  particular  day. 

Don't  be  afraid  to  mark  your  Bible. 
Underline  that  verse,  and  let  it  search 
every  area  of  your  life.  God's  Spirit 
will  bring  its  truth  to  bear  upon  your 
heart  and  mind.  Carry  that  verse  with 
you  through  the  day.  It  will  be  as  a 
staff  on  your  journey.  In  many  a  try- 
ing hour  it  will  steady  and  inspire  you. 

Third:  Mark  the  place  where  you 
have  finished  reading,  and  commence 
with  the  next  verse  the  following  day. 
It  may  be  advisable  for  you  to  tarry  on 
the  one  verse  for  several  days  or  even 
a  week  until  the  full  implication  of  its 
teaching  has  been  brought  to  bear  up- 
on your  life.  You  will  find  that,  in 
many  cases,  you  may  have  read  ten 
verses  or  fifteen  before  coming  to  the 
one  that  you  feel  is  God's  message  for 
the  day.  On  the  other  hand,  you  may 
have  read  only  four  or  five  verses,  or, 
in  more  exceptional  cases,  only  one. 

Fourth:  Always  preface  your  read- 
ing by  a  brief  prayer  that  God's  Holy 
Spirit  will  bring  the  truth  of  His  Word 
to  bear  upon  your  heart.  As  you  open 
the  Bible  to  read  from  the  place  where 
you  have  left  off  the  previous  day,  ask 
yourself  this  question:  "What  is  God's 
message  for  me  today?" 

Exclude  from  your  mind  every 
thought  of  the  application  of  this  mes- 
sage to  other  persons  whom  you  know 
in  your  own  home  or  among  your  busi- 
ness associates  and  friends.  This  is 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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yourself 


By  Wouter  Van    Garrett 


There  are  four  characters  that  live 
within  you.  There  is  the  person  your 
enemies  think  you  are;  and  there  is 
the  person  your  friends  see  in  you. 
Then,  there  is  the  person  you  think 
yourself  to  be;  and,  last  of  all,  there 
is  the  real  you  whom  God  knows. 
Each  one  may  make  a  definite  con- 
tribution to  the  person  you  want  to 
be;  it  will  depend  largely  upon  how 
you  treat  these  various  characters. 

Let's  take  a  closer  look  at  these 
four  you's.  The  person  your  enemies 
see  in  you  makes  up  a  picture  that 
emphasizes  little  else  but  your  faults, 
and  your  weaknesses,  and  your  short- 
comings. Naturally,  that  is  a  faulty 
picture  and  it  fails  to  do  you  full 
justice;  in  fact,  the  dark  shadows  are 
too  prominent.  The  second  picture 
may  likewise  be  an  untrue  likeness; 
it  is  likely  to  stress  only  the  good 
qualities.  Your  friends  are  usually 
prejudiced  in  your  favor,  and  see  only 
the  best  in  you.  The  third  picture  is 
the  one  you  yourself  are  looking  at, 
and  it  is  likely  to  be  partial.  It  is  al- 
together natural  for  you  to  be  sym- 
pathetic toward  yourself  when  you 
should  be  severe,  and  to  excuse  your- 
self when  you  should  condemn.  The 
person  you  think  yourself  to  be  may 
be  just  as  unreal  as  the  one  others 
think  you  to  be. 

There  is,  however,  one  person  who 
is  genuine,  and  he  is  the  one  God 
knows;  that  person  is  the  real  you. 
Your  heavenly  Father  sees  back  of 
every  failure,  and  weighs  every  mo- 
tive and  every  intention.  He  measures 
success,  not  as  man  might  measure 
it,  but  in  terms  of  real  soul  growth; 
and  His  estimate  of  you  is  worth  more 
than  all  the  others.  It  is  he  who  un- 
derstands; it  is  he  who  is  able  to 
make  the  proper  application  of  sym- 
pathy and  mercy,  as  well  as  judg- 
ment and  condemnation;  and  it  is  he 
who  offers  a  standard  that  is  really 
worth  striving  to  attain. 

Now  just  how  much  importance 
should  you  assign  to  each  one  of  these 
four  creatures  who  live  within  you? 
How  about  the  one  your  enemies 
think  you  to  be?  Well,  you  must  not 
take  this  person  too  seriously,  or  he 
may  lead  you  into  the  depth  of  de- 
spair; but  he  does  have  a  contribution 
to  make.  It  is  this  person  who  can 
make  you  see  your  shortcomings,  and 
inspire  you  to  more  diligent  living. 
You  can  see  in  the  person  your  ene- 
mies think  you  to  be  the  faults  you 
must  correct,  the  weaknesses  you 
must  strengthen,  and  the  mistakes 
you  must  avoid. 

The  person  your  friends  think  you 
to  be  must  be  treated  with  caution. 
It  is  so  easy  to  accept  what  may  be 
flattery  for  justified  praise,  and  to 
consider  yourself  all  your  friends 
claim  for  you.  Instead  of  making  you 


satisfied  with  yourself,  however,  the 
estimate  of  your  friends  should  make 
you  humble.  You  should  try  all  the 
harder  to  be  all  that  they  think  you 
to  be.  There  is  so  much  joy  and  hap- 
piness to  be  derived  from  this  char- 
acter that  you  should  see  in  him  the 
inspiration  for  better  living,  and  for 
higher  standards. 

What  about  the  person  you  think 
yourself  to  be?  He's  a  treacherous 
companion  to  have,  and  you  must  be 
harsh  with  him.  You  may  give  him 
far  too  much  attention,  and  let  him 
become  a  conceited  creature  who  is 
proud  of  his  own  importance.  Better 
take  a  peep  at  the  fellow  your  ene- 
mies think  you  to  be,  now  and  then, 
when  you  face  the  danger  of  getting 
too  proud  of  the  person  you  think  you 
are.  That  will  humble  you  and  tend 
to  set  up  a  proper  estimation  of  your- 
self. 

But  most  important  of  all  is  the 
person  God  knows  you  to  be.  He  is  the 
one  you  want  to  serve,  he  is  the  one 
you  must  strive  to  improve,  and  he  is 
the  one  who  merits  your  best  atten- 
tion. The  person  God  sees  in  you  is  a 
composite  of  all  the  other  pictures, 
added  to  the  deeper  qualities  of  your 
own  nature.  Only  a  heavenly  Father, 
who  sees  beneath  all  that  men  con- 
sider important  and  there  observes 
the  currents  of  human  life  as  they 
surge  back  and  forth  through  the 
human  soul,  is  able  to  know  you  for 
what  you  really  are. 

To  know  and  understand  what  God 
really  sees  in  you,  you  must  get  to 
understand  God,  you  must  learn  to 
know  His  will,  and  you  must  walk  in 
the  way  of  His  Spirit.  That  opens  up 
a  way  of  living  that  surpasses  any 
other  on  earth,  and  it  unfolds  the  hu- 
man soul  so  that  it  can  grow  into 
greater  likeness  to  Him. 

Get  close  to  God,  and  you  will  be- 
come more  and  more  like  what  God 
wants  you  to  be.  And  the  person  your 
enemies  see  in  you  will  begin  to 
change  and,  perhaps  for  many,  will 
gradually  become  the  person  your 
friends  know  you  to  be;  and  the  per- 
son you  think  yourself  to  be  will  grow, 
more  and  more,  into  that  real  you 
who  is  the  person  whom  God  knows. 
— Young  People's  Teacher. 


A  Y.P.E.   Contest   From 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Note:  While  we  cannot  publish 
many  reports  on  account  of  lack  of 
space,  we  are  publishing  this  to  give 
you  some  ideas  for  a  contest  in  your 
church.  We  get  quite  a  few  inquiries 
along  this  line.  God  bless  you,  Car- 
menitta,  and  your  wonderful  group  of 
young  people. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 
I  have  been  planning  for  some  time 


to  write  you  about  our  wonderful 
Y.P.E.  services.  We  have  an  unusually 
large  group  of  young  people  who  are 
always  willing  to  do  everything  they 
can  to  make  our  Y.P.E.  a  success,  and 
truly  it  has  been  a  successful  one.  At 
this  time  we  are  subscribing  for  about 
twenty  rolls  of  Lighted  Pathways 
each  month  and  a  great  work  is  being 
done  by  distributing  them  in  various 
places  such  as  bus  terminals,  depots, 
etc. 

Since  the  Assembly  last  year,  we 
have  taken  up  approximately  $1,000 
in  offerings  in  our  Y.P.E.  services.  The 
Lord  has  blessed  in  such  wonderful 
ways  that  we  would  hardly  know 
where  to  begin  to  praise  Him  for  all 
He  has  done. 

I  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  tell  you  of  the  great  success  in  our 
Y.P.E.  contest.  The  title  of  this  con- 
test is  "The  Holy  Land  Cruise  Con- 
test." When  the  contest  started  it  was 
expected  that  it  would  last  at  least 
six  weeks,  but  much  to  the  surprise 
of  everyone,  it  lasted  only  three  weeks. 
The  results  were  amazing  and  we 
thank  the  Lord  for  it  all.  The  night 
the  contest  started  we  chose  sides. 
The  red  side  was  called  "Alpha"  and 
the  blue  side  "Omega."  When  we 
chose  sides  we  had  a  total  attendance 
of  forty-two  present.  The  night  the 
contest  ended  we  had  a  grand  at- 
tendance of  one  hundred  forty-five. 
Of  this  number  sixty  were  new  mem- 
bers; that  is,  people  who  had  never 
been  in  Y.P.E.  services  here  in  Wash- 
ington. 

The  offering  on  the  first  night  of 
the  contest  was  $38.32,  on  the  last 
night  the  offering  was  $239.40.  The 
grand  total  of  offerings  received  dur- 
ing the  three  weeks  was  $391.07. 

To  encourage  more  reading  of  the 
scriptures,  points  were  given  for  a 
certain  number  of  chapters  read  each 
week  and  it  is  believed  that  there  was 
a  great  amount  of  benefit  derived 
from  this  reading.  Also,  we  wanted  to 
get  together  all  the  coupons  possible 
to  turn  over  to  the  orphanage  and 
points  were  given  for  all  coupons 
turned  in.  The  total  number  collected 
during  the  contest  was  1,111. 

We  all  feel  that  our  labor  has  not 
been  in  vain  and  we  know  that  in 
eternity  all  of  those  who  have  sacri- 
ficed and  labored  will  be  rewarded. 
Throughout  the  contest  there  has 
been  a  spirit  of  real  love  manifested 
and  we  certainly  praise  the  Lord  for 
all  that  has  been  accomplished.  Of 
course,  such  results  would  require 
hard  work  on  the  part  of  everyone 
and  it  can  be  seen  that  everyone  did 
work  very  hard. 

To  God  be  the  glory,  great  things 
He  hath  done. — Carmenitta  Cullers, 
Y.P.E.  president,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Rev.  W.  H.  Horton  is  pastor  of  this 
church. — Editor. 

The  persons  who  love  their  broth- 
ers and  sisters  in  Christ  as  they  should 
will  hold  their  confidence  as  a  piice- 
less  treasure  and  will  make  any  per- 
sonal sacrifice  necessary  to  keep  it. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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FOR  POETRY  LOVERS 


, 


THIS  WOULD  BE  JOY  SUPREME 

Laura  Advene  Sanders 

To  hold  to  my  heart  the  one  I  value 

most, 
To  press  my  lips  against  his  own  and 

know 
This  precious  jewel  would  never  have 

to  go 
To  battle. 

To  look  in  his  eyes  and  have  that  faith 

to  boast 
That  this  small  hand  I'm  holding  now 

in  mine 
Would  be  kept  miles  apart  by  the  One 
Divine 
From  battle. 

To  brush  back  his  hair  while  he  de- 
vours his  toast, 
Then  look  into  his  future  days  ahead 
And  know  that  he  would  never  eat 
the  bread 
Of  battle. 

To  entertain  him — my  precious  little 

host, 
And  know  that  God  would  stop  hate's 

surging  flood, 
Before  my  son  grows  up  to  shed  his 
blood 

In  battle. 


CLOTH-OF-GOLD 

Thomas  Curtis  Clark 

Oh,  who  would  tire  of  earthly  life, 
And  who  would  fretted  be, 

If  all  the  days  could  be  illumed 
By  beauty's  minstrelsy! 

So  I  shall  take  the  pleasant  things, 

And  every  petty  wrong, 
And  weave  them  into  cloth-of-gold, 

And  weaving,  breathe  a  song. 

And  no  event  shall  miss  my  loom, 
Of  joy  or  sorrow  bringing; 

When  death  itself  demands  a  place 
I'll  weave  it  in,  still  singing. 

"NOR  LET  IT  BE  AFRAID" 

(John  14:27) 
Annie  Johnson  Flint 

Though  all  the  earth  be  troubled 

And  men's  hearts  faint  with  fear 
At  dangers  in  the  distance 

And  dangers  drawing  near; 
Though  every  help  should  fail  them 

On  which  their  hopes  are  stayed, 
Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled, 

Nor  let  it  be  afraid. 

Though  all  your  way  be  troubled 
-And  its  foundations  shake, 
-inpugh  raging  sea  shall  thunder 

And  mighty  mountains  quake, 
though  lofty  walls  shall  crumble 
TQAnd.in  the  dust  be  laid, 

Lnoti  your  neart  be  troubled, 

Nor  let  it  be  afraid. 


Though  all  the  world  be  troubled, 

And  bounds  and  landmarks  lost, 
Though  on  the  stormy  billows 

Your  little  bark  is  tossed; 
Though  all  around  be  changing, 

Here  let  your  mind  be  stayed, 
Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled, 

Nor  let  it  be  afraid. 

O  blessed  Word  of  Jesus! 

And  faithful  from  of  old, 
In  which  our  fears  may  vanish, 

To  which  our  trust  may  hold. 
You  shall  not  be  confounded, 

You  shall  not  be  dismayed; 
Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled, 

Nor  let  it  be  afraid. 


SUCH  AS  I  HAVE 

Peter  stood  at  the  temple  gate,  as  the 

cripple  begged  outside; 
"Give  of  your  alms  to  a  needy  one," 

the  helpless  begger  cried; 
But  Peter  was  poor,  as  the  world  holds 

wealth:  no  silver  or  gold  had  he, 
While  the  crowd  dropped  coins  with 

lavish  show,  for  their  fellow  men 

to  see. 
Yet  Peter  stretched  forth  his  empty 

hands  to  answer  the  pleading  call, 
(And  I  think  the  cripple  looked  and 

knew  his  gift  would  excel  them 

all). 
"In  the  name  of  Jesus,  rise  and  walk, 

henceforth  in  health  to  live: 
"Silver  and  gold  have  I  none,"  he  said, 

"But  such  as  I  have  I  give." 
Down  the  ages  the  call  rings  forth  its 

message,  that  all  may  heed, 
Silver  and  gold,  in  this  world  of  ours, 

is  never  the  greatest  need; 
There    are   tears,    and   sorrows,   and 

troubled    hearts    abroad    in    the 

world  today, 
That  all  the  silver  and  gold  on  earth 

never  could  drive  away; 
Every  day  we  may  give  ourselves  in 

friendship  to  those  we  meet. 
The  clasp  of  our  hands,  the  smiles  of 

our  lips,  the  service  of  willing  feet. 
However  small  it  may  seem  to  us,  it 

may  help  some  soul  to  live, 
If  we  mould  our  lives  on  Peter's  rule, 

"Such  as  I  have  I  give." 

— Selected. 


KEEP  SINGING 

Don't  let  the  song  go  out  of  your  life; 

Though  it  chance  sometimes  to  flow 
In  a  minor  strain;  it  will  blend  again 

With  a  major  tone  you  know. 

What  though  shadows  rise  to  obscure 
life's  skies, 
And  hide  for  a  time  the  sun, 
The  sooner  they'll  lift  and  reveal  the 
rift, 
If  you  let  the  melody  run. 

Don't  let  the  song  go  out  of  your  life; 
Though  your  voice  may  have  lost  its 
trill, 
Though  the  tremulous  note  may  die  in 


your  throat, 
Let  it  sing  in  your  spirit  still. 

Don't  let  the  song  go  out  of  your  life; 

Let  it  sing  in  your  soul  while  here; 
And  when  you  go  hence,  'twill  follow 
you  thence, 

And  live  on  in  another  sphere. 

— Selected. 


ALONE 

By  John  B.  Lamer 

Alone,  all  alone  on  the  sad,  wild  sea, 
No  sound — no  thought  pictures  it- 
self to  me. 
Wind  and  waves  rise  and  sweep  high 
o'er  the  main, 
I  look,  I  look  for  a  comforting  strain. 

And  yet,  and  yet,  as  the  years  hasten 
by, 
I  think,  I  think — to  me  all  seems 
awry. 
No  matter,  no  matter,  my  heart  beats 
fast. 

Alive,  alive  in  this  sere  beaten  place, 
My   strength,   my   strength   to   me 

gathers  apace. 
I  love,  I  love  this  wondrous  world  of 

ours; 
Life,    my    life,   is   carried   on    by   its 

hours. 

So   I  live   and  live,  with  increasing 
faith, 
That  His  love,  God's  love,  will  e'er 
make  me  safe. 
Let  me  rest,  safely  rest  on  the  shore 
of  the  sea, 
While    the    good    Lord    sends    His 
blessings  to  me. 


LIFE'S  HIGHWAY 

Rubie  England 

When  we  travel  on  life's  highway, 
For  some  gladness  we  would  seek; 
As  this  highway's  hard  to  travel 
Is  so  narrow,  rough,  and  steep. 

We  make  friendships  on  this  highway, 
Some  to  last  and  some  to  cease; 
But  we  just  keep  on  traveling 
For  the  greater  and  the  least. 

We'll  pass  homes  along  this  highway, 
Where  someone's  in  need  of  care; 
Have  we  time  to  stop  a  moment 
For  the  burdens  we  may  share? 

There's  a  word  that  we  can  whisper, 
And  a  song  that  we  can  sing; 
To  our  neighbor  on  this  highway, 
Some  glad  message  we  can  bring. 

If  we  tarry  for  a  moment 
With  a  soul  that's  weak  and  sad, 
We'll  rejoice  throughout  the  journey 
For  this  moment  that  we  had. 

If  we  smile  at  one  another, 
Though  the  skies  at  times  look  bleak; 
We'll  forget  that  this  great  highway 
Is  so  narrow,  rough,  and  steep. 

— The  Evangelical  Beacon. 


October,  1944 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


WHAT    DO    WE    MEAN    BY 
"ABUNDANT  LIFE"? 

Leader's  Thoughts 

What  may  life  mean?  Some  people's 
view  is  limited  entirely  to  their  own 
family  or  town  or  state  or  denomina- 
tion. They  cannot  see  beyond  the  in- 
terests of  their  group;  they  cannot 
feel  the  needs  of  "outsiders";  they  fail 
to  enjoy  anything  which  is  not  related 
to  their  problems  or  ideas.  Other  peo- 
ple live  in  a  world  as  large  as  the  uni- 
verse. They  are  interested  in  and  in- 
formed about  many  fields  besides  their 
own.  Their  sympathy  extends  to  those 
beyond  their  immediate  family  or  so- 
cial group.  They  are  citizens  of  the 
world. 

Try  several  approaches  to  this 
week's  problems.  Have  some  of  the  so- 
ciety members  think  about  and  give 
their  answers  to  this  question:  "What 
do  I  want  most  in  life?"  Consider  these 
suggestions : 

PEACE 

Many  Christians  are  easily  upset, 
•quickly  discouraged,  and  frequently 
unable  to  work  well  because  they  have 
lost  control  as  the  result  of  some  criti- 
cism or  disagreement.  Jesus  promised 
His  peace  to  His  disciples  when  He  was 
facing  Gethsemane.  Paul  spoke  of  the 
"peace  .  .  .  which  passeth  all  under- 
standing." It  is  an  anchor  for  every 
storm. 

POWER 

You  need  strength  to  meet  hard 
tasks  and  courage  to  stick  to  the  end. 
Many  people  fail  when  an  opportunity 
comes  because  they  have  not  built  up 
sufficient  stamina  to  enable  them  to 
do  hard  work  well.  You  need  power 
to  play  the  man  in  every  situation 
which  you  face.  Paul  may  have 
thought  of  the  key  to  this  when  he 
said,  "I  can  do  all  things  in  him  that 
strengtheneth  me." 

INFLUENCE 

Every  sincere  Christian  wants  to 
make  his  life  count  for  the  greatest 
good  to  the  largest  number  of  people. 
It  is  a  stimulating  experience  to  be 
able  to  wield  a  strong  influence  for 
good  in  an  individual  life  or  a  com- 
munity, to  help  God  in  the  making 
of  men,  to  have  a  part  in  making  Him 
known  to  the  world. 

ADVENTURE 

Each  young  person  who  is  really 
alive  wants  to  be  an  explorer.  Life  for 
the  Christian  may  hold  the  great  ad- 
venture into  fields  and  opportunities 
which  are  always  new  and  unexpected. 
There  are  rich  possibilities  for  great 
friendships,  undreamed-of  experi- 
ences, dangerous  and  discouraging 
hardships,  unknown  trials  to  conquer 
— the  privileges  which  come  only  to 
the  person  for  whom  life  has  not  lost 
its  challenge  and  its  joyousness. 
GROWTH 

No  one  wants  to  stand  still.  Abun- 
dant life  brings  growth  in  ability  to 
meet  problems,  in  power  to  carry  our 
work  gallantly,  in  capacity  to  think 
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deeply  and  clearly,  in  the  acceptance 
of  great  challenges,  in  increasing  ap- 
preciation and  understanding,  in  the 
strength  to  stretch  to  the  far  hori- 
zons. When  growth  stops  life  ends. 

Christ  gives  all  of  these.  His  life  was 
itself  abundantly  lived.  He  offers  that 
same  abundance  to  His  followers.  Per- 
haps there  are  still  other  things  to  add 
to  your  definition  of  the  abundant  life. 

Have  some  one  of  your  young  people 
write  in  his  own  way  the  ten  com- 
mandments for  the  abundant  life. 

How  may  abundant  life  be  obtained? 
Christ  has  promised  it  to  every  follow- 
er. Is  there  anything  that  the  Chris- 
tian must  do  for  himself  in  order  to 
live  abundantly?  See  if  you  can  work 
out  a  code  or  a  guide  for  the  living  of 
an  abundant  life. 

WHAT  HAS  JESUS  DONE  FOR  US? 

John  3:16;  1  Peter  3:18. 
Leader's  Thought 

When  the  Hellgate  Bridge  was  being 
built  over  the  East  River  in  New  York 
the  engineers  came  upon  an  old  dere- 
lict ship  embedded  in  the  river  mud 
just  where  the  foundation  for  one  of 
the  central  piers  was  to  be  prepared. 
No  tugboat  could  be  found  that  was 
able  to  start  the  derelict  from  its  an- 
cient bed  in  the  ooze. 

At  last  one  of  the  workers  took  a 
flatboat  which  had  been  used  to  bring 
stone  down  the  river,  and  he  chained 
it  to  the  sunken  ship  when  the  tide 
was  low.  Then  he  waited  for  the  tide 
to  come  in. 

Slowly  the  rising  tide,  with  all  the 
energy  of  the  ocean  behind  it,  came  up 
under  the  flatboat,  raising  it  inch  by 
inch.  As  it  came  up,  lifted  by  irresisti- 
ble.power,  the  derelict  came  up  with  it 
until  it  was  entirely  out  of  the  mud 
that  held  it. 

There  are  even  greater  forces  than 
the  great  tidal  energies  waiting  for  us. 
No  matter  how  far  down  in  sin  a  man 
has  sunk,  Christ  can  lift  him  out. 

This  power  to  set  the  heart  right,  to 
renew  the  springs  of  action,  Henry 
Drummond  named  among  "the  gifts  of 
Christ."  Drummond  said,  "The  free- 
dom from  guilt,  the  forgiveness  of  sins, 
come  from  Christ's  cross;  the  hope  of 
immortality  springs  from  Christ's 
grave." 

By  His  mighty  power  Jesus  has  given 
us  mastery  over  sin.  A  poor  old  Negro 
was  once  a  hopeless  drunkard,  and  he 
tried  again  and  again  to  get  free,  and 
others  tried  to  help  him,  but  he  could 
not  get  rid  of  his  desire  until  he  was 
converted.  When  he  was  converted 
there  was  a  change;  and  someone  said, 
"So  you  have  got  the  mastery  of  the 
devil  at  last?"  "No,"  he  said  "but  I'se 
got  the  Master  of  the  devil!" 

Those  who  follow  a  Master  like  that 
have  sources  of  power  that  the  world 
knows  nothing  about.  "I  can  do  all 
things  in  him  that  strengtheneth  me." 

Jesus  has  given  us  courage  to  go  on. 
Without  Him  we  try  to  see  into  the 
future  and  fear  fills  our  hearts.  Four- 


teen years  ago  Dr.  E.  Stanley  Jones  k  | 
came  ill  and  could  not  continue  v^x 
work  of  advancing  the  mission^.!? 
cause,  but  he  kept  up  his  courage,  CoiT> 
fident  that  Christ  was  leading. 

Christ  has  made  us  conquerors  ovP  '■ 
foes  within  and  enemies  without 
Kagawa,  of  Japan,  for  example,  \^M 
been  able,  through  Christ,  to  beeoin  - 
a  great  Christian  reformer  in  spite  0« 
circumstances  in  his  early  life  which 
surely  would  have  wrecked  him  if  ^. 
had  not  accepted  Jesus  as  his  Savior ' 

The  topic  gives  an  opportunity  ^ 
emphasize  the  unique  work  of  Christ 
What  has  Jesus  done  for  us  that  rio 
one  or  nothing  else  has  done  or  can 
do?  Try  to  keep  the  discussion  cen, 
tered  on  this.  By  citing  various  in~ 
stances  of  the  power  of  Christ  on 
character,  the  conviction  that  God 
loves  men  should  be  made  stronger 
Someone  has  said    that    in  the  little 

word  "so" — "God  so  loved  the  world" 

there  is  more  than  the  human  mind 
can  grasp.  There  is  concern  for  us 
that  "passeth  understanding." 

Jesus  Saves  Us,  Acts  4:12. 

Jesus  Loves  Us,  Rom.  8:35-39. 

Jesus  Reveals  the  Father,  John  1 :  18. 

Jesus  Reveals  Himself  to  Us,  John 
14:21. 

Jesus  Conquered  Death  for  Us,  2  Tim 
1:8-10. 

Jesus  Gives  Us  Strength  To  Live 
Phil.  4:9-13. 

Distribute  these  scriptures  among 
your  young  people  as  a  subject  for 
their  talks. 


THE  RIGHT  USE  OF  LEISURE  TIME 

Prov.  4:1-19;  6:6-11;  Rom.  12:1,  2. 

Several  years  ago  a  book  was  pub- 
lished, entitled  "How  To  Live  on 
Twenty-four  Hours  a  Day."  Have  you 
stopped  to  realize  how  much  time  is 
yours?  Twenty-four  hours  in  each  day, 
one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  hours  in 
a  week!  What  returns  are  you  realiz- 
ing on  your  investment? Have  you  ever 
experimented  to  determine  what  use 
of  time  would  enable  you  to  live  the 
richest  life,  the  life  of  greatest  effi- 
ciency, most  enjoyment,  fullest  oppor- 
tunity for  service?  Have  you  any  idea 
of  what  becomes  of  your  time?  Try 
keeping  a  record  for  a  few  days,  not- 
ing how  much  time  is  used  for  such 
things  as  these:  school,  sleep,  meals, 
study,  exercise,  recreation,  school  ac- 
tivities, religious  life,  and  time  unac- 
counted for.  Look  over  the  totals  and 
see  if  there  are  some  you  would  like 
to  have  changed. 

HOW  DO  YOU  SPEND  YOUR 
LEISURE? 
Probably  most  of  your  decisions  are 
automatic,  yet  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten 
your  friends  can  tell  you  what  you  will 
be  doing  and  where  you  are!  The  way 
you  use  your  time  is  frequently  an  in- 
dex to  your  character,  therefore  it  is 
of  highest  importance  that  you  decide 
for  yourself  what  principles  shall  de- 
termine the  use  of  your  leisure.  Some 
seek  high  rank  in  school,  others  popu- 
larity, some  to  bring  fame  to  the 
crowd.  None  of  these  may  be  wrong 
in  itself,  but  if  one  becomes  the  cen- 
tral ambition  in  the  use  of  time  its 
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ue  hjj  nrentration  and  the  ability  to  apply 
ionah'Cnine  is  lost.  Jesus  told  His  disciples  to 
!»con  .viice  personal  character  above  every- 
flino-  else  in  life.  He  told  them  to  seek 
5  ove*  F.«rst  his  kingdom,  and  his  righteous- 
*ou*  rtpss"  not  in  order  to  get  "all  things 
'.  hail  Hde'd  unto  them,"  but  because  those 
com?  tho  Place  the  best  things  first  will 
"  y."d  the  others  as  part  of  their  experi- 
ence Notice  that  Jesus'  idea  of  right- 
eousness was  not  prayer  and  fasting, 
hut  right  living  in  all  the  details  of 
Hailv  life — tne  faithful  and  consistent 
life  controlled  by  the  central  motive 
of  loyalty  to  His  kingdom. 

TIME  FOR  SOCIAL  LIFE 
Note  in  this  connection  how  Jesus 
sDent  His  leisure.  You  can  find  Him 
eagerly  sharing  wholesome  social 
pleasure.  He  was  the  honored  guest  at 
a  wedding  feast;  He  dined  frequently 
with  His  friends — Matthew,  the  publi- 
can; Simon,  the  Pharisee;  Zacchaeus, 
the  tax  collector;  Lazarus  and  his  sis- 
ters in  Bethany.  He  found  time  to  play 
with  little  children.  He  loved  the  out- 
doors, and  was  exceedingly  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  habits  of  birds,  flow- 
ers, trees,  and  stars.  He  spent  hours 
in  a  garden  talking  to  His  friends.  He 
talked  with  His  Father  again  and 
again  on  a  hilltop. 

What  should  be  included  in  the  free- 
time  schedule?  "There  were  many 
coming  and  going,  and  they  had  no 
leisure  so  much  as  to  eat" — much  less 
to  pray.  That  might  as  easily  apply  to 
us  today  as  to  the  day  in  the  disciples' 
lives.  Should  there  be  time  definitely 
reserved  for  the  development  of  our 
religious  life?  How  many  excuses  we 
find  for  not  being  able  to  keep  the 
quiet  hour,  or  to  prepare  a  Sunday 
School  lesson,  or  to  take  a  share  in  the 
Y.P.E.  meeting!  Study  Jesus'  parable 
in  Luke  14:16-24.  Excuses  are  so  easy. 
Is  a  special  time  for  religious  life 
necessary?  What  place  should  it  have 
in  each  day? 

TIME  FOR  OTHERS 
Should  there  be  some  time  set  aside 
for  others?  Note  again  how  Jesus  used 
His  time.  Study  one  of  His  days.  Mk.  1 
gives  an  interesting  account.  How  far 
should  that  particular  day's  record  be 
a  guide  for  yours  now?  Some  young 
people  are  content  to  reap  all  the 
benefits  from  church  and  community 
life  and  avoid  any  share  in  carrying 
the  responsibility  of  such  organiza- 
tions. They  are  sponges,  absorbing 
everything  but  making  no  effort  to 
help  or  to  bring  others  to  those  priv- 
ileges. The  real  citizen  of  the  Kingdom 
helps  to  make  the  life  in  his  church 
and  his  city  as  fine  as  possible.  He  is 
never  so  engrossed  in  himself  and  his 
own  pleasure  that  he  forgets  others 
completely. 

Each  day  should  bring  the  enrich- 
ment of  life  through  fellowship  with 
God,  the  mental  stimulus  of  the  class- 
room, and  the  renewal  of  vigor 
through  recreation.  Each  young  person 
must  keep  himself  fit  if  he  wishes  to 
give  the  fair  place  in  life  to  God,  to 
others,  and  to  his  own  work.  Each  one 
owes  it  to  himself  to  develop  at  least 
one  hobby.  A  busy  young  woman  daily 
learns  about  a  new  tree.  Study  your 
own  time  schedule.  Build  an  all-around 
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life  for  yourself  in  order  that  you  may 
truly  live. 

THE    BEST    BOOK   I    HAVE    READ 

Eccl.  12:12;  Acts  19:19. 

While  Henry  Drummond  was  a  stu- 
dent at  Edinburgh  University  he 
wrote:  "The  great  danger  of  reading 
is  superficiality.  Many  read  far  too 
much." 

There  is  value,  then,  in  trying  to 
sift  from  the  chaff  of  a  year's  reading 
one  book  that  seems  to  us  to  be  good 
wheat.  This  process  calls  for  stand- 
ards of  judgment.  So,  before  attempt- 
ing to  separate  the  best  from  the  sec- 
ond-rate books  that  we  have  read,  we 
might  ask  ourselves  a  few  questions. 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  under- 
stand more  clearly  why  we  are  here 
in  the  world? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  under- 
stand myself  and  given  me  practical 
hints  for  organizing  myself? 

What  book  has  helped  to  push  back 
the  walls  of  ignorance  and  increased 
my  knowledge  of  the  universe? 

What  book  has  increased  my  appre- 
ciation of  beauty  of  sound,  form,  and 
color? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  find 
a  worthy  escape  from  the  world  of 
things,  immediacy,  and  noise? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  see 
that  true  riches  are  not  in  what  a  per- 
son has  but  in  what  a  person  is? 

What  book  has  helped  to  show  me 
how  to  be  happy  and  how  to  make 
others  happy? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  know 
more  perfectly  who  God  is  and  how 
great  His  love  is? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  see 
that  all  men  are  brothers  and  should 
be  at  peace  with  one  another? 

What  book  has  helped  me  to  put  a 
higher  value  on  the  great  gift  of  life 
which  God  has  entrusted  to  me? 
THE   PERFECT  YARDSTICK 

Put  the  books  you  have  read  to  these 
tests  and  do  as  John  Wesley  did.  He 
read  every  book  that  was  worth  read- 
ing, and  then  he  applied  to  them  the 
perfect  yardstick,  the  Book  of  books. 

The  Bible  is  the  measure  of  all 
books  for  the  following  reasons:  "the 
heavenliness  of  the  matter,  the  effi- 
cacy of  the  doctrine,  the  majesty  of 
the  style,  the  consent  of  all  the  parts, 
the  scope  of  the  whole,  (which  is  to 
give  all  glory  to  God) ,  the  full  dis- 
covery it  makes  of  the  only  way  of 
man's  salvation,  the  many  other  in- 
comparable excellencies,  and  the  en- 
tire perfection  thereof." 
FICTION 

How  good  are  some  of  the  novels 
that  you  have  read  when  you  bring 
them  alongside  this  measuring  stick? 
Do  not  misunderstand  the  question.  It 
is  not  intended  to  condemn  all  fiction. 
What  a  world  of  good  has  been  done 
by  some  fiction.  But  not  all  fiction 
writers  know  God.  You  may  search  the 
pages  of  some  of  the  modern  books  of 
fiction  and  you  will  not  find  any  men- 
tion of  God. 

An  effort  to  select  the  best  book  read 
during  the  year  may  result  in  the  dis- 
covery that  even  though  the  fiction 
we  have  been  reading  is  not  bad,  we 


have  been  wasting  our  time  that 
should  be  spent  in  exploring  other 
large  and  satisfying  areas  of  liter- 
ature, such  as  histories,  biographies, 
devotional  books  that  will  deepen  our 
spiritual  life. 

Note:  If  you  are  not  in  the  habit 
of  reading  we  hope  this  lesson  will 
cause  you  to  begin  now.  The  leader 
might  ask  some  of  the  young  people 
to  review  some  book  they  have  read 
and  make  a  brief  talk  about  it.  Boys 
and  girls,  if  the  Y.P.E.  doesn't  cause 
you  to  study,  then  it  is  a  failure.  You 
can  learn  much  through  the  reading 
of  good  books. 


HOW  TO  READ  THE  BIBLE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
God's  message  for  you.  The  power  of 
God's  message  to  your  own  life,  and 
yours  alone,  will  come  slowly.  It  will 
increase  with  your  growth  in  spiritual 
discipline. 

If  you  preserve  your  daily  reading, 
you  will  be  given  messages  that  will 
meet  the  deepest  needs  of  your  life; 
that  will  send  you  forth  to  face  the 
experiences  of  the  day  with  head  erect 
and  a  brave  heart.  I  predict,  too,  that 
sometimes  you  will  be  startled  by  what 
God  will  say  to  you  in  the  morning. 


THE  FRUIT  OF  THE  SPIRIT 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

says  that  without  it  you  can  speak 
with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of  an- 
gels and  your  testimonies  will  return 
like  boomerangs  to  strike  you  under 
conviction.  He  says  that  unless  you 
possess  it  you  might  give  a  lot  and 
yet  you  give  nothing.  He  declares 
that  minus  this  love  you  might 
preach  as  no  other  preacher  ever  has 
preached,  as  far  as  vocabulary  and 
oratory  are  concerned,  yet  your  words 
keep  falling,  falling,  falling  into  the 
bottomless  pit  of  oblivion.  Professor 
Henry  Drummond  said,  "It  is  the 
greatest  thing  in  the  world."  I  declare 
unto  you  it  is  the  greatest  thing  in 
eternity.  It  is  the  selfsame  love  that 
sent  Jesus  from  the  sinless  realms  of 
an  eternal  glory  to  die  on  Calvary's 
cross.  It  is  that  love  that  God  crowds 
into  the  human  heart  until  when  we 
live  in  the  Spirit  and  walk  in  the 
Spirit,  even  the  sinful  creatures  of 
time  will  exclaim,  "See  how  these 
Christians  love." 

You  tell  me  that  you  can  develop 
that  love  yourself?  It  is  sacrilege  to 
intimate  it.  You  tell  me  that  you  can 
follow  the  false  testing  of  these  peril- 
ous days  and  develop  a  love  of  that 
nature  and  strength  and  quality? 
Down  on  your  knees,  O  man!  Sink  be- 
fore an  infinite  God  and  cry  out  in 
your  utter  helplessness  for  His  pres- 
ence. When  He  comes  He  grows  His 
own  fruit.  He  manifests  not  you,  but 
He  manifests  Himself.  Hallelujah,  it 
is  love  shed  abroad  in  the  heart  by 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

(Continued  in  next  issue) 


Our  estimate  of  the  value  of  time  is 
determined  by  the  way  we  use  it. 
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LETTERS  FROM  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

to  those  who  have  made  it  possible 
for  us  soldiers  to  have  the  paper. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  entire 
staff,  and  many  thanks  for  the  re- 
newal of  my  subscription.  —  S|Sgt. 
Grover  C.  Fannin. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Received  your  letter  the  other  day 
and  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  We  enjoy  your  paper  very 
much.  Over  here  in  New  Guinea  such 
good  papers  are  few  and  far  between. 
Your  paper  always  has  such  good 
stories  and  many  things  to  comfort 
our  hearts.  We  can  hardly  wait  until 
the  next  copy  comes.  It  may  take  it 
a  few  months  to  get  here,  but  it  is  re- 
ceived with  gladness  and  blesses  our 
souls  when  it  does  come.  Pray  much 
for  all  of  us  boys  in  Service.  —  Cpl. 
Roby  King. 


Lighted  Pathways  for  Men  in 
Service,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
service  for  August. 


South  Carolina 

Illinois  

Missouri 

Georgia   

Maryland 

Florida    

Pennsylvania 

Virginia  

Texas  


Kentucky    

Ohio   

Delaware  

West  Virginia 
California 


South  Dakota 

Washington,  D.  C. 
New  York  


North  Carolina 

Arkansas  

North  Dakota  _ 

Mississippi 

Iowa  


Tennessee 
Minnesota 


$118.07 
.  32.50 
.  27.40 
_  11.75 
.  11.40 
.  11.00 
.  10.05 
.      9.50 

-  9.40 

-  7.00 
7.00 
5.00 
4.00 
3.70 
3.00 
2.10 
2.00 
2.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 

.10 


$281.97 


Bound   Lighted   Pathways 

If  you  want  a  bound  Lighted  Path- 
way book,  send  in  your  order  at  once. 
They  will  be  ready  within  a  few  days. 
A  better  birthday  or  Christmas  pres- 
ent could  not  be  found.  You  will  find 
them  valuable  down  through  the  years 
in  preparing  your  programs  for  your 
church  work.  Don't  fail  to  get  one  each 
year.  We  will  have  only  one  hundred 
of  them.  You  will  need  to  get  your 
order  in  at  once.  Price  $1.00.  Order 
from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. — Editor. 


Telling  what  we  ought  to  tell  to 
whom  we  ought  to  tell  it  and  to  no 
other,  is  an  art  that  few  have  learned 
and  fewer  practice. 

[Page  16] 


August  Honor  Roll 

Mae  Truett,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Mich. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 


badly.  Maybe  Edna  was  right,  ann 
need  not  be  so  particular.  '< 

"Thank  you,  Edna,"  she  saifl 
slipped  the  little  comb  into  her  poJ^ 
Somehow  she  didn't  feel  as  goon  ^ 


U<5H 
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Special  Notice 

Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  super- 
intendents, please  send  us  your  names 
and  addresses.  We  will  need  the  new 
list  for  this  Assembly  year  at  an  early 
date.  Please  cooperate  with  us  and  let 
us  know  who  you  are. — Editor. 

August  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

self-seeking  in  that.  But  try  it  out 
and  discover  for  yourself  the  riches  of 
satisfaction  that  result. 

For  many  years  the  celebrated 
archaeologist,  Flinders  Petrie,  has 
been  engaged  in  digging  up  the  re- 
mains of  the  past  and  bringing  to 
light  the  story  of  the  ancients.  The 
only  time  that  he  ever  put  his  name 
on  a  monument  which  he  unearthed 
was  when  chalking  on  the  bottom  of 
the  sarcophagus  of  Khufu  in  the 
Gizeh  pyramid,  in  Egypt.  He  sus- 
pects that  his  name  there  may  last  a 
few  thousand  years. 

This  is  one  way  in  which  to  make 
your  name  last.  But  the  surest  way 
is  to  write  your  name  in  the  hearts  of 
others.  If  you  live  nobly,  speak  the 
truth  and  seek  to  point  others  to  the 
high  goals  of  life,  you  will  stamp  your 
name  upon  the  imperishable  tablets 
of  their  lives.  Granite  and  bronze  will 
crumble  and  rust  away,  but  a  soul  lives 
on  through  endless  ages. 

Are  you  writing  your  name  in  the 
hearts  of  others?  You  may  write  it  for 
good  or  for  bad.  A  bad  influence  will 
live  on  throughout  time  and  eternity. 
God  help  us  to  stop  and  think  seri- 
ously about  this  question  and  may  he 
begin  right  now  to  write  our  names 
in  the  hearts  of  men.  Don't  forget  the 
little  children.  I'd  rather  write  my 
name  in  the  heart  of  a  little  child 
and  see  him  or  her  grow  up  to  know 
and  love  God  through  my  influence 
than  to  do  the  things  that  men  con- 
sider great  in  this  world. 

Don't  fail  to  read  our  Father  and 
Mother's  Page  in  each  issue. 


AriZ. 


her  new  possession  as  she  had  thoiwS 
she  would.  &., 

"My!    Margaret,  you   were   a   i0 1 
time,"  her  mother  chided,  taking  ^  (>lif ' 
can.  "Run  and  set  the  table  now.''   ■  onacl 

Margaret    was    thoughtful    duri     Co10- 
supper.  Later  in  the  evening  when  iv&  C°? 

■  pel- 


went  to  bed  she  took  the  comb  out 

her  pocket  and  looked  at  it.  "MavS    ^la 

I'll  feel  better  about  it  in  the  mo^' 


she  thought  to  herself. 


MARGARET'S  TEMPTATION 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

if  you're  afraid,"  and  Edna  darted  in- 
to the  store. 

"See!  Isn't  it  a  beauty?"  she  said 
a  moment  later,  holding  out  the 
comb.  "I  wish  I  had  bought  one,  too, 
instead  of  so  much  candy." 

Margaret  took  the  comb  slowly.  It 
was  pretty,  and  she  had  wanted  it  so 
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ing,        one     H1UUSU1,     VU    IICIOCII.         i!|    j. 

it  under  my  pillow  so  I  can  touch  It , 

Soon  she  dropped  off  to  sleep;  b'1  Vnd- 
she  dreamed  that  the  comb  had  gro^i    lowa 
to  be  a  giant.  It  chased  her  and  chased    &an' 
her.  She  ran  on  and  on  until  she  ^J;    jcy. 
very   tired.   All    at   once    a   big   hole    ka- 
seemed  to  appear  in  front  of  her;  she    Ma*n 
tumbled  into  it,  and  woke  up  with  a!    l^asS 
scream.   Mother  came  hurrying  int0 
the  room,  and  asked, 

"What  is  the  matter,  dear?" 

"O  mother,  I  had  the  worst  dream' 
I've  been  such  a  bad  girl,"  Margaret 
sobbed. 

"Tell  me  about  it,"  Mother  said 
softly. 

Margaret  told  her  the  story.  Mother  . 
looked   very   thoughtful,    and   finally 
said — 

"I  don't  believe,  dear,  that  you  will ' 
ever  do  this  again.  You  must  remem- ' 
ber  that  Edna  has  not  been  taught  as  ; 
you  have.  She  does  not  go  to  Sunday  > 
School.  We  must  help  her  to  see  < 
the  difference  between  right  and 
wrong.  You  keep  the  little  comb,  and  j 
it  will  help  you  to  remember  this  I 
temptation  whenever  you  look  at  it.  [ 
Tomorrow  you  can  explain  to  Edna  j 
that  Jesus  calls  those  things  stealing  j 
and  lying." 

"I  will,  Mother,  and  I'm  sure  she  j 
will  understand,"  Margaret  said,  hap- 
py and  relieved. — Author  Unknown. 
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A  True  Christian  Citizen 

When  Jacob  Riis  became  a  news- 
paper reporter  in  New  York  City,  he 
had  experienced  the  dreadfulness  of 
life  in  the  tenements.  Because  he  was 
so  familiar  with  the  cruelty  and  suf- 
fering, he  wanted  to  make  things  bet- 
ter and  so  decided  to  enter  the  minis- 
try. A  friend  with  whom  he  discussed 
the  matter  said,  "God  needs  Christian 
reporters  as  much  as  ministers."  This 
remark  so  impressed  Jacob  Riis  that 
he  decided  to  dedicate  himself  as  a 
reporter  to  the  Lord's  work.  Through 
his  zeal  tenements  were  torn  down 
and  rebuilt  in  sanitary  fashion.  Year 
after  year  he  kept  up  the  fight  until 
at  his  death  he  had  accomplished 
more  than  anyone  else  to  make  liv- 
ing sanitary  and  comfortable  for  the 
poor  of  the  city. 
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When  the  heart  is  full  of  love 
the  life  will  be  full  of  service  to 
man  and  the  tongue  full  of  praises 
to  God. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


bles  upward.  God  loves  His  children  so 
much  that  He  allows  them  to  suffer; 
and  when  they  question  or  murmur, 
they  are  out  of  tune.  God's  will  is,  "In 
every  thing  give  thanks."  Then  in 
love  and  mercy  He  lets  something 
come  to  wring  their  heartstrings  till 
they  almost  snap  with  tension,  but 
He  knows,  and  strikes  again  and 
again,  and  bends  over  His  chastened 
children  with  yearning  love  to  hear 
the  sweet  strains  of  "Thy  will,  oh,  my 
Father,  not  mine."  The  words  of 
David,  "Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul," 
must  have  been  sweet  music  to  the 
ear  of  God. 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

him  strangely. 

"If  Christ,"  he  mused,  "ever  comes 
back  to  earth  again,  surely,  surely  He 
will  deliver  it  from  such  want  and 
misery  as  that!" 

He  paused  and  looked  back  at  the 
woman.  Her  face  was  buried  in  her 
hands.  Her  form  was  shaking  with 
sobs.  Curiosity  tempted  him  to  go 
back. 

As  he  came  abreast  of  her,  a  child, 
a  girl  about  nine,  barefooted  and 
tired-looking,  was  saying  to  the  wom- 
an, "What's  the  matter,  missis? 
Wouldn't  that  swell  giv'yer  nuffink 
w'en  yer  arst  'im?" 

"Give  me  nothing?"  The  woman 
glanced  down  at  the  child.  "Why,  he 
is  kinder  than  Gawd,  fur  he  give  me  a 
shilling!" 

At  this  Tom  Hammond  hurried 
away. 

"Kinder  than  God!"  he  murmured. 
"Oh,  God,  that  we  should  have  it  in 
our  power  to  buy  such  happiness  for 
so  small  a  sum!" 

"Kinder  than  God,"  he  repeated  to 
himself.  He  was  now  mounting  the 
granite  steps  to  the  bridge.  "Of 
course,  one  knows  better;  yet  how  dif- 
ficult of  proof  it  would  become,  if  one 
had  to  explain  it  to  that  poor  soul, 
and  to  the  thousands  like  her  in  this 
great  city!" 

For  the  first  time  since  leaving  Sir 
Archibald  his  own  joy  was  forgotten. 
The  awful  problem  of  the  London's 
destitution  had  supplanted  London's 
beauty  in  his  thoughts. 

"Only  nine  hours!" 

Tom  Hammond  laughed  amusedly 
at  his  own  murmured  thought.  It 
seemed  ridiculous  almost  to  try  to  be- 
lieve that  only  nine  hours  before  he 
had  been  a  discharged  journalist, 
while  now  he  was  at  the  head  of  what 
he  knew  would  be  the  greatest  jour- 
nalistic venture  London  —  yea,  the 
world — had  ever  seen. 

He  had  just  dined.  He  felt  that  he 
wanted  some  kind  of  movement,  some 
distraction,  to  relieve  the  tension.  He 
was  in  that  frame  of  mind  when  some 
kind  of  adventure  was  necessary,  al- 
though he  did  not  tell  himself,  this, 
being  hardly  conscious  of  his  own 
need.  He  knew  that  the  haunts  of  his 
fellows — club,  theatre,  music-hall — 
would  only  serve  to  irritate  him.  Some 
instinct  turned  his  feet  riverwards. 


It  was  now  a  quarter  past  seven 
o'clock.  Night  had  fallen  upon  London. 
Tom  Hammond  crossed  the  great  Hol- 
born  thoroughfare.  The  heavier  traf- 
fic of  London's  commercial  life  had 
almost  ceased.  The  omnibuses  going 
west  were  filled  with  theatregoers,  and 
other  pleasure-seekers.  Hansoms  flit- 
ted swiftly  either  way,  each  holding  a 
man  and  a  woman  in  evening  dress. 

Having  crossed  the  roadway,  he 
paused  for  a  moment  at  the  corner  of 
Chancery  Lane,  and  let  his  eye  take 
in  all  the  scene.  And  again  Le  Gal- 
lienne  came  to  his  mind,  and  he  soft- 
ly murmured: 

"Ah!  London!  London!  our  delight, 
Great  flower  that  opens  but  at  night, 
Great  city  of  the  midnight  sun, 
Whose  day  begins  when  day  is  done. 

"Lamp  after  lamp  against  the  sky 
Opens  a  sudden  beaming  eye, 
Leaping  alight  on  every  hand, 
The  iron  lilies  of  the  Strand, 

"Like  dragonflies  the  hansoms  hover 
With    jewelled    eyes    to    catch   the 

lover; 
The  streets  are  full  of  lights  and 

loves, 
Soft   gowns   and   flutter    of   soiled 

doves." 

He  turned  with  a  faint  sigh,  and 
began  to  pass  on  down  Chancery 
Lane. 

"Oh,  London!"  he  mused,  "thy  sur- 
face may  be  wonderful  and  beautiful; 
but  below — what  are  you  below  the 
surface?" 

"The  human  moths  about  the  light 
Dash  and  cling  in  dazed  delight; 
And  burn  and  laugh,  the  world  and 

wife, 
For  this  is  London,  this  is  life! 

"Upon  thy  petals  butterflies, 
But  at  thy  root,  some  say,  there  lies 
A  world  of  weeping,  trodden  things, 
Poor  worms  that  have  not  eyes  or 
wings." 

He  moved  onwards  in  the  direction 
of  the  Law  Courts.  Presently  he 
neared  the  Waterloo  Bridge  approach. 
He  had,  all  unrealized  by  himself, 
since  he  left  the  restaurant  where  he 
had  dined,  been  walking  towards  the 
river.  A  moment  or  two  after,  and  he 
was  leaning  on  the  parapet  of  the 
bridge,  looking  down  into  the  dark 
waters.  Sluggish,  oil-like  in  appear- 
ance, as  seen  in  the  dull  gleam  of  the 
lamps,  the  river  moved  seawards.  A 
sudden  longing  to  get  out  upon  those 
dark  waters  came  to  him. 

"If  only ,"  he  mused.  Then,  turn- 
ing briskly,  he  came  face  to  face  with 
a  man  in  a  blue  guernsey,  who  was 
crossing  the  bridge.  It  was  the  very 
man  of  his  half-uttered  thought.  "If 
only  I  could  run  up  against  Bob  Car- 
ter!" he  had  almost  said. 

"Good  evening,  Mister  Ham'nd." 
The  man  in  the  guernsey  saluted  with 
a  thick,  tar-stained  forefinger  as  he 
recognized  Tom  Hammond. 

"Good  evening,  Carter."  Hammond 


oars.  Hammond  had  known  the 
about   a   year.   He   had   done   hin{ 
kindness    that    the    waterman 
never  forgotten. 


laughed  as  he  added,  "I  was  just  wi , 
ing   I   could   meet   you,   for   I   feiS'**' 
should  like  to  get  out  on  the  river,,  f 

"I'm  jes'  going  as  fur  as  Larrup.  • 
sir.  Ef  yer  likes  ter  go  wif  me,  yQ,li? 
do  me  proud,  sir;  yer  know  that  V 
knows!"  >W 

A  few  minutes  later  the  two  ^ 
sat  in  Carter's  boat.  Hammond,  in  n»u<1! 
stern,  was  steering.  The  man  Carte ' 
on  the  first  thwart,  manipulated  n.1 

"Aw'd  go  to  ther  world's  end  for  ye> ' 
sir,"  he  had  often  said  since. 

The  man  was  ordinarily  a  she™ 
companion,  and  tonight  after  a  fei 
exchanged  words  between  the  pair,  a 
was  as  silent  as  usual. 

Down    the    wide,    turgid    river   tMPr 
boat,  propelled  by  Carter's  two  oars 
shot  jerkily,  the  rise  and  fall  of  +he 
glow  in  the  rower's  pipe-bowl  synchro, 
nizing  with  the  lift  and  dip  of  the  oars 

Hammond  enjoyed  the  silence. 
There  was  a  weirdness  about  this 
night  trip  on  the  river  that  fitted  in 
with  his  mood.  His  brain  had  been 
considerably  overwrought  that  day. 
The  quiet  row  was  beginning  to  soothe 
the  overwrought  nerves.  Where  he  sat 
in  the  stern  of  the  boat,  he  faced  the 
clock-tower  at  Westminster.  The 
gleaming  windows  of  the  great  em- 
bankment hotels  lay  behind  him.  A 
myriad  electric  lights  were  on  his 
right  hand.  The  gloom  and  darkness 
of  the  unlighted  wharfage  on  the 
Surrey  side  were  on  his  left. 

Only  by  a  waterway  miracle  Car- 
ter cleared  an  anchored  barge  that, 
defying  the  laws  of  the  river,  carried 
no  warning  light. 

The  man  Carter  growled.  "They 
oughter  do  a  stretch  in  Portlan' 
or  Dartmoor  fur  breakin'  the  lor. 
There's  many  a  'onest  waterman  whose 
boat's  foun'  bottom-up,  or  smashed 
to  smithereens,  an'  whose  body's 
foun',  or  isn't,  jes'  as  the  case  may 
be,  all  becos'  they  lazy  houn's  is  too 
'ide-boun'  to  light  a  lamp." 

His  growl  died  away  in  his  throat. 
The  glowing  fire  of  his  pipe  rose  and 
fell  quicker  than  ever,  telling  of  a 
fierce  anger  burning  within  him. 

Ssh!"  he  hissed.  Hammond  saw  that 
his  face  was  turned  shorewards.  He 
heaved  aft  towards  Hammond,  and 
whispered,  "Kin  yer  see  that  woman, 
sir?"  He  jerked  his  chin  in  the  direc- 
tion of  a  line  of  moored  barges. 

Hammond  had  turned  his  head,  and 
could  plainly  discern  the  form  of  a 
woman  standing  on  the  edge  of  the 
outer  barge  of  the  cluster. 

The  men  in  the  boat  sat  still,  but 
watchful. 

"Do  she  mean  sooerside,  sir?"  whis- 
pered Carter.  "Looks  like  it,  sir.  Don't 
make  a  soun'." 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  woman  leaped 
into  the  air.  There  was  a  low  scream, 
a  splash,  a  leap  of  foam  flashed  dully 
for  one  instant,  then  all  was  still 
again. 

(To  be  continued) 
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T    ■  '    million  dollars  is  spent  for  li- 

Lofby^iXers  in  the  United  States 

Ivery  day. 

.  c1irvev  shows  that  Nevada  led  the 
■  dinner  capita  beer  consump- 
tion 1943  with  a  record  of  25.4  gal- 
IJn"  lwhile  Alabama  ranked  last  with 

l#g  gallons.  

Wasted  Grain 

Tf  is  estimated  that  the  grain  used 
the  American  manufacturers  of 
r stilled  and  fermented  liquors  would 
Krnvide  more  than  ten  million  loaves 
*N  bread  a  day  for  the  underfed  at 
^4iionie  or  in  shattered  countries  of  the 
■world.  

The  Cost  of  Killing 

When  Julius  Caesar  went  forth  to 
t  war  the  average  expense  involved  in 
killing  an  enemy  soldier  was  18  cents. 
In  the  first  World  War,  the  average 
cost  of  killing  a  combatant  was  $18,- 
000  At  the  beginning  of  the  present 
World  War,  the  cost  was  estimated  to 
be  $52,000— hundreds  of  times  as  much 
as  it  costs  to  have  revival' campaigns 
to  get  souls  saved  in  our  churches. — 
Exchange. 

Your  Baby  Owes  $2,000 

On  January  30  next,  when  the  pres- 
ent Administration  finishes  its  twelfth 
year,  the  national  debt  will  reach  a 
total  of  about  $258,000,000,000.  That 
means  that  a  payment  of  $1,962  by 
every  man,  woman  and  child  in  the 
land  would  be  required  to  "lift"  this 
invisible  mortgage.  So  your  baby, 
born  today,  finds  himself  saddled  with 
practically  $2,000  of  the  national  debt. 

Representative  Pettengill,  "the 
Gentleman  from  Indiana,"  says  that 
if  you  own  a  home  or  farm  assessed 
at  $4,000  "the  average  share  of  the 
debt  against  your  property  will  be  $8,- 
000.  But  you  can't  cut  the  debt  in 
two  by  surrendering  the  property  and 
moving  away.  You  and  your  children 
must  stay  and  work  it  out." 

Robots  Damage 

EDINBURGH,  Aug.  1.— The  out- 
standing feature  of  the  past  month  so 
far  as  life  in  Britain  is  concerned  has 
been  the  effects  of  the  "doodle-bugs," 
"buzz-bombs"  or  "flying  bombs,"  as 
they  are  variously  called.  It  is  not 
judged  advisable  to  publish  much 
about  the  havoc  they  have  wrought, 
but  statistics  just  given  out  show 
(that  about  17,000  houses  have  been 
totally  destroyed  and  about  800,000 
i  damaged.  Of  the  latter,  over  600,000 
have  already  been  made  habitable 
again.  As  a  consequence  of  this  devas- 
tation nearly  a  million  people  have 
been  evacuated  from  London  and 
other  danger  zones.  Some  thousands 
nave  come  to  Scotland,  and  strenu- 
ous and  so  far  fully  successful,  ef- 
forts have  been  made  to  find  hospi- 


tality for  them.  The  result,  of  course 
is  that  in  both  town  and  country 
Scotland  is  decidedly  overcrowded. 
Holiday  quarters  are  almost  impos- 
sible to  get  and  the  great  majority  of 
people  have  to  content  themselves 
with  spending  their  holidays  in  their 
own  homes.  —  Correspondence  from 
Scotland. 

How  Strong   Is  Protestantism? 

Protestantism  may  not  really  be  as 
strong  as  our  annual  increases  in 
membership  indicate.  Other  yardsticks 
must  be  applied  if  the  church  is  not  to 
become  a  victim  of  overconfidence. 
Here  is  one  question  that  should  be 
asked:  Are  the  churches  growing  in 
power  faster  than  the  spirit  of  secu- 
larism is  growing?  Secularism  is  the 
antithesis  of  Christian  faith.  During 
more  than  a  half-century,  it  has  made 
startling  headway  in  Western  society 
— among  both  the  "intelligentsia"  and 
the  masses  of  the  people.  In  the  face 
of  this  growth  of  secularism  the 
church  can  hardly  claim  to  be  getting 
stronger.  Another  question:  Is  Protes- 
tantism growing  in  power  faster  than 
Roman  Catholicism?  The  answer  is  at 
least  dubious.  The  Roman  church  has 
attained  a  position  in  the  political  and 
social  life  of  the  nation  far  beyond 
that  which  it  enjoyed  a  half -century 
ago.  In  the  Northern  states,  the  pub- 
lic prestige  of  Protestantism  no  longer 
enjoys  a  clear  ascendancy.  A  third 
question:  Are  the  forces  of  disintegra- 
tion which  operate  on  the  fringes  of 
all  our  churches — the  new  sects  that 
are  springing  up  —  more  potent  in 
weakening  Protestantism  than  are  the 
integrative  forces  in  strengthening  it? 
And  a  final  question:  Is  Protestantism 
developing  stout  and  intelligent  con- 
victions in  its  members  or  is  it  living 
on  the  momentum  of  their  fathers' — 
or  grandfathers'  —  faith?  These  and 
other  questions  like  them  suggest  the 
criteria  by  which  the  growth  and  pres- 
ent strength  of  Protestantism  should 
be  measured. — The  Pulpit. 

Presidents 

We  sometimes  wonder  if  it  is  neces- 
sary for  all  Presidents  to  be  lawyers. 
The  Constitution  does  not  specify  any 
profession.  Twenty-two  of  the  thirty- 
one  men  who  have  been  elected  Presi- 
dent have  been  attorneys  —  John 
Adams,  Jefferson,  Madison,  Monroe, 
John  Quincy  Adams,  Jackson,  Van  Bu- 
ren,  Tyler,  Polk,  Fillmore,  Pierce, 
Buchanan,  Lincoln,  Hays,  Garfield, 
Cleveland,  Benjamin  Harrison,  Mc- 
Kinley,  Taft,  Wilson,  Coolidge,  and 
Franklin  D.  Roosevelt. 

Washington  was  a  planter  and 
farmer,  Zachary  Taylor  was  a  farmer, 
William  Henry  Harrison  was  a  soldier 
and  politician,  Andrew  Jackson  was  a 
tailor  until  he  entered  politics,  Grant 
was  a  soldier,  Arthur  taught  school 
until  he  entered  politics.  The  working 
years  of  Theodore  Roosevelt  were  al- 


most entirely  in  politics  and  political 
office.  Harding  was  in  the  newspaper 
business,  and  Hoover  was  a  mining 
engineer. — C.  U.  Herald. 

Methodism   and   Evangelism 

The  Rev.  Guy  Black,  of  the  Board 
of  Evangelism,  has  made  a  study  of 
the  official  statistics  of  the  Methodist 
Church  which  have  been  supplied  by 
the  pastors  themselves,  and  has  un- 
earthed some  extremely  significant 
facts.  Of  the  21,588  regularly  appoint- 
ed pastors  of  Methodism  there  are,  he 
says,  2,983  who,  last  year,  reported  to 
their  Annual  Conferences  that  they 
received  not  one  new  member  into  the 
church  either  by  profession  of  faith 
or  from  preparatory  membership.  This 
is  13.8  per  cent  of  the  total  ministry 
of  the  church. 

These  nearly  3,000  pastors  serve 
churches  varying  in  membership  from 
100  to  861.  There  are  no  figures  avail- 
able to  show  the  total  amount  of  sal- 
ary paid,  nor  the  total  number  of 
Methodists  enrolled  in  these  churches, 
but  the  figures  would  run  very  large. 

Of  the  remaining  18,605  pastors,  10,- 
236  reported  from  one  to  twelve  new 
members  last  year  either  by  profes- 
sion of  faith  or  from  preparatory 
membership,  and  the  average  was 
five. 

Seven  thousand  seven  hundred  and 
forty-four  pastors,  or  thirty-six  per 
cent  of  all  our  preachers,  received  sev- 
enty-nine per  cent  of  all  the  new 
members  received  into  the  member- 
ship of  the  denomination  last  year. 

For  the  failure  of  nearly  3,000 
Methodist  pastors  to  win  even  one 
new  member  for  the  Church  during  a 
twelve-months  period,  there  are  all 
the  usual  explanations,  of  course. — 
The  Christian  Advocate. 

Shocking 

The  value  of  trained  personnel  in 
dealing  with  juvenile  delinnuency  is 
being  stressed.  These  people  must 
know  when  a  child  is  being  really  bad 
and  when  it  is  being  merely  diabol- 
ically childish. 

The  Atlanta  Journal  relates  a  story 
concerning  the  late  Mrs.  George  Hard- 
wick,  one  of  Augusta's  most  beloved 
women. 

One  day  Mrs.  Hardwick  discovered 
three  small  boys  in  the  act  of  hanging 
a  cat  in  her  back  yard.  She  halted  the 
lynching,  the  Journal  says,  and  as- 
sured the  young  culprits  in  strong 
language  that  they  were  incorrigible 
and  were  all  headed  for  a  bad  end. 

As  it  turned  out,  one  of  the  trio, 
Joseph  Rucker  Lamar,  became  a  jus- 
tice of  the  United  States  Supreme 
Court.  Another,  Pleasant  A.  Stovall, 
became  a  famous  editor  and  Minister 
to  Switzerland.  And  the  third,  Thomas 
Woodrow  Wilson,  became  President  of 
the  United  States.  —  Chattanooga 
Times. 
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MRS.  JANE  ROGERS 

As  I  stand  in  the  door  of  the  Orphanage  this  morn 

Gazing  out  on  the  velvety  lawn, 
It's  Spring  in  all  of  its  beauty,  green  trees  everywhere. 

True  pleasure  and  happiness  down  here  I've  found. 
Look  there,  with  her  curly,  tousled  hair  of  gold. 

Eyes  so  big  and  blue. 
Fat,  chubby  legs  and  dimpled  hands — 

This  is  our  baby,  sweet  Mary  Sue; 
Skipping  and  singing  in  childish  glee. 

With  never  a  worry,  for  she's  hardly  three. 
Then  comes  Juanita  and  Dorthea,  scarcely  five, 

Such  deft  little  fingers — you'd  be  surprised 
How  they  help  with  the  luncheon  and  clearing  away, 

If  you  don't  believe  it,  come  visit  some  day — 
Swift,  flying  feet,  carrying  glasses  and  spoons. 

Step-savers  they  are,  'specially  'round  noon. 
Then   comes  Joanie,  freckle-nosed  twin. 

She's  fat  and  sweet,  with  a  dimpled  little  chin, 
Jeanie  and  Joanie,  Phyllis  Ann,  JoAnn,  R.  L.  and  J.  T.,  all  twins, 

Three  sets  of  brothers  and  sisters,  and  proud  of  them  are  we. 
There's  Beverly  and  Arline,  with  raven-black  hair. 

Large,  bright  eyes  and  smiles  sweet  and  rare. 
Quiet  and  modest,  with  scarcely  a  word. 

They're  sweet  little  girls  from  Kentucky,  I've  heard. 
There's  Lillian  and  Ruby  and  Jewel  and  Lois, 

I  can  hardly  say  so  much  about  talk  and  noise, 
They're  lively  and  quick  and  skipping  about 

With  jump  ropes  and  skates  and  many  a  shout. 
There's  Vertie  and  Marjorie  and  Joyce,  about  nine, 

Just  little  school  girls  like  your  girls  and  mine. 
There's  Louise  and  Rachel  and  Betty  Carol, 

Grace  and  Dorthea  and  Mary  Ruth, 
All  good  workers,  and  this  is  the  truth. 

Some  are  good  cooks  and  dining-room  girls. 
You  should  see  them  some  time 

When  they've  done  up  their  curls. 
There's  Esther,  an  accomplished  musician,  you  see, 

Nellie  sings  tenor,  Betty  and  Naomi  make  three; 
She's  quiet  and  lovable,  a  good  Christian,  too. 

Ready  for  prayer  meeting?  She'll  go  with  you. 
Fine  singers  they  are,  and  travel  a  bit, 

They  sing  for  conventions  and  make  quite  a  hit. 
With  Brother  McCoy  as  their  teacher,  you  see. 

They're  bound  to  succeed.    Now  just  you  and  me 
Keep  doing  our  bit  and  sending  these  three. 

Who  knows  what  good  these  girls  may  yet  be? 
With  talents  like  these  you  never  can  tell, 

They  may  save  many  souls  from  going  to  hell. 
Cast  your  bread  on  the  waters,  'twill  not  return  void. 

But  accomplish  the  purpose,  is  the  promise  of  the  Lord. 
He  that  cares  for  the  Orphans  and  gives  of  their  bread. 

Has  the  promise  of  God,  verily  he  shall  be  fed. 
Many  more  I  could  mention,  all  wonderful  pearls, 

They're  better  than  average,  if  they  are  orphan  girls. 
Some  may  look  down  and  scoff  at   them   now. 

But  just  wait  and  see,  they'll  show  you  somehow. 
Some  have  made  preachers,  some  singers  'tis  true. 

Some  preachers'  wives,  some  may  be  missionaries  and 
teachers  for  you. 
So  your  money's  not  wasted  on  these  precious  pearls, 

I  say,  Three  cheers  for  our  dear  ORPHAN  GIRLS! 

matron. 


tf 


«4> 


w> 


br, 


s> 


« 


DEDICATED   TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


Vol.  15 


NOVEMBER,  1944 


No.  11 


*?*;.: 


.A. 


7 


\ 


//: 


S  '  j:;  '^: ■'■  ' .       ■ 


Psalm  119:  It 


r 

I  THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE  sH 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

I  am  sure  before  you  turned  the  page  to  read  the  Editor's 
Message  you  read  on  our  cover  page,  "Thanksgiving."  When 
we  chose  this  for  our  cover  page,  we  hoped  that  "The 
lights  would  go  on  all  over  the  world"  before  our  Thanks- 
giving issue  had  gone  out.  Perhaps  that  yet  may  be.  Let 
us  study  for  awhile  what  it  means 
for  the  lights  to  go  on  all  over  the 
world. 

Do  we  mean  when  the  boys  come 
home  and  you  clasp  them  in  your 
arms  once  again  that  that  will  be 
light?  Look  into  the  faces  of  that 
little  family  as  big  brother  and  son 
return  home.  Oh,  what  joy  and 
what  a  thanksgiving  day  that  will 
be!  It  doesn't  have  to  be  on  the  last 
Thursday  of  November,  but  just  any 
day  will  be  thanksgiving  when  they 
come  home.  God  bless  the  boys. 

Just  a  little  while  ago  D-Day  came. 
We  had  been  looking  for  and  dread- 
ing it  so  long,  and  it  came  and  the 
whole  nation  went  to  their  knees  in  behalf  of  the  boys. 
Pernaps  it  has  helped.  The  prayer  from  a  godly  man  or 
woman  availeth  much,  but  how  many  of  those  prayers 
were  from  lips  who  were  interested  only  in  the  physical 
being  and  who  had  little  thought  for  the  spiritual  life?  If 
we  went  to  our  knees  on 
D-Day,  what  are  we  planning 
to  do  on  V-Day? 

A  short  time  ago  a  young 
man  came  back  to  Cleveland 
whose  life  had  been  saved, 
and  he  had  also  won  high 
honors  for  himself.  Without 
a  doubt,  many  prayers  had 
gone  up  for  him.  The  people 
in  Cleveland  were  proud  of 
him  and  they  decided  to  cele- 
brate. A  whole  day  was  spent 
in  parades  through  the 
streets,  and  at  night  they 
gave  a  big  dance,  or  ball  as 
they  called  it,  in  his  honor. 
Hundreds  of  church  members 
participated  in  this  celebra- 
tion. Is  this  the  way  we  are  to 
celebrate  when  the  boys  come 
home?  There  is  much  being 
done  and  said  now  regarding 
how  the  nation  will  care  for 

them  and  groups  are  organizing  for  the  purpose  of  meet- 
ing this  need.  Is  the  church  going  to  be  ready?  We  know 
the  world  with  its  allurements  will  be  ready  to  meet  their 
every  need.  But  you  say,  "What  will  it  take?  We  want  to 
be  ready  to  help  our  boys."  I  am  sure  I  do,  and  I  believe 
many  Christians  today  are  just  as  anxious  as  I  am  to  be 
a  blessing  and  bring  the  message  of  salvation  to  them 
when  they  return.  There  is  just  one  way,  and  we  are  go- 
ing to  give  you  the  last  words  of  Jesus  before  He  ascended 
into  heaven.  "But  ye  shall  receive  power  after  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon  you."  We  cannot  depend  on  a 
cold,  formal  religion  to  win  them  for  Christ.  Many  of  them 
will  be  so  hardened  and  so  full  of  infidelity  that  they  will 
scoff  at  religion  without  reality  in  it;  without  the  power 
of  God.  This  doesn't  mean  that  if  I  believe  and  teach  that 
the  Holy  Ghost  gives  power,  or  that  if  I  belong  to  a  church 
that  teaches  this  wonderful  experience  that  I  can  win 
them,  but  it  means  to  really  possess  that  power  to  make 
them  hungry  for  God.  It  doesn't  mean  that  we  must  be 
drawing  big  salaries,  or  living  in  fine  houses,  or  wearing 
fine  clothes,  or  being  high  in  social  circles.  To  have  plenty 
and  be  comfortable  is  grand  and  gives  one  a  chance  to  do 
more  for  God,  but  these  things  without  God's  power  will 
mean  little  toward  helping. 
To  have  power  with  God  doesn't  necessarily  mean  noise. 
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It  doesn't  necessarily  mean  that  we  are  to  jump  and  run 
all  over  the  house  or  to  do  spectacular  things.  Of  course, 
it  is  so  wonderful  to  feel  the  power  of  God  in  our  being  | 
that  it  causes  these  manifestations  often,  but  that  alone] 
will  not  suffice.  It  means  power  to  live  right  before  them. 
A  beautiful  life  will  win  where  nothing  else  will.  It  means- 
power  to  love,  power  to  lift,  power  to  speak  in  season  and' 
remain  silent  when  out  of  season,  power  to  use  wisdom  in 
dealing  with  their  souls. 

And  now,  my  Christian  friend,  do  you  want  to  help  to, 
start  the  lights  burning  all  over  the  world?  God  is  speaking; 
to  my  heart  as  I  write.  I  want  to  lay  aside  every  weight  andj 
free  myself  from  the  little  petty  things  of  life  and  open! 
my  heart  to  receive  all  the  power  God  has  for  me,  don't, 
you?  I  would  be  so  sorry  not  to  have  a  part  in  lighting  this 
world  for  our  boys  when  they  come  home. 

I  am  glad  that  we  have  some  good  Christian  boys  in] 
Service  who  are  living  for  Christ  wherever  they  are  and} 
will  bring  the  homeland  some  of  their  light  when  they! 
come. 

Our  good,  sweet,  pure  Christian  girls  will  be  torches  of  J 
great  value  to  our  young  men.  They  have  met  so  many! 
of  the  lower  type  that  they  have  almost  lost  confidence  inj 
womankind,  and  it  will  take  something  to  restore  that! 
confidence.  The  only  thing  some  of  them  have  to  remem-j 
ber  is  that  pure,  sweet  mother  or  sister  or  wife  they  have} 
known  before  they  went  into  this  war,  and  some  of  them « 
have  not  known  that. 

And  now  to  show  you  what! 
this  power  can  do  to  light  this  | 
world,  we  are  giving  you  this! 
little  story.  We  have  told  youj 
that  it  would  take  power  tol 
love   and  to  lift,  to  win  ourl 
boys  for  Christ.  Here   is  thel 
solution  to  our  problem:  In  a? 
certain  town  the  police  made'; 
a  general  raid  on  all  suspi-j 
cious     places     and     habitual  j 
crooked    joints,    arresting    all;, 
inmates  and  attendants.     As ' 
police      court      opened      next 
morning,   a   long   line   of   ar-„ 
rests  awaited  the  judge.  Some 
were  old,  hardened  criminals, 
familiar  with  court  procedure; 
and  prison  experience.  Others 
were     young,     inexperienced, 
having    done    nothing    worse* 
than  being  found  in  evil  com-j 
pany,  a  step,  however,  which: 
would  lead  to  worse  things. 
In  this  latter  group  was  a  young  man  by  the  name  off 
Jean  Truman.  He  was  broad,  square-shouldered,  but  hisj 
eyes  looked  at  the  floor  as  he  faced  the  judge. 

"Young  man,  what  have  you  to  say  for  yourself?"  the  J 
judge  asked. 

"Nothing,"  replied  the  young  man,  not  lifting  his  eyesj 
to  meet  those  of  the  judge. 

"I  have  something  to  say  on  this  behalf,"  a  voice  inter-] 
posed  before  the  judge  could  speak  again.  A  clean-shaven 
man  of  middle  age  had  approached  the  desk  to  make  a. 
request.  "Judge,  I  know  this  young  man,  and  I'd  like  to 
see  what  can  be  done  for  him."  He  moved  closer  to  the* 
judge,  dropping  his  voice  to  a  whisper.  "He  is  a  boy  easily? 
influenced,  and  has  been  traveling  with  a  rough  crowd.  lj 
wish  you  might  parole  him  in  my  care  for  six  months  torn 
give  me  an  opportunity  with  him." 

"I'll  do  it,"  the  judge  agreed.  "I'll  grant  your  request  be-j 
cause  of  your  success  with  other  boys  of  this  type."  Hey 
turned  to  Jean  Truman.  "Young  man,  I  am  suspending  $ 
sentence  on  you,  and  will  parole  you  in  the  care  of  John; 
Tanner.  You  will  report  to  me  each  Monday  morning.  Youl 
may  leave  court  with  Mr.  Tanner." 

Jean  looked  up  with  great  surprise  as  these  words  fell} 
from  the  lips  of  the  judge.  The  sentence  was  far  different. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


In 


A  PRAYER 

Holy  Father,  ivho  art  never  far  away,  with  awed 
and  reverent  trust  I  seek  Thee  on  behalf  of  Thy 
servants  icho  art  walking  through  the  shadowed 
valley  and  need  so  much  Thy  befriending  hand  and 
heart.  As  they  journey  may  they  hear  beside  them 
the  footfalls  of  the  Great  Companion,  Jesus  Christ, 
and  be  warmed  in  heart  by  His  unfailing  tender- 
ness and  love.  Grant  that  they  may  look  up  to  the 
heights,  where  sun,  moon,  and  stars  still  shine  as  a 
symbol  of  Thy  care.  Above  all,  give  to  them  Thy 
presence  and  fill  them  with  Thy  peace.  In  the  si- 
lence of  affliction  may  Thine  everlasting  arms 
enfold  them.  May  their  wounded  hearts  have  fore- 
gleams  of  Thy  heaven,  and  grant  that  its  glory 
may  rest  like  evening  calm  over  their  spirits.  Come 
softly  as  the  dew,  O  God,  to  refresh  and  reassure 
them.  May  Thy  Holy  Spirit  breathe  upon  them  like 
a  mother  on  her  child.   For  Jesus'  sake. — Amen. 
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Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

cased  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

The  waterman  plied  his  oars  furi- 
nnslv  Hammond  steered  for  the  spot 
where  that  foam  had  splashed.  An  in- 
stant later  the  boat  was  over  the 
niace  where  the  body  had  disappeared. 
Carter  lay  on  his  oars,  and  peered  in- 
to the  darkness  on  one  side.  Hammond 
strained  his  eye  on  the  other  side. 

With  startling  suddenness  a  hand 
darted  upwards  within  a  foot  of  where 
Hammond  sat  in  the  stern  of  the  boat. 
In  the  same  instant  the  woman's  head 
appeared.  Hammond  reached  out  ex- 
citedly, and  caught  the  back  hair  of 
the  woman,  twisting  his  fingers  se- 
curely into  the  knot  of  hair  at  the 
back  of  her  head. 

Carter  shipped  his  oars,  and  in  two 
minutes  the  wretched  woman  was 
safe  in  the  boat.  Her  drenched  face 
gleamed  white  where  they  laid  her.  A 
low  whimpering  sob  broke  from  her. 

"Turn  'er  over  on  her  face  a  little, 
sir,  while  I  makes  the  boat  fast  fur 
a  minute  or  two,  sir,"  jerked  out  the 
waterman. 

Hammond  had  by  this  time  turned 
the  woman  over  on  her  face. 

Carter  came  aft  bearing  a  water- 
beaker  in  his  hands. 

"I'll  lift  her  legs,  sir,"  he  said,  and 
you  put  this  beaker  under  her,  jes' 
above  her  knees;  that'll  'elp  her  a  bit." 

That  was  done,  and  almost  instant- 
ly the  woman  was  very  sick. 

"We  must  get  her  ashore,  Carter," 
cried  Hammond.  "I'll  take  the  oars, 
and,  as  you  know  the  riverside  better 
than  I  do,  just  steer  into  the  nearest 
landing-place  you  know." 

Carter  leaped  to  the  bows,  cast  off 
the  painter,  and  hurried  aft  again. 

"Jes'  'long  yere,  sir,  there's  an  old 
landin'  as'll  jes'  serve  us.  Wots  yer 
fink  ter  do  wi'  the  pore  soul,  sir — not 
and  her  over  to  perlice?" 

"No,  neither  the  police  nor  work- 
house, Carter.  I  wish  I  could  see  her 
lace,  and  see  what  kind  of  woman  she 
is." 

By  way  of  reply,  Carter  struck  a 
match,  and  lit  a  small  bull's-eye  lan- 
tern. When  the  wick  had  caught  light, 
ne  flashed  it  on  the  face  of  the 
woman. 

Her  eyes  were  closed,  her  face  was 
aeadly  pale.  Her  hair  was  dishevelled. 
f>ut  m  the  one  flashing  glance  Ham- 
mond took  at  her,  he  recognized  her. 
its  Mrs.  Joyce!"  he  muttered  half- 
aioud  and  in  amazed  tones. 

Know  'er,  sir?"  asked  the  water- 


"A  little!"  he  replied.  "Her  husband 
is  a  reporter — a  drinking  scamp." 

Carter  shut  off  the  light  of  the 
bull's-eye,  at  that  moment. 

"We're  jes'  'ere  now,  sur,  so's  best 
not  to  be  callin'  'tention  like  wi'  a 
light." 

He  steered  the  boat  into  a  kind  of 
narrow  alley-way  between  two  crazy 

old  wharves. 

*  *     * 

Hammond,  rightly  gauging  the 
kindly  heart  of  his  landlady,  had 
brought  the  drenched  woman  in  a  cab 
to  his  lodgings.  She  was  still  in  a  half- 
fainting  condition  when  he  carried 
her  into  the  house.  In  two  sentences 
he  explained  the  situation  to  the 
landlady,  whose  natural  kindness  and 
loyalty  to  her  lodger  made  her  willing 
to  aid  his  purpose  of  rescue. 

"I  will  carry  her  up  to  the  bath- 
room," he  said.  "Let  your  girl  get  a 
cup  of  milk  heated  as  hot  as  can  be 
sipped,  while  you  bathe  this  poor  soul 
quickly  in  the  very  hot  water.  Then 
let  her  be  got  to  bed,  and  have  some 
good,  nourishing  soup  ready.  She'll 
probably  sleep  after  that.  And  in  the 
morning — well,  the  events  of  the 
morning  will  take  their  own  shape." 

Half  an  hour  later,  as  Hammond 
took  a  cup  of  coffee,  he  had  the  sat- 
isfaction of  knowing  that  the  woman 
he  had  saved  was  in  bed,  and  doing 
well. 

"Poor  soul!"  he  mused.  "That  brute 
of  a  husband  has  probably  driven  her 
to  this  attempt  on  her  life.  I  wonder 
what  her  history  was  before  she  mar- 
ried, for  I  remember  how  it  struck  me, 
that  day  when  I  saw  her  at  the  office, 
that  she  was  evidently  a  woman  of 
some  culture." 

It  was  nearly  ten  now.  He  had  no 
desire  to  go  out  again.  It  wanted  two 
hours  quite  to  his  usual  bedtime,  but 
a  strange  sense  of  drowsiness  began 
to  steal  over  him,  and  he  went  off  to 
his  bed. 

"What  a  day  this  has  been!"  he 
muttered,  as  he  laid  his  head  on  the 

pillow. 

*  *     * 

Hammond  awaited  the  woman 
whom  he  had  saved  from  drowning. 

"She  has  slept  fairly  well,"  the  land- 
lady told  him,  "and  I  made  her  eat  a 
good  breakfast  that  I  carried  up  to  her 
myself,  Mr.  Hammond!" 

Now  he  waited  to  speak  to  her.  A 
moment  or  two  more,  and  the  land- 
lady ushered  her  into  the  room,  then 
slipped  away. 

"How  can  I  ever  repay  you,  sir!" 
cried    the  woman,    seizing  the  hand 

We  hope  you  are  enjoying  our  new 
serial.  I  met  a  fine  young  man  at  the 
Assembly  who  was  saved  through 
reading  this  book. 

We  are  hoping  that  our  young 
Christian  workers  will  study  the  scrip- 
tures this  book  contains  so  that  they 
may  have  a  better  knowledge  of  the 
coming  of  the  Lord.  The  scriptures  tell 
us  to  always  be  ready  to  give  an  an- 
swer for  the  hope  that  is  within  us 
and  truly  this  is  a  blessed  hope. — Ed. 


that  Hammond  held  out  to  her. 

For  a  moment  or  two  her  emotion 
was  too  great  for  further  speech.  Ham- 
mond led  her  to  an  armchair  and 
seated  her.  She  sobbed  convulsively 
for  a  moment  or  two.  He  allowed  her 
to  sob.  Presently  tears  came.  The 
paroxysm  passed,  the  tears  relieved 
her,  and  she  lifted  her  sad,  beautiful 
eyes  to  his  face. 

"You  know — oh,  yes,  you  must  know, 
Mr.  Hammond — (I  recognized  you  last 
night) — how  I  came  to  be  in  the 
water.  I  tried  to  take  my  life.  I  was 
miserable,  despairing!  God  forgive 
me." 

His  strong  eyes  were  full  of  a  rare 
tenderness,  as  he  said,  "But,  Mrs. 
Joyce,  you  surely  know  that  death  is 
not  the  end  of  all  existence.  I  am  not 
what  would  be  called  a  religious  man, 
but  every  fibre  of  my  inward  being 
tells  me  that  death  does  not  end  all." 

He  saw  a  shiver  pass  over  her,  as  she 
hoarsely  replied,  "I,  too,  realize  that 
this  morning,  Mr.  Hammond.  But  last 
night  the  madness  of  an  overwhelm- 
ing despair  was  upon  me.  My  life  had 
been  a  literal  hell  for  years,  until  yes- 
terday I  could  bear  it  no  longer.  I  was 
famished  with  hunger,  sick  with  de- 
spair, and — " 

She  sighed  wearily.  "Perhaps,"  she 
went  on,  "if  you  knew  all  I  have  borne, 
you  would  not  wonder  at  my  rash, 
mad  act." 

"Tell  me  your  story,  Mrs.  Joyce,"  he 
said  gently."  It  may  relieve  your  over- 
charged heart,  and,  anyhow,  I  will  be 
your  friend,  as  far  as  I  can." 

She  sighed  again.  This  time  there 
was  a  note  of  relief,  rather  than 
weariness,  in  the  sigh. 

"My  father  was  a  well-to-do 
farmer,"  she  began,  "in  North  Hants. 
I  was  the  only  child,  and  I  fear  I  was 
spoiled.  I  received  the  best  education 
possible,  and  loved  my  studies  for 
their  own  sake,  for  culture,  in  all  its 
forms,  had  a  strong  attraction  for  me. 
I  had  been  engaged  to  a  young  yeo- 
man farmer  for  nearly  a  year.  I  had 
(Continued  on  page   18) 
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In   the  School  of  I'll  Try 


Oh,  there's  many  a  smile,  and  there's 
many  a  sigh, 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try; 
And  there's  many  a  wish,  and  there's 
many  a  why, 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try; 
But   it's   being   and   doing   that  win, 

after  all, 
Through  many  a  failure  and  many  a 

fall; 
For  they  never  drop  back  very  far  be- 
yond call, 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try. 

It's  the  truant  and  dullard  that  never 
get  far 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try; 
But  the  wise  and  the  willing  keep  safe 
above  par 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try. 
And  it's  hopeful  that  asks  just  a  bit 

of  a  start, 
And  it's  purpose  that  knows  every  line 

of  his  part, 
And  it's  caring  and  daring  that  never 
lose  heart, 
In  the  school  of  I'll  Try. 

— The  King's  Own. 

Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

This  is  our  Thanksgiving  issue  and 
I  wonder  just  what  you  have  to  be 
thankful  for.  I  am  thankful  for  you. 
I  am  thankful  for  Jimmie  in  our  story. 
I  think  he  is  ready  to  join  our  H.  H.  C, 
don't  you?  We  want  to  welcome  Mary 
Lemaster  and  Ruby  Fender  into  our 
circle  this  month. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  truly  believe  you  are  carrying  on 
a  wonderful  work.  God  bless  you.  I  am 
a  little  girl  twelve  years  old  and  I  want 
you  to  add  my  name  to  the  Happy 
Home  Circle.  I  am  going  to  try  to  do 
everything  to  make  my  home  hap- 
py. I  know  if  I'll  carry  a  bright  smile 
and  always  be  cheerful  I  can  make 
many  people  happy.  I  surely  do  love 
to  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  also 
the  Evangel.  May  God  bless  you  and 
your  helpers  is  my  prayer. — Mary  W. 
Lemaster,  Rt.  2,  Box  144,  Mountain 
Park,  Okla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  girl  twelve  years  old.  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much.  I  have  read  the  story 
"Rachel,"  and  think  it  is  very  pitiful. 
I  read  the  children's  page  too.  I  want 
to  be  good  and  serve  the  Lord.  Pray 
for  me  that  I  might  be  saved.  I  want 


to  join  the  happy  home  circle  and 
make  my  home  a  better  one. — Ruby 
Fender,  Rt.  1,  Burnsville,  N.  C. 

CURING  HELPLESS  JIM 

Jimmie  was  a  dear  little  boy,  but 
he  never  could  find  anything.  He  laid 
his  ball  or  glove  down,  but  he  never 
knew  where  it  was.  He  hunted  for  it 
a  little,  but  most  of  the  time  he  just 
shouted,  "I  can't  find  it"  until  moth- 
er or  big  sister  or  the  cook  hunted  it 
for  him. 

Sometimes  he  came  downstairs  in 
the  morning  without  his  shoes  and 
stockings  on.  He  would  whine,  "I  can't 
find  my  stockings"  until  someone 
hunted  them  for  him. 

"I  can't  find  the  soap  and  towel" 
was  the  song  as  he  got  cleaned  up  for 
dinner. 

"I  can't  find  my  handkerchief  or 
my  marble  sack"  was  the  song  as  he 
got  ready  to  go  back  to  school  in  the 
afternoon. 

"I  can't  find  my  overalls"  was  the 
song  after  school  in  the  evening,  as  he 
dressed  to  go  out  to  play. 

"He'd  lose  his  head  if  his  neck  were 
not  there  to  hold  it  on,"  his  big  sister 
used  to  say,  but  Jim  paid  no  atten- 
tion. He  threw  his  things  down  just 
anywhere,  and  never  once  thought  to 
put  them  away.  And  he  never  looked 
for  anything.  He  just  walked  back  and 
forth  and  whined,  "I  can't  find  it." 

Now  father  and  mother  had  to  go 
away  for  a  month,  and  grandma  came 
to  stay  with  Jim  and  Ruth.  The  first 
time  Jim  came  downstairs  with  one 
stocking  off  and  one  stocking  on,  say- 
ing, "I  can't  find  my  other  stocking," 
grandma  asked,  "Where  did  you  take 
them  off?" 

"Right  in  my  room  by  my  bed,"  Jim 
answered. 

"Then  go  right  back  up  there  and 
stay  until  you  find  it  and  get  it  on." 
Grandma  opened  the  door  for  Jim  and 
closed  it  firmly  after  him. 

Jim  lolled  around  on  the  bed  for  a 
while,  looked  about  a  little,  and  then 

Lighted  Pathway 

Nettie  Hanvey 
Lovely  little  paper, 

All  filled  with  best  of  news, 
To  help  our  precious  children, 

To  know  just  how  to  chose 
The  road  in  which  to  travel, 

And  be  happy  every  day. 
Oh!  it  is  a  lovely  treasure 

The  Lighted  Pathway. 


called  down,  "I  can't  find  it!"  No  0>. 
answered. 

Jim  smelled  the  muffins  hot  fr0ft 
the  oven,  and  bacon,  and  cocoa,  j? 
looked  a  bit  and  then  he  stopped  ajy 
called  again,  "I  can't  find  it."  But  jt&o  lor 
answer  came.  He  looked  a  bit  more        rn 
There  it  was,  right  under  a  magaziru  on  i0r 
which  he  had  been  reading  and  has        * 
tossed  out  of  bed.  He  soon  had  hk 
other  stocking  on,  and  went  on  down. If  lov 
stairs  quickly.  a 

But  they  had  not  waited  for  him,  a  str 
Everyone  was  through  eating.  There        e 
were  two  cold  muffins,  and  a  little  ba. 
con  almost  cold,  and  everybody  waj  go  lo 
gone.  Jim  ran  out  to  grandma  who 
was  in  the  garden.  I 

"I  am  ready     for    breakfast  now,  So  * 
grandma,"  he  volunteered. 

"It's  on  the  table,"  grandma  an-  Tho 
swered  without  even  a  smile. 

Jim  went  back  and  ate  alone.  That  witl 
night  he  carefully  placed  his  stock-  w 
ings  and  shoes  together  in  a  corner 
of  the  room. 

But  poor  Jim!  When  he  tossed  his 
ball  and  glove  into  the  living  room 
instead  of  putting  them  where  they 
belonged,  in  the  back  hall,  grandma 
locked  them  up  for  three  days  in  her 
closet.  When  he  could  not  find  his 
toothbrush,  she  sent  him  to  school 
with  unbrushed  teeth,  and  he  got  a 
bad  mark  on  his  health  chart.  When 
he  could  not  find  his  handkerchiefs 
in  his  own  dresser  drawer  after  he 
had  scratched  it  all  upside  down,  she 
made  him  go  on  to  school  with  an 
old,  square,  soft  piece  of  linen  for  a 
handkerchief.  Jim  thought  it  was 
terrible — but  inside  of  a  week  he  had 
learned  to  help  himself.  Then  the 
nicest  thing  happened! 

One  evening  when  Jim  came  home 
from  play  for  his  dinner,  everything 
was  so  nicely  arranged,  that  Jim  was 
sure  there  was  to  be  company.  There 
were  tall  candles  on  the  table  and  a 
blue  bowl  of  gay  orange  berries  and 
green  leaves,  for  it  was  autumn  now. 
There  was  a  package  by  his  plate,  too! 
What  was  that?  They  all  came  to  the 
table,  and  grandma  asked  Jim  to  say 
grace.  He  liked  to  do  that.  Then  he 
opened  his  surprise  package.  It  was 
a  pair  of  new  ice-skates — a  gift  from 
grandma,  and  this  is  what  was  writ- 
ten in  the  card: 

"To  a  Little  Boy  Who  Is  Learning  To 
Be  Helpful,  and  Not  Helpless." 

When  Jim's  father  and  mother  came 
home  they  could  hardly  believe  he  was 
the  same  boy,  he  had  improved  so 
much. — Sunshine  for  Little  People. 
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Right  Will  Always  Win 
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burn  and  there  is  bread; 
So  long  as    there    are    homes  where 

lamps  are  lit  and  prayers  are  said; 
Though  a  people  falter  through  the 

dark,  and  nations  grope — 
With  God  Himself  back  of  those  little 

homes,  we  have  true  hope! 

— Charles  Newman  Hodge. 


CALLING  AMERICA 

America!  A  nation  of  destiny  — 
founded  upon  divine  principles  and 
guided  by  the  divine  Hand. 

Even  from  its  birth  God  did  bless 
America.  The  nation  was  born  in  the 
hearts  of  fearless  men  and  women  who 
longed  for  freedom;  freedom  to  wor- 
ship according  to  the  dictates  of 
their  own  conscience.  Moved  by 
divine  impulse,  those  sturdy  pi- 
oneers sailed  uncharted  seas  to 
settle  New  England's  shores. 

The  sacrifices  they  made  are 
almost  sacred  history.  The  mem- 
ory should  stir  the  heart  of  ev- 
ery red-blooded  American.  They 
sacrificed  to  build  Christian 
nomes,  churches,  and  schools, 
fcyen  our  American  industry, 
■inanksgiving,  our  independence, 
our  flag  .  .  all  were  born  in  the 
nearts  of  a  people  who  knew  and 

r«£SMPSed     GOd-       They     fOUght 

«h  d  Jred  and  died  that  our  in- 
stitution might  not  perish  from 
tne  earth. 

mSRJP'   mothers,   parents   of 

tS  Clasf  and  creed  newed  out 

r?a~HC2Jd-e  £ouses>  and  there 
and  edtheir  children  in  the  fear 

Wtcdmomtlon  of  God-  m  their 
Iw  Was  a  sonS  of  VICTORY; 
caXrf°o1V.ecltnat  they  actually 
their  t£0d  3°  bless  America  in 
i-netr  generation. 

Not  only  by  sound  teaching 
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but  by  precept  and  example,  fathers 
and  mothers  led  their  children  into 
those  experiences  which  were  highest 
and  best.  Fathers  were  pals  with  their 
sons,  but  it  has  not  been  so  in  our  day. 
Busy  daddies,  burdened  with  the  strain 
of  big  business  and  the  making  of  a 
living,  have  left  their  sons  and  daugh- 
ters in  incompetent  hands;  hands  not 
qualified  to  guide  the  lives  of  youth 
into  constructive  channels. 

All  too  late  Mr.  Ordinary  Man  and 
Mr.  Big»  Business  Man  have  found 
their  sons  out  from  under  their  influ- 
ence; bad  company,  indecent  pictures, 
and  vile  literature  have  snatched  the 
heart  of  youth  from  parents.  Taught 
more  by  outside  influences  than  by 
home,  soon  the  youth  find  company 
with  those  of  a  worldly  sort  and  it  is 
but  a  brief  step  through  the  channels 
of  crime  to  the  courtroom  and  a  stern 
judge.  Crime,  not  dictators,  is  taking 
the  life  of  America.  Too  late,  all  too 
late,  brokenhearted  parents  are 
shocked  into  sober  thinking,  for  the 
seed  of  their  own  loins  has  been  sown 
to  the  winds  to  reap  a  whirlwind. 

Thus  the  results  of  crime  are  fed- 
eral officers,  courts,  judges,  penal  in- 
stitutions, loss  of  liberty. 

True  life  can  be  had  from  but  one 
source,  the  Word  of  God,  the  Bible. 
How  much  better  that  we  of  America 
shall  begin  now  so  to  live  that  we  can 
cause  God  to  bless  America  in  this 
generation.  How  much  happier  and 
more  prosperous  we  shall  be  when 
daddies  and  mothers  of  America  shall 
again  engage  in  the  greatest  under- 
taking of  life,  that  of  building  Chris- 
tian homes  in  order  that  America 
shall  again  be  a  Christian  nation.  How 
much  better  when  American  youth, 
American  daddies  and  mothers,  Ameri- 
can aged,  shall  reverence  the  Word  of 
God,  shall  build  Christian  homes,  sup- 


PRAYER  OF  THANKSGIVING 

For  thy  many  and  great  mercies,  O  God,  we  thank 
thee.  As  a  people  thou  hast  not  dealt  with  us  ac- 
cording to  our  shortcomings  and  sins,  save  that,  in 
spite  of  them  and  through  them,  thou  hast  moved 
us  by  sorrow  of  heart  to  thy  salvation.  By  thy  pa- 
tience and  unfailing  love  thou  hast  made  us  sensible 
of  the  millions,  many  of  whose  privations  and  suf- 
ferings have  been  occasioned,  by  selfishness  and 
greed,  and  last  enabled  us  to  succor  them  in  their 
need.  We  thank  thee  that  we  have  been  made  tender 
by  hard  times;  saner,  fairer,  and  more  considerate 
by  our  losses;  more  Christlike  through  the  collapse 
of  our  hitherto  too  vaunted  culture  and  civilization. 
We  thank  thee  for  our  homes  which,  although  they 
have  been  deprived  of  some  things  which  at  one  time 
we  valued,  are  still  the  quiet  and  secure  abodes  of 
love.  We  thank  thee  for  thy  Church  and  the  evangel 
of  good  news  for  perplexed  hearts  and  minds,  for 
Jesus  Christ,  His  redeeming  touch,  and  for  the  sense 
of  His  comradeship  in  service.  We  have  felt  our- 
selves poor  in  worldly  goods,  but  have  found  abun- 
dance in  thee.  We  have  faltered  and  stumbled,  but 
thou  wast  never  far  away.  Endow  us  spiritually  to 
serve  thy  purpose  and  make  us  grateful.  Through 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 


port  Christian  churches,  and  stand  on- 
ly for  God  in  business  and  government. 

Of  course  you  will  agree  that  this 
is  America's  first  line  of  defense.  Will 
you  join  in  establishing  it?  We  Ameri- 
cans must  work  together  to  save  our 
nation  from  decay,  for  only  as  we  as 
a  nation  turn  and  "fear  God  and  keep 
His  commandments"  can  we  hope  to 
have  His  blessing. 

When  God's  Holy  Word,  again  be- 
comes the  cornerstone  upon  which 
homes,  churches,  and  government  are 
builded,  this  nation  will  stand  firm. 
Every  loyal  home  and  church  should 
join  toward  this  goal. — Tract 


WHAT    A    MOTHER   CAN   CLAIM   FROM 
GOD 

By  Mrs.  A.  W.  Kortkamp 

"I  will  contend  with  him  that  con- 
tendeth  with  thee,  and  I  will  save  thy 
children."  Isa.  49:25. 

Mother,  could  God  speak  any  plain- 
er to  you?  If  the  dictionaries  of  the 
world  were  searched,  could  any  words 
be  placed  together  that  would  better 
cover  the  case  of  your  aching,  mother 
heart  and  of  that  wayward  boy? 
Though  you  may  be  waging  a  losing 
warfare  with  the  enemy  of  souls,  yet 
listen  to  the  ultimatum  issued  by  the 
God  of  battles:  "I  will  contend  with 
him  that  contendeth  with  thee!"  Oh, 
don't  you  hear  the  tread,  tread,  tread 
of  reinforcements  marching  down  the 
Milky  Way?  They  tell  us  that  when 
the  news  was  flashed  to  the  camps  of 
the  Allies  that  America  had  entered 
the  war  and  would  soon  come  to  rein- 
force their  failing  strength,  many  of 
those  big,  strong  soldiers  threw  their 
caps  up  in  the  air  and  jumped  and 
shouted,  while  others  cried  like  babies 
for  very  joy.  A  greater  army  stands 
ready  to  fight  for  you,  mothers;  a 
shining,  white-winged  band,  headed 
by  the  Lord  of  hosts.  Your  enemy,  the 
devil,  may  have  supernatural  cunning 
and  might,  plus  six  thousand  years' 
experience  in  dealing  with  your  race, 
yet  one  who  is  almighty  has 
agreed  to  come  to  your  rescue. 

Just  what  may  we  mothers 
claim  for  our  children?  A  rose- 
strewn  path,  with  every  rough 
place  made  smooth?  Ah  no,  but 
we  may  claim  things  infinitely 
more  worth  while  than  that. 

A  mother  may  claim  for  her 
child  the  best  gift  that  has  ever 
been  given  to  a  mortal — salva- 
tion of  the  soul.  The  most  im- 
portant event  that  has  ever  tak- 
en place  on  earth,  or  ever 
will  take  place,  is  the  transaction 
whereby  a  sinner  passes  from 
death  unto  life — one  of  the  few 
transactions  of  this  earth  life 
that  is  reported  immediately  in 
the  heavenly  land  (Matt.  15:10), 
and  that  event,  she  can  claim, 
shall  come  into  the  life  of  her 
child.  "And  I  will  save  thy  chil- 
dren." Praise  the  lord  for  the 
salvation  of  our  children! 

How  many  cases  I  have  seen 
right  here  in  our  church  at  Alton 
where  the  precious  Blood  Cove- 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit 


, 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 
Joy 
What  a  marvelous  thing  it  is  to  know 


that  the  Christian  is  not  dependent 
on  the  world  for  his  joy.  Is  there 
anything  in  the  universe  so  deceptive 
as  the  so-called  pleasures  of  a  world 
of  sin?  I  declare  unto  you  that  this 
world  does  not  possess  joy.  If  you  call 
laughter — the  jesting — the  temporary 
satisfaction  of  sensual  appetite — the 
gratification  of  self-will  and  desire — 
if  you  call  these  things  joy,  then  you 
are  blinded  and  deluded  indeed.  It  is 
a  well-known  fact  that  half  of  the  sor- 
rows that  are  incident  to  human  life 
are  born  of  the  things  that  we  think 
bring  us.  joy.  There  is  poison  in  the 
wine  cup.  We  sow  the  seed  of  self- 
gratification  and  forget  that  there  is 
a  terrible  and  bitter  harvest. 

Some  time  ago  I  was  talking  to  one 
of  the  most  vivacious  young  men  I 
have  seen  for  a  long  while.  His  friends 
had  nicknamed  him  "Pep".  He  was 
just  a  bundle  of  energy  and  was  over- 
flowing with  what  he  called  "fun".  But 
he  had  a  praying  mother.  He  was  very 
courteous  when  I  talked  to  him  and 
he  listened  patiently  and  attentively 
to  everything  I  had  to  say.  When  I  got 
through  his  eyes  fairly  danced  with 
laughter  and  he  said  to  me,  using  the 
vernacular  in  the  day  in  which  we  live, 
"Oh  sure,  Mr.  Price,  I  believe  every- 
thing that  you  have  said.  My  mother 
is  sure  a  peach.  If  ever  a  Christian 
lived  my  mother  is  one,  and  she  tells 
me  that  God  is  going  to  answer  her 
prayer  and  make  a  Christian  out  of 
me.  Well,  I  figure  that  will  come  some 
day,  but  not  just  yet.  I  want  to  have 
a  swell  time — I  want  to  go  places  and 
do  things.  You  know,  I  guess  a  young 
fellow  has  to  sow  his  wild  oats  a  little 
bit — and  I  am  young  yet  and  I  want 
to  have  a  little  fun  and  a  good  time 
before  I  settle  down." 

I  held  out  my  hand  and  said,  "Good 
night,  my  friend.  I  presume  that  you 
are  on  your  way  to  sow  your  wild 
oats.  Don't  forget  that  there  is  a 
HARVEST  COMING  SOME  DAY  and 
that  you  will  reap  thirtyfold,  fiftyfold 
and  perhaps  one  hundredfold."  I 
squeezed  his  hand  and  looked  straight 
into  his  eye  and  said  to  him,  "Just 
as  sure  as  you  sow  them,  you  will  reap 
them  by-and-by."  His  face  turned 
white  and  he  left  me  with  a  puzzled 
and  changed  expression.  The  last  week 
of  the  meeting  came  and  he  was  un- 
able to  withstand  conviction  any  long- 
er. Down  he  came  to  the  altar  and 
gave  his  heart  to  Jesus.  When  he  rose 
to  his  feet  he  put  his  hand  in  mine 
and  said,  "Well,  I  am  doing  this  for 
my  mother's  sake  as  well  as  for  my 
own." 

I  could  see  that  he  thought  he  had 
made  a  tremendous  sacrifice  and  that 
he  was  forced  to  forego  a  lot  of  the  joy 
and  happiness  of  life. 

Six  months  later  I  had  a  talk  with 

him  after  he  had  testified  in  one  of 
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the  meetings.  His  eyes  fairly  danced 
as  he  said,  "This  is  the  life,  Mr.  Price. 
This  is  the  life.  I  am  so  bubbling  over 
with  joy  and  happiness  I  feel  as  if  I 
am  going  to  explode.  It  certainly  has 
been  a  revelation  to  me.  Isn't  it  won- 
derful how  happy  you  can  become  in 
the  service  of  the  Lord!"  He  raised 
his  hand  toward  heaven  and  gave  a 
great  big  shout  and  then  commenced 
to  laugh  in  the  Spirit  until  tears  of 
joy  just  ran  down  his  cheeks. 

When  the  Lord  takes  us  out  of  the 
world,  and  then  in  sanctification  takes 
the  world  out  of  us,  He  sees  to  it  that 
we  have  received  not  the  things  of 
the  world  any  more,  but  the  things  of 
the  Spirit,  so  He  commences  to  impart 
to  us  the  JOY  OF  HEAVEN.  Now  there 
may  be  some  of  the  joy  of  service — 
some  of  the  joy  of  working  for  Jesus 
— some  of  the  joy  that  comes  from  a 
day  that  has  been  spent  in  service  for 
the  Lord,  but  He  also  brings  down  joy 
from  the  realms  of  eternal  glory.  He 
gathers  up  joy  from  where  the  angels 
sing  around  the  throne;  He  picks  up 
some  from  where  the  harps  are  played 
by  the  glassy  sea;   He  gathers  it  as 


He  walks  down  the  avenues  of  g\a- 
and  picks  it  like  star  dust  from  t^_ 
meadows  of  the  skies.  Then  He  p^ 
it  into  our  hearts  and  we  commen 
to  sing.  We  get  so  happy  that  we  wo  j 
der  why  the  trees  of  the  fields  do  u,iri 
clap  their  hands  and  why  the  hi,  e 
do  not  break  forth  into  singing.        rit) 
He  wore  the  crown  of  thorns  that  \ed 
might  wear  a  crown  of  glory.  He  w,  d 
the  man   of  sorrows   that  we  mignoi 
become  men  of  glory.  Let  me  say  ^a 
love  and  tenderness  to  you  who  h^ra 
become  overbalanced  with  the  senjot 
of  abstract  piety — to  you  who  have  mg 
hallelujah,  no  praise,  no  lilt,  no  sotre 
— there  is  something  wrong  with  yo(hi 
experience.  If  the  Holy  Ghost  is  thepoi 
He  will  give  you  JOY.  I  am  not  a  lj 
surprised  that  some  of  our  meetinj 


break  up  into  anthems  of  praise  ar. 


m 


N. 


shouts  of  victory.    The  fruit   of  tr 
Spirit  is  JOY. 

(To  be  continued) 

w. 

The   person   who  continually   looLy 
on  the  dark  side  of  life  is  sure  to  \i\ 
on  the  same  side.  W 


A  person  who  is  not  afraid  of  woij.] 
does  not  have  to  waste  much  time  i 
hunting  for  something  to  do. 


THE  LOVE  OF  A  LITTLE  CHILD 

Mrs.  Corann  Pearson,  Cameron,  Mo. 


a 

1    *    l t: 

b 
Mrs.  Pearson,  the    author    of    the 
poem,  is  seventy-three  years  old  ana 
almost  blind.  Each  summer  she  an  s 
her  good  husband  have  a  lawn  picni 
for  the    neighborhood    children.    St  ^ 
prepares     the     refreshments,     placf  * 
them  on  the  table  on  her  lawn  whei  i 
the  children  can  help  themselves  s  1 
often  as  they  like  through  the  eve  1 
ning.  The  children's  one  obligation  i 
that  they  must  each  furnish  a  numbe 
for  the  program,  which,  of  course,  I  ' 
the  highlight  of  the  evening. 

The  stage  is  her  front  porch  an 
the  adults  sit  out  on  the  lawn  an 
thoroughly  enjoy  the  program  pre 
pared  by  the  children.  The  piano  sit 
by  the  door  leading  out  upon  ti 
porch,  so  those  who  play  can  be  dis 
tinctly  heard.  You  can  readil 
understand  what  prompted  her  t 
write  the  poem,  "Oh,  Give  Me  tl) 
Love    of    a    Little    Child."— Ed. 


Oh,  give  me  the  love  of  a  little  child, 

Tender,  pure,  and  sweet, 
With  dimpled  arms  about  my  neck, 

My  rapture  is  complete. 
I  love  the  touch  of  the  rosy  lips 

As  they're  pressed  against  my  cheek: 
I'm  not  in  pace  with  the  world's  mad 
race, 

'Tis  the  love  of  a  child  I  seek. 

Oh,  give  me  the  love  of  children  dear, 
As  I  journey  down  life's  way; 

It  helps  me  live  my  life  more  true, 
And  brightens  my  path  each  day. 


I  do  not  covet  houses  nor  lands, 

For  riches  I  am  not  wild, 
But  my  heart  would  break,  if  from  C 
you'd  take 

The  love  of  a  little  child. 


, 


Oh,  give  me  the  love  of  a  little  chi 

While  on  this  earth  I  stay. 
May  little  faces  hover  near 

When  I  am  called  away. 
May  children's  voices  welcome  me» 

When  I  shall  cross  the  bar, 
And  lead  the  way  to  the  Land  of  D*j 

Through  the  gate  that  stands  aj* 


The  Lighted  PathW*1 


REASURED   GLEANINGS 


3  Of  glQ 

from  tj 

lomlfi  John  WeS,ey  S°id 

t  we  wo  i  am  content  with  whatever  enter- 
ds  do  niinment  I  meet  with.  That  must  be 

the  hjne  spirit  with  all  who  take  journeys 
a£-  ith  me.  If  a  dinner  ill  dressed,  a  hard 
s  that  tfd,  a  poor  room,  a  shower  of  rain,  or 
'.  He  W' dirty  road  will  put  them  out  of  hu- 
ve  misior,  it  lays  a  burden  upon  me  greater 
ie  say  han  all  the  rest  put  together.  By  the 
rtio  haiace  of  God  I  never  fret;  I  repine  at 
he  semothing;  I  am  discontented  with  noth- 

have  rfig-  And  to  have  persons  at  my  ear 
no  soitfetting  and  murmuring  at  every- 
ith  yoihing  is  like  tearing  the  flesh  off  my 
is  thejones. 

ot  a  b  Wkon 

aeeting  When — 

lise  ar^jjEN  I  can  live  and  appreciate  the 
of  th      clouds  as  I  do  the  sunshine — 

WHEN  I  can  greet  every  trial  as  a 

blessing 
WHEN  I  can  be  patient  under  unjust 
7~,  criticism — 

i  Joo1jwhen  i  can  smile  while  being 
to  liv        frowned  upon — 

*WHEN  I  can  endure    the  thorns    in 
order  to  enjoy  the  sweet  aroma  of 
P  the  roses — 

f  worlTHEN — God's  love  has  effectively  sat- 

ime  ij        urated  my  spiritual  self  and  I  am 

become  as  a  sweet  smelling  savor 

unto  both  God  and  man. — Z.  T.  J. 


Every  Place  But  Church 
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A  curious  and  practical  citizen  of 
I  a  country  town  some  time  ago  at- 
I  tached  a  slip  of  paper  to  a  dollar  bill 
bearing  the  following  request:  "Will 
every  one  receiving  this  dollar  make 
a  notation  of  its  use  on  the  blank 
space  below?" 

In  just  ten  days  the  dollar  found  its 
way  back  to  the  sender,  and  it  bore 
notations  showing  that  it  had  been 
spent  five  times  for  theatres,  five 
times  for  cigarettes,  three  for  salaries, 
three  for  ice  cream,  twice  for  men's 
furnishings,  twice  for  haircuts,  once 
for  auto  repairing,  once  for  bacon, 
once  for  a  compact,  once  for  powder, 
once  for  dog  biscuits. 

The  dollar  had  been  spent  twenty- 
five  times  in  the  ten  days  but  it 
never  got  into  church. 

The  above  quotation  published  in 
Sunshine  gives  us  something  worth 
thmkmg  about.  It  may  be  that  every- 
one was  saving  the  ones  back  and 
dropping  in  the  fives  and  the  tens.  If 
that  be  the  case,  we  have  nothing  to 
say.  But  a  more  likely  thing  is  that 
they  were  holding  back  the  ones  and 
dropping  in  the  quarters  and  dimes 
and  pennies.  It  seems  strange  that 
when  we  have  only  ten  dollars,  we  can 
bive  God  one,  but  when  we  get  a  hun- 
?i  '  4."  ,1S  so  hard  to  give  God 
ten  out  of  it.  It  would  be  well  for  us 

w™fTmbeiLthat  thinSs  may  not  al- 
ways be  as  they  are  now  and  it  will 
oe  a  lot  of  help  to  remember,  when 
adversity  comes,  that  you  played  fair 
with  God  and  have  a  right  to  ask  help 

Vrintnt  ?F  »  of  trouble.— From  The 
voice  of  the  Family  Altar. 

November,  1944 


Conscience 

Dr.  David  James  Burrell  once  told 
this  story  to  illustrate  conscience:  An 
Indian  had  bought  a  package  of  sup- 
plies at  a  trading  post  and  on  opening 
it  found  a  silver  coin  inside.  Some- 
thing troubled  him.  He  came  back  to 
the  trading  post  and  handed  the  coin 
to  the  trader.  The  trader  laughed  at 
his  scruples,  but  the  Indian  insisted, 
saying:  "I  got  a  good  man  and  a  bad 
man  in  my  heart.  The  good  man  say, 
'It  is  not  yours';  the  bad  man  say, 
'Nobody  will  know';  the  good  man  say, 
'Take  it  back';  the  bad  man  say, 
'Never  mind';  so  I  think  I  go  asleep, 
but  the  good  man  and  the  bad  man 
talk  all  night  and  trouble  me."  The 
distressed  Indian  had  developed  a 
conscience.  Perhaps  some  missionary 
had  taught  him  an  ideal  of  honesty, 
and  his  conscience  sensitized  his  ideal 
so  that  he  was  compelled  to  return 
the  coin  in  order  to  have  peace  of 
mind.  That  is  what  conscience  ac- 
complishes; it  brings  peace  of  mind. 
— Westminster  Teacher. 


Solvation,   Not  Reformation 

A  party  of  friends  went  to  pay  a 
/isit  to  an  old  parish  church  which 
was  of  great  interest.  They  applied  for 
permission,  and  the  sexton  gave  them 
the  key  saying:  "You  can  unlock  the 
door  and  go  in,  and  I  will  come  to  you 
directly."  They  went  to  the  door,  put 
the  key  into  the  lock,  and  tried  to 
open  it,  but  they  could  not  turn  the 
key.  They  turned  and  twisted,  but  to 
no  effect,  and  had  just  given  up  in 
despair  when  the  sexton  arrived.  "We 
cannot  make  this  lock  shoot,"  said  one 
of  the  party.  "I  beg  your  pardon," 
said  the  sexton,  "for  giving  you  so 
much  trouble.  I  quite  forgot  to  tell 
you  that  the  door  is  not  locked  at  all. 
All  you  need  to  do  is  to  lift  the  latch 
and  walk  in." 

A  great  many  are  like  them.  They 
try  by  their  own  efforts  to  unlock  the 
door  of  salvation,  but  all  their  efforts 
are  a  waste  of  time.  Our  Lord  and 
Saviour  Jesus  Christ  long  ago  un- 
locked the  door,  and  all  we  need  to  do 
is  just  lift  the  latch  and  by  faith  walk 
in. — Sunday  Circle. 


The  Sculptor's  Pride 

A  sculptor  spent  months  in  carving 
a  statue  of  physical  perfection.  When 
he  had  completed  his  work,  he  in- 
vited a  friend  to  view  his  finished  pro- 
duct. Removing  the  veil  from  the 
marble  statue  he  said,  with  an  air  of 
pride,  "Is  not  that  perfect?"  "No,  it 
is  not,"  replied  the  friend.  "It  lacks 
one  thing."  "What  is  that?"  asked  the 
sculptor,  manifestly  disappointed. 
"Life,"  answered  the  friend. 

You  may  have  everything  else— ed- 
ucation, money,  friends — and  yet  if 
you  do  not  have  spiritual  life,  you 
have  nothing. — Author  Unknown. 


Give  God  the  Glory 

John  Henry  Jowett  wrote:  "At  the 
beginning  of  the  service  in  a  camp 
meeting  I  was  called  to  conduct, 
prayer  was  offered  for  me,  and  the 
prayer  opened  with  this  inspired  sup- 
plication: 'O  Lord,  we  thank  thee  for 
our  brother.  Now  blot  him  out!"  And 
the  prayer  continued:  'Reveal  thy 
glory  to  us  in  such  blazing  splendor 
that  he  shall  be  forgotten.'  It  was  ab- 
solutely right  and  I  trust  the  prayer 
was  answered.  But,  gentlemen,  if  we 
ourselves  are  gazing  upon  the  glory  of 
the  Lord  we  shall  be  blotted  out  in  our 
own  transparency.  If  we  are  seeking 
the  glory  of  the  Lord,  there  will  be 
about. a  purity,  and  a  simplicity,  and 
a  singleness  of  devotion  which  will 
minister  to  the  unveiling  of  the  King, 
and  men  will  see  no  man,  save  Jesus 
only." — New  Century  Leader. 

The  naturalist,  Mr.  Ernest  Seton 
Thompson,  tells  a  strange  story  of  a 
dog  which  for  a  long  time  had  led  a 
double  life.  The  animal  lived  in  New 
York,  was  remarkably  well-behaved, 
and  particularly  friendly  toward  the 
children  in  the  family  among  which 
his  lot  was  cast.  His  only  peculiarity 
was  the  habit  of  disappearing  for  a 
day  or  two  at  a  time.  During  one  of 
these  periods  of  disappearance  he  was 
caught  in  a  distant  section  of  the  city, 
looking  vicious  and  degenerate,  and 
was  specially  savage  toward  children. 
He  was  put  to  death.  He  had  been  act- 
ing the  saint  and  then  the  sin- 
ner, so  the  dog  reaped  his  reward.  And 
those  who  pretend  to  be  Christian,  but 
who  really  are  not,  will  one  day  be 
punished  for  their  hypocrisy.  Be  gen- 
uine. See  that  your  heart  is  really 
right  with  God. — The  Christian  Her- 
ald. 

Fear  Banished  by  Father's  Voice 

It  is  related  that  when  Robert  Lewis 
Stevenson  was  a  little  child,  he  acci- 
dently  locked  himself  into  a  room 
alone  one  day.  He  could  not  turn  the 
key  again  as  he  was  directed.  Dark- 
ness was  coming  on,  and  his  terror  be- 
came extreme.  His  father  sent  for  a 
locksmith  to  open  the  door,  and  dur- 
ing the  period  of  waiting,  talked  to 
Louis  through  the  keyhole,  the  child 
becoming  so  engrossed  by  the  charm 
of  his  father's  conversation  that  he 
forgot  all  his  fears. 

And  so  our  heavenly  Father's  still, 
small  voice  dissipates  our  fears  and 
makes  His  helpful  presence  real  to  us 
in  the  midst  of  trials  that  have  ap- 
parently locked  us  in  from  worldly 
aid. — Western  Recorder. 

Unanswerable 

A  Jewish  soldier  had  been  attending 
services  where  he  heard  much  of  the 
character  and  teaching  of  Christ.  He 
went  to  his  rabbi  and  said:  "Rabbi, 
the  Christians  say  that  the  Christ  has 
already  come,  while  we  claim  that  He 
is  yet  to  come."  "Yes,"  assented  the 
rabbi.  "Well,"  asked  the  young  soldier, 
"when  our  Christ  comes,  what  will  He 
have  on  Jesus  Christ?"  What  the  rabbi 
said  we  do  not  know.  What  could  he 
say? — Christian  Service  Quarterly. 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED    t32 


"THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD" 

God's  main  concern  today  is  not 
with  the  world,  nor  with  nominal 
Christians,  but  with  those  who  want 
to  be  what  He  wants  them  to  be.  Since 
this  is  so,  Satan  wants  to  get  some- 
thing into  our  lives  that  will  prevent 
God  from  using  us  for  revival  blessing 
and  power.  If  you  are  a  sinner,  you 
need  salvation.  If  you  are  a  nominal 
Christian,  you  need  to  surrender  your 
life  to  the  Lord.  If  you  are  a  surren- 
dered Christian,  be  sure  to  let  the  Lord 
have  His  way  in  your  life. 

My  message  this  morning  is  one  of 
the  most  familiar  chapters  in  the 
Bible,  if  not  the  most  familiar.  The 
twenty-third  Psalm  is  the  best  known 


anguish  in  the  human  heart,  and  lifts 
you  to  the  greatest  heights.  An  alle- 
gory uses  figures  to  express  truth.  The 
Lord  is  not  a  shepherd  who  takes  care 
of  an  animal  with  four  legs,  and  has 
wool,  but  just  as  such  a  shepherd  cares 
for  his  sheep,  so  the  Lord  cares  for  me. 

"The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall 
not  want."  Not  many  Christians  are 
called  to  trust  for  all  material  things. 
But  even  with  a  regular  income,  it  is 
still  from  the  Lord.  In  Matt.  16:5-12, 
the  disciples  were  worried  about  food. 
As  soon  as  the  Lord  said  "leaven," 
these  disciples  thought  about  bread. 
They  could  not  think  of  spiritual 
things  when  they  were  worried  about 


.Dear  Mrs. 
It  has 
their  needs.  ceived  yo 

"He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  s^gard  to  t 
pastures;  he  leadeth  me  beside  tyheen  rec< 
still  waters.  He  restoreth  my  soul  tainly  en 
Restoration  means  forgiving  us  0\Jthat  it  v> 
debts,  but  more  than  that,  it  alj,  being  ss 
means  that  when  I  am  discouraged  somethir 
disheartened,  or  whatever  my  f  ailur,  to  conti 
the  Shepherd  restoreth  my  soul.  Ij,  you  can 
gives  a  peace  that  passeth  undet  have  bet 
standing,  a  joy  the  world  can  nev^  You  v 
take  away,  because  He  is  my  Shepherd  son,  the 

"He  guideth  me  in  the  paths  »  encoura 
righteousness  for  his  name's  sake;  bee \* 
I  shall  not  lack  guidance.  Do  you  eve,  y0,z.  , 
worry  about  guidance?  He  guides  rae>  Ttie  J 
because  I  have  not  neglected  my  quie|  been  2: 
time?  He  guides  me — because  I  am  j  years  a 


^v,u,ruuuu  ^  uUm.  „  »«v  UvU»  „..«„»■,     food.  He  quietly  asks  them  how  many      „«. —  ~~  a — 

and  the  least  believed.  A  woman  in     He  had  fed.  Surely  He  who  fed  the     soul  winner?  He  guides  me— because  l„£i. 

California  went  out  into  the  field,  and     thousands  could  be  trusted  to  supply      I  am  a  surrendered  Christian?     NOi  t0  "i,c  ' 

not  for  anything  in  me,  be.  l 


there  alone  with  God,  went 
through  this  Psalm,  and  her 
whole  life  was  transformed. 

At  the  close  of  one  of  my 
messages  on  victory  a  woman 
came  to  me  and  said,  "Oh,  this 
life  of  victory  is  what  I  want." 
She  then  told  me  her  daugh- 
ter was  married  to  a  good- 
for-nothing  man  who  con- 
tinually went  away  from 
home,  stayed  awhile,  then 
upon  professing  repentance 
her  daughter  received  him 
again.  She  went  into  details 
at  great  length.  "Is  this  the 
cause  of  your  failure?"  I 
asked.  "What  do  you  mean?" 
"Do  you  know  the  thirty-sev- 
enth Psalm?"  "Of  course  I  do. 
I  know  it  by  heart."  "What  is 
the  first  verse?"  "Fret  not 
thyself — "  I  interrupted  her 
with  the  question,  "Who  is 
fretting  you?"  Again  for  five 
minutes  she  told  me  about  her 
son-in-law.  "Who  is  fretting 
you?"  "Oh,  you  mean  I  am 
fretting  myself?"  "Yes.  No 
one  but  you  can  keep  you  from 
having  victory."  She  saw  the 
truth,  and  years  later,  after  a 
meeting  where  I  was  telling  this 
story,  a  woman  came  to  me  and 
said:  "I  know  the  woman  you 
mentioned,'  and  you  should  see 
her  now.  She  is  always  so  calm  and 
peaceful,  and  says  she  never 
frets."  "What  about  that  son-in- 
law  of  hers?"  "He  was  led  to 
Christ,  is  an  earnest  Christian, 
and  an  officer  in  the  church." 

There  are  three  things  we 
should  notice  in  the  twenty-third 
Psalm:  First,  What  the  Shepherd 
is  doing;  second,  How  the  shep- 
herd does  it;  third,  What  I  am  sup- 
posed to  do  in  the  light  of  this. 

The  twenty-third  Psalm  is  the 
greatest  allegory  ever  written  in 
the  English  language;  the  great- 
est poem  ever  composed.  This 
Psalm  takes  you  to  the  depths  of 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2.4i:i5 
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STEADFASTNESS 

Sometimes  when  your  path  is  hidden 

And  above  there  seems  no  sun, 
Can  you  in  the  midst  of  your  travail  of  soul, 

Say,  "Lord,  Thy  will  be  done"? 

Sometimes  when  all  is  darkness  around  you, 
When  your  last  cherished  hope  is  gone; 

Can  you  fix  your  eyes  upon  Jesus 
And  say,  "Lead  Thou  me  on"? 

Sometimes  when  all  is  darkness  around  you, 
And  it  would  be  a  blessing  to  die, 

Can  you  whisper,  "Hold  me  close,  O  Lord, 
Thou  art  my  full  supply"? 

Sometimes  when  the  future  holds  no  beauty, 

Only  misery,  pain  and  loss, 
Can  you  keep  on  trusting,  simply  trusting, 

Led  by  the  power  of  the  Cross? 

— Selected. 


cause  of  Who  He  is.  %  Box  43 

"Yea,  though  I  walk  through 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  oj  Dear  T 
death,  I  will  fear  no  evil;  /oj  You 
thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod  ceived 
and  thy  staff,  they  comfort  me  ve 
me."  I  shall  not  lack  deliver--  ings  r 
ance  from  all  evil. 

After  a  message  on  victorj 
and  the  sin  of  worrying,  a 
woman  who  was  a  fully  sur- 
rendered Christian,  and  8 
Bible  teacher,  said  she  want- 
ed  victory,  but  confessed  thai 
she  worried.  "If  you  had  a 
little  boy  (giving  age,  which 
was  that  of  my  own  boy) 
desperately  ill,  do  you  mean 
you  would  not  worry?"  The 
Lord  brought  these  words  to 
my  mind,  "He  shall  not  be 
afraid  of  evil  tidings.  I  shall 
fear  no  evil."  The  woman' 
knelt  and  confessed  her  sin 
of  fear.  The  next  morning  I 
saw  her,  and  she  had  the  look 
of  peace  on  her  face.  That 
day  she  received  a  wire  to 
come  at  once  to  her  son's  bed- 
side. He  was  very  ill.  A  con- 
sultation of  physicians  was 
necessary,  and  the  outcome  un- 
certain. She  told  me  afterwards 
that  she  went  without  any  fear, 
and  the  Lord  gave  her  perfect 
peace.  The  son  recovered.  Our 
Shepherd  is  able  to  keep  us  from 
all  fear  of  evil. 

The  twenty-third  Psalm  is  *  *' 
valley  between  two  mountains-  - 
Calvary,  the  mountain  of  tri. 
twenty-second  Psalm,  and  Oli^j 
the  mountain  of  the  twenty' 
fourth.  Psalm  twenty-two,  Jfl 
cross;     Psalm     twenty-four, 


glory.  Psalm  twenty-three  is 
resurrection  life  now.  There  is 
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dark  valley  for  the  Christian.  $ 

5ath.  *J 
any  trial  that  ever  comes  to  y°:n' 


Christian  ever  tastes  of  death- 
any  trial  that  ever  comes  to  y*vj] 
you  need  fear  no  evil,  for  He  ^ 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


Thanksgiving  Day  as  It  Was  and 
Should  Be 

James  Carter,  D.  D. 

Oh,  glorious  were  the  maple  leaves  on 

that  bright  autumn  day, 
And   glorious   rose   the   crimson   sun, 

and  drove  the  mists  away, 
While  in  the  fields  the  shocks  of  corn 

stood  up  so  stout  and  bold, 
With  pumpkins  strewn  between  them, 

shining  apples  all  of  gold. 
Then  far  across  the  stubble  fields  the 

bell  sent  its  sounds, 
As  up  to  church  the  farmers  thronged 

from  all  the  country  round; 
And     full  and  strong  the  hymns    of 

praise  rose  up  to  God  Most  High 
For  the  bounty  of  the  harvest,  for  the 

wheat  and  corn  and  rye, 
For  the  peace  which  He  had  given  and 

the  blessings  that  it  brings, 
And  that  their  only  Monarch  was  the 

mighty  King  of  kings. 
The  scholar  from  his  study  and  the 

merchant  from  his  store, 
The  woodman  on  the  mountain  and 

the  fisher  on  the  shore, 
The  statesman  from  his  thinking  and 

the  children  from  their  play, 
Look  up    to  the    All-giver    on    glad 

Thanksgiving  Day. 
O  peerless  land,  thy  glory  lies  not  in 

thy  fields  of  corn, 
Nor  in  thy  brightly  radiant  leaves  by 

autumn  winds  upborne, 
Not  in  the  marble  palaces  wherein  thy 

rich  men  dwell, 
Nor  in  thy  poets'  measures,  though 

harmoniously  they  swell, 
Not  in  thine  armies    or    thy    ships, 

though  mighty  they  may  be; 
But  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts  alone,  who 

guards  thy  liberty. — Selected. 


Charming  Days 

By  N.  D.  Sweeny 

The  frost  is  on  the  hillside,  ana 

The  leaves  are  turning  brown, 
The  haze  of  autumn  lingers  o'er 

The  valley  and  the  town; 
You  can  hear  the  birds  a-chirping  and 

The    squirrels   are   barking,  too, 
I  think  they're  storing  up  the  nuts 

For  winter  time,  don't  you? 

The  hickory  trees  are  golden,  and 

The   white   oak   leaves   are   red! 
The  black-jack  holds  its  deep,  dark  green, 

Though   walnut  trees   look   dead. 
The  skies  are  blue  as  azure,  and 

The  clouds  are  fleecy  white, 
Oh,  I  just  love  these  glory  days 

Of  autumn,  clear  and  bright. 

Don't  talk  of  "melancholy  days!" 

It's  true  the  fields  are  bare, 
For  harvests  have  been  garnered  in, 

And  fruits  are  everywhere! 
Oh,  how  we  praise  our  Father,  for 

The  sunshine  and  the  rain 
Which  brought  the  luscious  fruitage,  to 

The  valley,  hill  and  plain! 


O  God,  Beneath  Thy  Guiding  Hand! 

Leonard  Bacon 

0  God,  beneath  Thy  guiding  hand 
Our  exiled  fathers  crossed  the  sea; 

And  when  they  trod  the  wintry  strand, 
With    prayer    and    psalm    they    wor- 
shipped Thee. 

Thou  heardest,  well  pleased,  the  song, 
the  prayer — 

Thy  blessing  came;  and  still  its  pow'r 
Shall  onward  thro'  all  ages  bear 

The  memory  of  that  holy  hour. 

What    change!    thro'    pathless    wilds    no 
more 
The  fierce  and  naked  savage  roams: 
Sweet  praise,  along  the  cultured  shore, 
Breaks     from     ten     thousand     happy 
homea. 

Laws,  freedom,  truth  and  faith  in  God 
Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves, 

And  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 
The  God  they  trusted  guards  their 
graves. 

And  here  Thy  name,  0  God  of  love, 
Their   children's   children   shall   adore, 

Till  these  eternal  hills   remove, 

And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 


The   Meaning   of   Prayer 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  the  morning 
Means  a  day  of  blessing  sure; 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  the  evening 
Means  a  night  of  rest  secure; 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  our  weakness 
Means  a  clasp  of  a  mighty  hand; 

A  breath  of  prayer  when  we're  lonely 
Means   some   one  to   understand; 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  our  sorrows 
Means  comfort  and  peace  and  rest; 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  our  doubtings 
Assures  us  the  Lord  knows  best; 

A  breath  of  prayer  in  rejoicing 
Gives  joy  and  added  delight, 

For  they  that  remember  God's  goodness 
Go  singing  far  into  the  night. 

There's  never  a  year  nor  a  season 
That  prayer  may  not  bless  every  hour, 

And  never  a  soul  need  be  helpless 

When  linked  with  God's  infinite  power. 

— Frances  McKinnon  Morton  in  Ex- 
change. 

The  Wedding  Garment 

There  is  a  wedding  garment 

For  those  who  choose  to  wear 
This  costly  robe  of  righteousness 

That  Jesus  said  was  fair. 
If  you  would  wear  this  garment 

With  gold  and  glittering  braid, 
Just  join  the  royal  family; 

The  price  for  you  is  paid. 

This  robe,  this  wedding  garment, 

Is  for  the  Bride  to  be. 
For  those  who  still  await  Him, 

Our  blessed  Lord  to  see. 
And  when  the  trumpet  soundeth, 

To  summon  you  to  come, 


You'll  hear  that  joyous  welcome, 
"0  weary  child,  come  home!" 

I  want  this  wedding  garment. 

But  I  will  strive  to  win 
By  pressing  onward  to  the  mark, 

Renouncing  vice  and  sin. 
And  at  the  marriage  supper 

My  Bridegroom  I  shall  see, 
And  live  with  Him  forever 

Throughout  eternity! 

— W.  T.  Williams. 


Be  Still! 

Be  still  in  God!  Who  rests  on  Him 

Enduring    peace    shall    know, 
And  with  a  spirit  fresh  and  free 

Through  life   shall  cheer'ly  go. 
Be  still  in  faith!   forbear  to  seek 

Where  seeking  naught  avails; 
Unfold  thy  soul  to  that  pure  light 

From  heaven,  which  never  fails. 

Be  still  in  love;  be  like  the  dew 

That,  falling  from  the  skies, 
On  meadows  green,  in  thousand  cups, 

At  morning  twinkling  lies! 
Be  still  in  conduct,  striving  not 

For  honor,  wealth,  or  might! 
Who  in  contentment  breaks  his  bread 

Finds  favor  in  God's   sight. 

Be  still  in  sorrow!  "As  God  wills!" 

Let  that  thy  motto  be, 
Submissive  'neath  His  strokes  receive 

His  image  stamped  on  thee. 
Be  still  in  God!  Who  rests  on  Him 

Enduring  peace  shall  know, 
And  with  a  spirit  glad  and  free 

Through  night  and  grief  shall  go. 

— Selected. 
He's  a   Captain   in   My   Heart 

He's  a  private  in  the  Army 

Of  the  old  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
Fighting  for  his  blessed  country 

And  the  ones  he  loves  so  true; 
And  he  holds  a  higher  title 

From  which  he  will  never  part — 
He's  a  private  in  the  Army 

And  a  captain  in  my  heart. 

I'm  so  glad  that  he  is  fighting 

For  the  right  of  liberty, 
And  I  love  him  more  than  ever — 

Lord,  please  send  him  back  to  me. 
He's  so  regal  in  his  uniform 

It  thrills  me  through  and  through; 
To  me  he  is  a  hero  brave 

With  a  heart  that's  always  true. 

I'm  praying  for  him  constantly 

While  we  are  miles  apart, 
That  he  will  soon  return  to  me, 

Bringing  gladness  to  my  heart. 
Lord,  always  keep  him  safe  from  harm 

And  help  him  in  the  fight; 
Tell  him  my  heart  is  there  with  him 

Where'er  he  is  tonight. 

He's  a  private  in  the  Army 

Of  the  old  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
Fighting  for  his  blessed  country 

And  the  ones  he  loves  so  true; 
And  he  holds  a  higher  title 

From  which  he  will  never  part — 
He's  a  private  in  the  Army 

And  a  captain  in  my  heart. 

— Charles  N.  Hodge. 
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r.  waDDV  Home  Circle: 
p<&p  are   giving  you  this  month  a 
^o-pstion    for    organizing    a  Happy 
^  ™p  Circle  in  your  community.  I  am 
Bfn?  you  to  please  pray  that  God 
a  mi  eet  hold  of  the  hearts  of  some  of 
,.  onod  consecrated  women  and  give 
£  a  vision  of  this  work.  There  is 
7>thine  needed  more.     Oh  yes,  you 
iv  the  ingathering  of  souls  through 
Evangelistic  effort  is  more  important. 
t  do  not  agree  with  you.  The  standing 
tt  the  edge  of  the  great  precipice  to 
keep  souls  from     plunging    headlong 
down  to  death  and  destruction  is  of 
Greater  importance  according  to  my 
oDinion,  than  to  pick  them  up  after 
they  have  fallen.  If  our  parents  are 
taught  and  made  to  see  and  under- 
stand this,  the  delinquency  question 


will  be  solved.  But  there  are  enough 
of  us  to  do  both  kinds  of  work  if  we 
only  get  the  vision  and  step  out.  Are 
you  where  God  can  say,  "Whom  shall 
I  send  and  who  will  go  for  us?"  and 
can  you  say,  "Here  am  I;  send  me,"  as 
Isaiah  said? 

Here  is  what  we  are  asking  for.  We 
have  set  as  our  goal  by  January  1 — 
fifty  new  community  circles.  You  will 
enjoy  it  more  than  anything  you  have 
ever  done. 

I  have  just  received  my  "Mother's 
Golden  Now"  and  "Christian  Home 
Life"  and  am  wishing  that  I  could  put 
them  in  every  home  in  America.  Our 
nation  would  be  a  better  nation  if  par- 
ents would  read  more  good,  helpful 
literature. 


How  To  Organize 


It  is  impossible  to  give  a  set  rule  for 
bringing  your  mothers  together.  Some 
respond  to  a  call  for  a  prayer  meeting, 
some  a  get-together  social  hour,  with 
a  good  program  and  the  serving  of 
light  refreshments.  Study  your  com- 
munity and  ask  God's  leading.  First 
make  known  your  aim. 
OUR  AIM 

To  promote  neighborhood  fellowship. 

To  deepen  the  spiritual  life. 

To  study  child  problems  and  try  to 
solve  them. 

To  visit  and  encourage  the  mothers 
of  your  community. 

OFFICERS 

President, 

Vice-President, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer. 
COMMITTEES 

A  Visiting  Committee, 

A  Program  Committee. 

Be  sure  to  study  your  women  and 
ask  God's  guidance  in  selecting  your 
leaders.  So  much  will  depend  on  this. 

You  may  meet  as  many  times  each 
month  as  your  circle  may  decide.  I 
think,  if  possible,  it  would  be  best  to 
meet  twice  in  the  month.  The  other 
two  weeks  can  be  used  for  other  ladies' 


organizations  whatever  they  may  be. 
This  mothers'  circle  is  for  all  denomi- 
nations and  there  are  always  other 
interests  that  will  take  part  of  their 
time. 

Your  program  chairman  should 
order  "Mother's  Golden  Now"  from 
David  C.  Cook,  Elgin,  111.,  which  comes 
quarterly  for  25c  per  year. 

"The  Christian  Home,"  Standard 
Publishing  Co.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  is  al- 
so a  splendid  help.  Price  50c  per  year; 
this  comes  quarterly. 

Subscribe  for  "The  Parents  Maga- 
zine," 52  Vanderbilt  Ave.,  New  York, 
N.  Y.,  price  $2.00  per  year.  I  would  ap- 
preciate your  sending  your  subscrip- 
tion to  this  magazine  to  me,  but  the 
others,  send  directly  to  the  publish- 
ers. 

A  fathers'  night  should  be  held  oc- 
casionally, perhaps  once  each  quarter, 
when  the  fathers  should  prepare  the 
program  and  furnish  the  refresh- 
ments. This  is  very  interesting. 

Motto:  "Our  Homes  for  Christ." 

Scripture:  Deut.  6:4-9. 

If  you  desire  a  personal  letter  from 
me,  please  enclose  a  self-addressed, 
stamped  envelope. 


Special  Plays 


"HOME  SCENES."— This  play  will 
be  good  for  the  Happy  Home  Circle  to 
use  to  introduce  your  organization  to 
the  people.  It  is  very  touching.  Price 
25c. 

"FOUR  PLAYS."— If  you  have  not 
ordered  our  four  plays  in  ONE,  you 
will  do  well  to  order  several  copies  and 
use  them  in  your  Y.P.E.  They  are  suit- 
able for  different  occasions. 

"The  Mysterious  Envelope,"  play 
No.  1,  and  "The  Birth  of  Christ,"  play 
No.  2,  will  be  good  for  your  Christmas 
Programs. 

"A  New  Year's  Service"  will  be  splen- 
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did  for  a  program  on  "Watch  Night" 
and  the  fourth  play  is  "A  Search  in 
Vain."  All  four  plays  are  in  one  book. 
They  are  just  right  to  put  on  for  a  spe- 
cial night  at  your  Y.P.E.  Price  25c. 

If  you  want  a  good  book  with  all 
kinds  of  stories,  poems,  and  songs  for 
your  children  in  the  home,  you  could 
find  nothing  better  than  our  book  for 
"Daily  Vacation  Bible  School."  Price 
75c. 

Bound  Lighted  Pathways 

Our  1943-44  bound  Lighted  Path- 
way book  is  ready  for  you.  Every  home 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  FUND 

Total  amount  for  the  Assembly  year 
1943-44  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  Fund  for 
Sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  Men  in 
Service : 

South  Carolina $1,073.94 

Illinois    1,012.40 

Michigan   __     613.05 

North  Carolina - 505.10 

Florida   473.62 

Missouri   428.50 

West  Virginia  353.90 

Kentucky  275.56 

Ohio  206.08 

Georgia    __     194.25 

Virginia    188.12 

Texas    181.90 

Tennessee    158.55 

Pennsylvania    108.90 

Maryland  84.50 

California    81.80 

Delaware    53.60 

Alabama    44.25 

Maine    39.91 

Mississippi  28.00 

Arkansas    26.50 

Washington,  D.  C. 24.30 

Oklahoma    23.00 

South  Dakota  20.01 

Washington    18.25 

Louisiana  16.00 

Indiana    16.00 

North  Dakota  13.00 

New  York  9.50 

Oregon    8.00 

New  Mexico  8.00 

Iowa 7.20 

Massachusetts  6.00 

Nevada 6.00 

Montana  5.00 

Wyoming  3.15 

Kansas  3.00 

Colorado   3.00 

Arizona   2.00 

Wisconsin  1.00 

Minnesota    .40 


$6,335.24 


September  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

September  Honor  Roll 

Mae  Truett,  Metamore,  Ind. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
M.  M.  Mortenson,  Flint,  Mich. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 


We  trust  you  will  not  fail  to  order 
a  copy  of  the  "Eye  Opener"  by  Cecil 
M.  Truesdell,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  This  is 
indeed  an  "eye  opener."  Mr.  Truesdell 
is  a  man  who  is  continually  searching 
for  information.  You  will  not  regret 
ordering  this  book.  Besides  the  valu- 
able information,  it  contains  thirty  of 
his  best  poems.  Order  from  Cecil  M. 
Truesdell,  1516  Harle  Ave.,  Cleveland, 
Tenn.    Price  50c. 


where  there  are  young  people  should 
have  one.  The  supply  is  limited.  Price 
$1.00. 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


FORCES  THAT  ARE  MAKING  THE 
WORLD  BETTER 

Scripture  reading,  Matt.  13:1-9. 

Leader's  Thoughts 

Jesus  Himself  is  the  greatest  force 
for  good  in  the  world.  He  is  actively 
at  work  now  in  His  people. 

The  Word  of  God,  the  Bible,  trans- 
forms nations.  Compare  nations  that 
have  it  not  with  those  that  have  it. 

Seed  without  soil  is  useless.  God 
sows  the  Word  because  the  hearts  of 
men  are  capable  of  change,  but  it 
needs  power  to  transform  them. 

Preaching  transforms  the  world. 
Think  of  the  great  preachers — Augus- 
tine, Knox,  Wesley,  Moody — and  what 
they  achieved. 

Suggestive  Thoughts 

Real  forces  that  transform  the 
world  are  persons.  All  else  are  the 
tools  they  use.  The  man  himself  is  ab- 
solutely essential. 

Light,  information,  publicity  help  to 
make  the  world  better.  They  drive  evil 
to  cover  and  limit  its  operation. 

The  pen  has  proved  powerful.  Mil- 
ton was  a  power  through  his  written 
word.  Writers,  poets  may  make  or  un- 
make human  lives;  they  purify  or 
pollute. 

Newspapers  have  a  tremendous 
power  for  good  or  ill.  On  the  whole, 
they  are  on  the  side  of  the  angels.  Evil 
does  not  pay. 

A  Few  Illustrations 

Laws  and  courts  hold  evil  in  check 
and  give  the  good  a  chance  to  help. 
Without  them  evil  would  run  wild. 

The  church  is  a  witness,  a  creator  of 
ideals.  It  is  not  perfect,  but  it  helps 
the  community,  even  when  its  mem- 
bers fail  to  practice  all  they  preach. 

Light  cannot  help  shining.  When 
men  find  the  truth,  they  must  speak 
it  forth.  This  inborn  instinct  pushes 
the  race  upward. 

A  comparison  of  nations  that  have 
with  those  that  have  not  the  gospel 
proves  that  the  message  of  Christ  is 
a  civilizing  force.  Compare  India  with 
America.  Ask  some  one  to  study  life  in 
India  and  compare  it  with  America. 
Something  To  Think  About 

What  are  we  doing  to  improve  our 
locality? 

How  have  inventions  helped  to  ad- 
vance mankind? 

What  forces  retard  progress? 
Read  and  Comment  On  These 
Quotations 

As  the  forces  that  keep  the  world 
going  are  inherent  in  the  nature  of 
things,  so  the  spiritual  forces  that  lift 
men  higher  and  higher  are  within 
them.  "The  kingdom  of  heaven  is 
within  us." — Anon. 

Imagination  is  responsible  for  all 
human  advancement.  The  dreamers 
are  the  most  practical  persons  living. 
Without  them  we  should  stagnate. — 
Morrison. 

Love  is  the  mightiest  force  in  the 
world.  Without  it  we  should  have  a 
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selfish  world,  which  would  be  hideous. 
Love  is  always  seeking  something  bet- 
ter.— Anon. 

Why  do  we  rise  when  we  fall,  try 
again  when  we  fail?  It  is  because  we 
have  hope.  We  believe  we  will  succeed 
next  time.  Our  ideals  seem  possible 
and  we  try  once  more. — B.  Aldrich. 

Use  the  Following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  Your  Talks 

The  gospel.  Matt.  28:18-20. 

The  Church.  1  Tim.  3:15,  16 

Individuals.  John  1:  6-8. 

The  state.  Rom.  13:1-4. 

The  law.    1  Tim.  1:8,9. 

■The  pen.  John  20:30,  31. 

LOVING  AslESUS  LOVED 

John  13:1-17. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Jesus  loves  "to  the  end."  Nothing, 
not  even  His  betrayal,  could  kill  His 
love,  v.  1. 

Love  serves.  It  seeks  the  comfort  of 
others  in  little  things,  v.  4,  5. 

Love  stoops.  It  has  no  ambition  but 
the  good  of  others,  v.  14. 

Love  is  always  an  example.  We  need 
it.  We  too  readily  forget  the  little 
services  that  make  life  beautiful,  v.  15. 

Suggestive  Thoughts 

Jesus'  love  was  full  of  understand- 
ing. He  could  put  Himself  in  the  other 
fellow's  place  and  get  his  point  of 
view.  That  is  why  He  was  so  patient. 

Jesus'  love  was  tender.  It  was  a  deep 
emotion.  He  saw  the  beauty  and  value 
in  common  men,  and  loved  them  for 
what  He  could  make  them. 

Jesus'  love  for  men  never  wavered, 
not  even  on  the  cross.  "Father,  for- 
give," He  said.  He  did  not  stop  loving 
them,  no  matter  what  they  did. 

Jesus  turned  the  other  cheek.  He 
did  not  resist  evil.  In  the  sermon  on 
the  mount,  He  tells  us  how  we  ought 
to  love. 

A  Few  Illustrations 

Luke  22:24-27  states  a  deep  Chris- 
tian principle.  The  greater  you  are, 
the  more  humble  you  will  be.  Love  is 
always  humble. 

Power  in  a  waterfall  cannot  help  us 
unless  we  harness  it.  Love  is  useless 
until  it  manifests  itself  in  word  and 
deed.  Harnessed  good  will  do  good 
deeds. 

Loving  Like  Jesus 

Jesus'  love  was  wise.  He  did  not  save 
the  home  in  Bethany  from  the  ex- 
perience of  death.  He  healed  the 
wound  later.  May  this  not  be  what  He 
is  doing  today? 

As  Abraham  staked  all  on  God's 
promise  of  a  better  land,  so  Jesus 
staked  all  on  love.  He  saw  that  love 
is  the  basic  principle  of  the  universe, 
and  acted  on  that  faith.  Do  we? 
Something  To  Think  About 

Is  the  Christ-life  practical  today? 

What  service  of  love  is  needed  to- 
day? 

How  can  we  increase  our  Christian 
love? 


Read  and  Comment  On  These 
Quotations 

Has  Christ  ever  met  us  along  the 
shore  of  life's  sea,  and  has  He  put  the 
question  to  us,  "Lovest  thou  me?" — C. 
Eberman. 

Love  sends  the  loving  heart  out  into 
the  world  to  carry  its  message  to  other 
lives,  John  3:16.  That  is  the  test  of 
sincerity. — C.  Eberman. 

Christ  loved  and  gave  Himself.  He 
would  have  us  love  and  give  ourselves. 
In  no  other  way  can  He  get  His  love 
into  the  lives  that  need  His  blessing. — 
Dr.  J.  R.  Miller. 

To  love  as  He  loved  we  must  have 
Him  within  us.  This  should  be  our 
prayer  and  expectation,  that  He  may 
live  within  us,  so  that  our  words  and 
deeds  will  be  His  as  His  were  the 
Father's. — Anon. 

Use  the  Following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  Your  Talks 

Love  for  children.  Matt.  19:13-15. 

Love  of  neighbor.  Luke  10:25-27. 

Love  of  strangers.  Mark  7:24-30. 

Love  of  friends.  John  11:1-5,35. 

Love  for  mother.  John  19:26,27. 

Love  of  enemies.  Luke  23:34. 

SEEING  THE  GOOD  IN  MEN 
EVERYWHERE 

John  1:45-51. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Jesus  could  see  values  in  all  men 
and  tried  to  cultivate  the  good  rather 
than  criticize  the  evil.  V.  47. 

Race,  birthplace,  position  in  society 
mean  nothing.  Only  what  a  person  is 
counts.  V.  46. 

Goodness,  like  light,  is  its  own  wit- 
ness. Prejudice  withers  when  we  meet 
a  great  soul.  V.  46. 

The  secret  of  loving  is  knowing. 
We  are  indifferent  because  we  see  only 
the  exterior  things,  not  the  things  of 
the  soul.  V.  48. 

Suggestive  Thoughts 

We  see  what  we  look  for.  The  good 
or  evil  is  less  in  others  than  it  is  in 
our  own  eyes  and  hearts. 

The  true  attitude  to  take  is  that  of 
love  or  good  will.  The  small  person 
sees  the  faults  of  others;  the  big  per- 
son sees  values. 

If  God  created  all  races,  there  must 
be  good  in  them  as  in  us,  but  it  takes 
love  to  dig  it  out  sometimes. 

The  more  civilized  we  are,  the 
greater  our  responsibility  for  back- 
ward peoples.  We  must  help  them 
along,  step  by  step. 

A  Few  Illustrations 
Booker  T.  Washington,  negro  edu- 
cator, said  that  Samuel  Crothers  was 
the  only  man  that  did  not  make  him 
feel  that  he  was  a  negro. 

Our  way  to  do  things  is  not  the  only 
way.  A  Chinaman  does  things  back- 
ward, as  we  think,  but  efficiently  all 
the  same.  Recognize  ability  where- 
ever  found. 

"Man  created  in  God's  image." 
Every  man,  therefore,  is  a  child  of 
God.  What  will  the  Father  think  of 
these  who  deal  harshly  with  His  chil- 
dren? 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Something  To  Think  About 
What  did  Peter  learn  about  others? 
Acts  10:28. 
What  good  have  we  seen  in  other 

T*£lC6S? 

Is  contempt  a  sin?  Why? 
Read  and  Comment  On  These 
Quotations 

We  want  a  chance  not  to  be  beg- 
gars, but  to  live,  to  be  men  and  wom- 
en. Race  pride  without  race  hatred 
would  be  worth  while. — Eugene  Cor- 
bie. 

Some  people  take  to  war,  we  take  to 
love;  some  people  take  to  hatred,  we 
take  to  song;  some  people  take  to 
anger,  we  take  to  laughter;  some  peo- 
ple take  to  despair,  we  take  to  hope. — 
j.  E.  K.  Aggrey. 

Race  prejudices  debar  exact  and 
equal  justice.  They  limit  opportunity 
in  school,  trade,  occupation,  and 
homemaking. — Alva  W.  Taylor. 

It  is  wicked  to  kill  the  body  of  a 
man,  says  Jesus,  but  no  less  wicked  to 
smite  his  spirit  with  contempt,  count- 
ing one  of  God's  children  a  worthless 
thing. — R.  B.  Eleazer. 

Use  the  Following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  Your  Talks 

A  soul's  value.  Mark  8:  34-38. 

Zacchaeus.  Luke  19:1-10. 

The  Samaritan.  John  4:  35,  39-42. 

Peter  sees  the  good.  Acts  10:34,35. 

Inborn  good.  Rom.  2 :  14, 15. 

Good  pagans.  Acts  28:1-6. 

THANKSGIVING  THROUGH 
THANKS-LIVING 

Psa.  116:12-14,17-19. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

To  recall  God's  goodness  is  to  drink 
of  the  cup  of  salvation  and  is  true 
thanksgiving,  v.  13. 

Simple  prayer  of  thanksgiving  is 
one  of  the  best  ways  in  which  to  show 
our  gratitude.  God  wants  us  to  talk 
with  Him,  v.  14. 

A  sacrifice  always  costs  something. 
We  can  thank  God  by  giving  gener- 
ously to  His  people,  v.  17. 

When  we  keep  our  pledges,  we  are 
expressing  gratitude  for  blessings  He 
has  given  us,  v.  18. 

Suggestive  Thoughts 
The  Christian  should  be  an  optimist. 
He  should  feel  that  he  is  on  the  side  of 
the  angels,  and  should  rejoice  ever- 
more. 

.  What  we  give  to  meet  human  need 
is  a  fair  index  of  the  depth  of  our 
gratitude.  Shallow  natures  give  noth- 
ing, peep  natures  enter  into  the  fel- 
lowship of  suffering. 

We  live  gratefully  when  we  ac- 
knowledge Him  in  all  our  ways.  Few 
carry  the  thought  of  God  into  the  acts 
or  their  daily  lives;  yet  that  can  be 
aone  and  should  be  done. 
„A.klnf  and  beautiful  life  is  a  poem 
nLr,+  £,ksglvinS-  Jt  is  far  more  elo- 
derstood  WOrds'  and  U  is  easily  un" 
A  Few  Illustrations 

a  sL??Je*inor,Bradford  could  appoint 
meK  J  day  f°r  thanksgiving  for  the 
^-ofgiR9?ropsTbarley  and  ^dian  corn 
for  thP lsurellwe  need  to  thank  God 
ur  cne  Prosperity  of  1944. 


We  should  learn  to  use  our  oppor- 
tunities. As  an  object  floating  on  a 
river  drifts  past  a  ship,  so  do  we  let 
chances  to  do  good  pass  us,  never  to 
return. 

When,  in  spite  of  pain  and  sorrow, 
we  can  look  up  to  God  and  say,  "I 
thank  Thee  for  life,"  we  are  living  our 
thanks  for  His  goodness.  That  is  hu- 
mility. 

In  thanksgiving  we  also  come  back 
to  the  idea  of  sharing  what  we  have 
with  those     less  fortunate.     This     is 
practical — something  we  can  do. 
Something  To  Think  About 

What  shall  we  do  this  Thanks- 
giving? 

What  are  some  needs  in  our  com- 
munity? 

How  do  we  express  thanks  to  God  in 
daily  life? 

Read  and  Comment  On  These 
Quotations 

There  is  something  to  be  thankful 
for  even  in  the  weariest  day  and  the 
most  afflicted  life,  if  it  be  nothing 
more  than  power  we  have  found  to 
overcome  all  evil  and  observe  the  good. 
— Anon. 

Suicide  is  a  gesture  of  ingratitude, 
a  rejection  of  the  gift  of  life.  It  is  an 
attempt  to  escape  one  night's  dis- 
comfort in  an  inn  by  giving  up  the 
whole  journey. — Anon. 

Thanksgiving  means  appreciation. 
We  do  not  thank  God  for  what  we  do 
not  prize.  And  the  better  we  appreci- 
ate the  meaning  of  adversity,  the 
more  will  we  thank  God  for  it. — Wil- 
liamson. 

Forgetfulness  is  rust  and  moth,  and 
consumes  and  destroys  our  spiritual 
qualities.  Thanksgiving  develops  them, 
and  is  part  of  God's  plan  for  our 
growth. — A.  Alexander. 

Use  the  Following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  Your  Talks 

Greatest  gratitude.  Acts  2:44-47. 

Vocal  thanksgiving.  Psa.  103:1-5. 

Thanks-living.  Rom.  6:15-23. 

Job's  life.  Job  29:11-16. 

Love-living.  1  John  3:  16-18. 

Peace-living.  Eph.  4:1-6. 

WHAT  A  MOTHER  CAN  CLAIM 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

nant  has  availed  for  some  godless  boy 
or  girl  and  brought  them  down  to  the 
foot  of  the  Cross.  Sometimes  it  has 
been  in  the  last  hour  of  life  that  the 
parent's  faith  has  been  rewarded,  and 
peace  with  God  has  been  made  by  a 
dying  child.  But  always,  in  some  way 
or  some  time,  God  keeps  His  part  of 
the  contract. 

Then  she  may  claim  for  them  if  she 
will,  the  Baptism  with  the  Spirit. 
Many  a  mother  has  held  on  to  that 
one  sentence  in  Peter's  inspired  ser- 
mon, "The  promise  is  unto  you  and 
to  your  children,"  until  she  has  seen 
the  enduement  of  power  come  upon 
each  child  of  hers.  Isaiah,  too,  leaves 
not  a  shadow  of  doubt,  "I  will  pour  my 
Spirit  upon  thy  seed."  Isa.  44:3. 

After  that  boy  of  hers  has  received 
the  Baptism  with  the  Spirit,  will  he 
sit  back  the  rest  of  his  life  with  arms 
folded  and  with  an  "I've  got  it,"  at- 
titude? Not  if  she  holds  God  to  the 
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rest  of  the  promise:  "And  they  shall 
spring  up  as  among  the  grass,  as  wil- 
lows by  the  water  courses."  On  a  re- 
cent drive  through  the  country,  I  saw 
a  willow  that  some  one  had  planted 
on  top  of  a  hill— a  sickly-looking  ob- 
ject, with  dry  and  ragged  leaves,  and 
I  remarked,  "It's  been  so  dry,  even  the 
willows  can't  find  any  water  for  their 
feet."  But  as  we  sped  along,  we  crossed 
a  winding  river,  willow-bordered — and 
those  willows!  they  were  bright,  fresh, 
green  and  healthy-looking.  Claim  that 
for  your  children!  "Thy  children 
whom  thou  mayest  make  princes  in 
all  the  earth,"  princes,  to  have  power 
with  God  and  with  men,  like  the 
wrestling  Jacob  of  old.  Oh,  it  is  not 
just  for  "our  seed  and  our  seed's  seed" 
that  this  precious  covenant  was  given, 
but  that  "in  thee  shall  all  the  fami- 
lies of  the  earth  be  blessed."  You  are 
opening  up  streams  of  blessing  that 
will  flow  out  to  other  lives. 

And  many  another  blessing  will 
come  into  the  life  of  your  child,  for 
the  Lord  "blessed  all  the  house  of 
Obed-edom"  while  the  ark  was  under 
his  roof. 

How  blessed  to  hear  God  offering 
Himself  as  "the  God  of  all  the  families 
of  the  earth."  Let  us  sign  up  on  the 
dotted  line  right  now  and  make  Him 
the  God  of  our  family.  Abraham  did 
it,  and  you  know,  God  has  no  pets.  We 
are  as  dear  to  Him  as  Abraham  was, 
and  so  He  is  saying  to  us  parents  to- 
day, "I  will  be  a  God  unto  thee,  and 
to  thy  seed  after  thee."  Oh,  the  ten- 
derness of  His  love,  to  gather  our  chil- 
dren into  His  arms  because  our  hearts 
are  set  upon  those  boys  and  girls  of 
ours!  The  glory  and  the  wonder  of  it, 
to  think  we  can  stand  some  day  on 
that  golden  pavement,  and  lift  our 
eyes  to  the  sapphire  throne,  and  say, 
"Behold,  I  and  the  children  which  God 
hath  given  me." 

So  mothers — and  fathers  too — let's 
gladden  the  heart  of  God  by  becom- 
ing the  "party  of  the  second  part"  in 
this  glorious  contract  He  has  drawn 
up.  Let's  delight  in  His  service  our- 
selves, and  train  our  boys  and  girls  in 
the  same  way.  Pray  for  them,  and 
with  them,  teach  them  the  good  and 
the  right  way,  love  them,  take  an  in- 
terest in  their  hobbies,  and  in  their 
pleasures.  If  they  get  a  little  obstrep- 
erous now  and  then,  and  I'll  promise 
you  they  will,  just  punish  them,  and  if 
that  doesn't  take  effect,  turn  them 
over  to  the  heavenly  Father  and  let 
Him  chastise  them. 

And  if  some  brother  in  the  church 
takes  you  aside  some  Sunday  morn- 
ing, and  tells  you  he  saw  your  little 
Johnny  smoking  a  cigaret — well,  don't 
get  excited  and  say  you  know  it  isn't 
so,  and  then  get  mad  at  Brother  Jones 
for  telling  you,  and  stay  at  home  and 
pout  until  you  are  almost  backslidder 
and  little  Johnny  has  cut  out  Sundaj 
School  altogether.  Just  go  on  an  ex- 
ploring expedition  through  Johnny's 
pockets;  you  may  find  some  circum- 
stantial evidence  there  and  be  able  tc 
nip  the  habit  in  the  bud.  Maybe  Goc 
was  answering  your  prayers  through 
Brother  Jones,  Oh,  you  say,  I  wouldn'1 
care  if  he  had  told  me  in  the  righl 
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way,  etc.,  etc.  Oh,  yes,  you  would,  for 
news  like  that  can't  come  to  us  moth- 
ers "in  the  right  way."  But  you'd  bet- 
ter take  it  as  God  sends  it  if  you  want 
to  get  your  boy  saved.  Many  a  mother 
fails  right  here  and  either  delays  her 
child's  conversion  several  years,  or  else 
sends  him  to  hell,  because  she  took 
the  wrong  course  at  those  critical 
times.  Of  course  you  will  have  your 
tests  all  along  the  line.  Satan  isn't  go- 
ing to  let  them  walk  right  into  the 
kingdom  without  putting  a  straw  in 
their  way.  But  isn't  the  prize  worth  it? 

And  if  you  never  knew  the  promises 
so  as  to  claim  them  while  the  children 
were  with  you,  then  step  out  today  up- 
on them.  It  is  a  more  strenuous  task 
to  bend  the  old  tree  than  the  little 
sapling,  but  "with  God  all  things  are 
possible."  So,  commit  them  to  Him, 
and  don't  get  in  the  way  when  He  be- 
gins to  deal  with  them. 

From  the  depths  of  a  grateful  heart 
I  praise  God  for  the  full  provision  He 
has  made  for  our  children.  I  am  glad 
that  no  Christian  mother  if  she  takes 
God  at  His  word  and  meets  the  con- 
ditions, need  ever  stand  in  icy  horror 
while  her  boy  or  girl  is  being  lowered 
into  a  Christless  grave. — Tract. 

A  QUESTION  OF  BLESSINGS 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

my  way  in  strange  places,  and  I  do 
not  care  to  wander  about  alone.  No 
telling  what  I  might  run  into." 

"You  live  in  a  boarding  house,  don't 
you?"  questioned  Myrlene  casually. 
Doris  nodded,  and  the  other  went  on, 
"I  have  the  advantage  of  you  there. 
I  rent  a  room  and  go  where  I  please 
for  my  meals.  There  is  a  nice  little  tea- 
room just  around  the  corner  from  my 
place.  Let's  go  there  for  supper.  It  is 
quite  inexpensive.  What  do  you  have 
on  hand  for  this  evening?" 

"Not  a  thing,"  and  Doris  was  sur- 
prised at  the  tingling  interest  that 
quickened  her  pulses. 

"Fine.  I  hope  you  like  lectures.  I 
plan  to  attend  one  at  the  church  to- 
night. I  want  you  to  meet  some  of  our 
young  people.  Oh,  will  your  landlady 
be  expecting  you  for  supper?" 

Doris  answered,  "I  suppose  she  will 
be." 

"Call  her  up  and  tell  her  you  are 
staying  with  a  friend  and  going  out 
for  the  evening,"  advised  Myrlene. 

Doris  drew  back.  "Mrs.  Dawson  says 
that  the  girls  who  stay  with  her  must 
be  in  by  ten  o'clock.  Will  your  lecture 
be  over  by  that  time?" 

Myrlene  shook  her  head.  "I  fear  not. 
The  young  people  have  a  social  hour 
to  get  acquainted,  you  know.  Stay  all 
night  with  me.  Come  on.  Do  that,"  she 
coaxed. 

Myrlene 's  room  was  so  much  more 
attractive  than  her  own  cheerless  one 
that  Doris  required  little  urging.  She 
called  up  the  landlady  and  made  the 
arrangements. 

Both  girls  received  a  warm  welcome 
at  the  church  where  Myrlene  had  at- 
tended for  nearly  a  year.  In  the 
warmth  of  that  Christian  fellowship 
the  newcomer  felt  the  last  vestige  of 
her  reserve  melting. 

[Page  16] 


The  speaker  of  the  evening  chose  to 
discuss  the  timely  topic  of  "Thanks- 
giving." He  took  it  for  granted  that 
everyone  should  cultivate  the  habit  of 
thankfulness.  "Look  around  you,"  he 
said.  "  'Count  your  many  blessings,'  as 
the  song  has  it.  Notice  the  minor 
things,  such  as  window  glass,  inexpen- 
sive letter  postage,  the  telephone,  the 
radio,  good  health — those  of  you  who 
have  it — good  friends,  and  all  may 
have  these,  loved  ones  and  the  confi- 
dence of  associates.  These  and  many, 
many  more  bless  the  lives  of  indi- 
viduals every  single  day.  Blessings? 
Who  said  they  had  no  blessings?"  he 
asked  dramatically. 

Doris  flinched,  and  tell-tale  color 
rose  to  her  temples.  "Who  told  him," 
she  wondered. 

All  unknowing  he  went  on,  "Did  you 
ever  stop  to  think  that  back  of  all  life 
is  the  continual  activity  of  Almighty 
God?  Scientists  have  searched  in  vain 
for  the  source  of  life.  God  still  holds 
the  secret.  The  very  breath  you  draw, 
and  the  heartbeat  that  sends  the  blood 
pulsing  through  your  veins  are  both 
gifts  from  Him.  Ought  you  not  to  say, 
'Thank  you,'  at  least  once  a  year? 
Learn  to  look  at  the  good  things  as 
given  by  the  Creator.  Form  the  thank- 
ful habit." 

Doris  listened  in  amazement.  She 
had  been  to  church,  yes,  when  con- 
venient, which  it  seldom  was.  But  the 
idea  that  religion  meant  a  definite  be- 
lief, and  that  that  belief  influenced 
one's  conduct  had  not  been  impressed 
upon  her.  After  the  death  of  her  moth- 
er she  had  declared  that  a  loving 
heavenly  Father  would  not  treat  a 
child  like  that,  therefore,  there  was 
nothing  to  Christianity.  She  believed 
herself  a  practical  atheist — but  with 
only  vague  ideas  of  what  it  was  all 
about.  But  this,  somehow,  was  differ- 
ent. It  was  true  that  air,  and  the 
breath,  as  well  as  the  heartbeats,  were 
outside  of  human  control.  Man  could 
take  life  but  not  give  it.  Therefore,  she 
admitted,  "Life  must  be  a  blessing  for 
which  to  give  thanks." 

The  lecturer  was  continuing,  "But 
this  physical  life,  grand  as  it  is,  is  not 
all.  When  an  individual  dies,  the  body 
is  still  here  but  the  real  person — the 
soul — has  gone  into  another  realm, 
just  as  the  butterfly  breaks  its  chrys- 
alis and  flits  about  in  an  atmosphere 
that  the  caterpillar  but  dimly  sensed. 
Should  we  not,  therefore,  give  thanks 
for  our  Christian  faith  which  lights 
the  pathway  through  the  tomb? 

"Yes,  my  friends,  be  thankful  for 
minor  blessings,  but  do  not  forget  to 
be  grateful  for  the  supreme  gifts  of 
life  for  your  body  and  eternal  life  for 
your  soul.  Thanksgiving  is  not  solely 
a  matter  of  turkey  with  dressing,  or  a 
day  of  hunting,  or  even  of  needed  rest, 
but  it  is  an  attitude  of  mind  and  heart. 
Be  sure  yours  are  right." 

As  they  left  the  warmly  lighted 
church  Doris  lapsed  into  silent 
thoughtfulness.  When  the  seclusion  of 
their  room  was  reached  she  said, 
"Myrlene,  I'm  sorry  for  my  attitude 
toward  Thanksgiving  and  my  bless- 
ings when  you  mentioned  it  yesterday. 
I  see  now  where  I've  been  very  wrong. 


" 


Tell  me  what  to  do  to  change."  He* 
friend  gladly  led  her  into  the  pres^nd 
ence  of  the  Master  where  she  learneq  In 
that,  "It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thank$3hov 
unto  the  Lord."  ciini 
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from  what  he  expected.  With  a  word 
of  thanks  he  followed  his  intercessor 
from  the  courtroom  to  a  waiting  car. 

In  the  seclusion  of  his  office  John 
Tanner  opened  conversation.  "Jean,  I 
knew  your  parents  years  ago,  and 
since  their  death  I've  endeavored  to 
keep  track  of  you,  but  have  been  only 
partly  successful.  By  chance  I  discov- 
ered your  predicament  this  morning, 
and  was  able  to  use  my  influence  with 
the  judge.  Will  you  kindly  tell  me  the 
circumstances  leading  to  your  arrest?" 

It  was  similar  to  the  story  told  by 
many  others.  He  had  fallen  into  evil 
company,  found  his  power  of  resist- 
ance insufficient  to  resist  continuing 
with  them.  Caught  in  the  net  of  the 
police  raid,  he  was  haled  into  court 
with  the  others. 

"I  have  no  wish  to  be  bad,"  he  con- 
tinued, "but  I  just  don't  seem  to  have 
the  power  to  be  otherwise." 

"That  confession  is  the  first  step 
toward  receiving  the  necessary  pow- 
er," declared  his  benefactor.  "You've 
confessed  being  evil  and  manifested 
a  desire  to  cease  it.  You've  admitted 
you  lack  the  power,  thus  acknowledg- 
ing your  self-inefficiency.  I  believe 
you  are  sincere." 

"I  know  I  am,"  Jean  declared.  "Do 
you  mean  I  can  have  power?" 

"Yes  sir,  I  do."  He  picked  up  a  Bible 
which  lay  on  his  desk.  "There  is  no 
use  trying  any  other  way  than  that 
which  I  will  show  you.  Other  means 
will  bring  added  disappointment.  I 
will  point  out  to  you  the  way  of  life 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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;      -"^juad  power." 

earrfprt      In  the  next   few  minutes  Jean  was 

thnnt   chown  the  power  which  would  enable 

wid,nKs^.m     to     conqUer     evil     tendencies. 

•Through  Jesus  Christ,  who  died   for 

Mpm  him.   he   could  have   a  living   Savior 

who  would  be  his  daily  strength.  On 

ibis  knees  beside  John  Tanner,  Jean 

'received  Jesus  Christ  as  his  Savior. 

"Here  is  a  verse  which  has  meant 
/much  to  me,"  John  Tanner  said  as 
I  they    arose.    "  T    can    do    all   things 
^through   Christ  which  strengtheneth 
5  mej'  Phil.  4:13.  Take  that  as  your  verse 
;  in  times  of  weakness  and  temptation, 
i  and  don't  fail  to  call  on  Him  for  help. 
I  your  own  strength  will  always  be  in- 
insufficient,  but  your  weakness  will 
give    Jesus    opportunity    to    use    His 
strength." 

Through  the  aid  of  John  Tanner, 
Jean  found  a  position  clerking  in  a 
store.  He  continued  steadfastly  in  his 
new  life;  the  old  life  became  a  thing 
of  the  past.  He  became  a  staunch 
Christian.  One  day  he  learned  that 
John  Tanner  had  saved  six  other  boys 
from  prison  bars  in  like  manner. 
Others  had  failed  him. 

One  day  Jean  went  to  his  benefac- 
tor. 

"Mr.  Tanner,  I've  prayed  for  some 
definite  line  of  Christian  work.  I  be- 
lieve I  have  the  answer.  I'd  like  to 
work  with  you  in  trying  to  rescue 
young  men  as  you  rescued  me.  It'll  be 
far  easier  to  save  them  on  the  verge 
of  evil  than  after  they  become  en- 
meshed in  the  net." 

And  so  the  work  of  saving  grace 
continued  to  operate  in  human  hearts 
as  additional  links  of  human  workers 
were  added  to  the  chain  of  divine  serv- 
ice in  the  name  and  power  of  Jesus 
Christ. 


TESTIMONY  OF  M.  S.  JOSEPH 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

tongues. 

Some  of  those  saved  in  that  won- 
derful revival  at  the  time  I  was  are 
now  preachers  of  the  gospel,  or  are 
going  on  in  the  ways  of  the  Lord,  but 
some  have  gone  back.  About  three 
months  after  I  was  saved,  the  Lord 
spoke  to  me,  telling  me  that  He  want- 
ed me  to  witness  for  Him  in  many 
places.  I  told  Him  that  I  had  no  edu- 
cation and  could  not  do  so,  but  a 
worker  gave  a  message  in  other 
tongues  with  the  interpretation  that 
He  would  be  with  me  as  He  was  with 
Moses,  it  was  then  that  I  yielded  and 
dedicated  myself  to  the  service  of  the 
Lord,  my  desire  being  not  for  worldly 
things  but  to  work  for  the  Lord  who 
had  redeemed  me. 

Not  long  after  this  I  was  enabled  to 
attend  Bible  school  at  Mt.  Zion,  Chen- 
gannur,  and  after  two  years  of  study 
i  received  a  diploma  from  there.  Since 
i^R.1  have  had  one  year's  experience 
hi  H?e  service  of  the  Lord,  most  of  it 
in  the  Tamil  field.  I  am  now  twenty- 
tour  years  of  age  and  my  desire  is  to 
see  many  precious  souls  saved  and  to 
oe  faithful  till  Jesus  comes.  —  M.  S. 
Joseph,  s.  India. 

November,  1944 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  Sold  for 

Sept.  Oct.  Total 

Alabama    _ ..2,338  2,358  4,696 

Alaska    12  12  24 

Arizona    308  252  560 

Arkansas  565  552  1,117 

California   1,219  1,288  2,507 

Canada    288  273  561 

Colorado   38  39  77 

Connecticut   7  7  14 

Delaware    256  276  532 

Florida  2,806  2,724  5,530 

Foreign    305  323  628 

Georgia    5,621  5,480  11,101 

Idaho   233  205  438 

Illinois  2,818  2,352  5,170 

Indiana   1,458  891  2,349 

Iowa  152  127  279 

Kansas  331  318  649 

Kentucky    1,900  1,809  3,709 

Louisiana    525  606  1,131 

Maine  256  242  498 

Massachusetts  ._.     31  30  61 

Maryland    1,543  1,453  2,996 

Michigan  2,198  1,768  3,966 

Minnesota    75  60  135 

Mississippi 695  754  1,449 

Missouri    1,506  1,577  3,083 

Montana  226  181  407 

Nebraska 36  35  71 

New  Jersey 290  289  579 

New  Mexico  294  369  663 

New  York 93  79  172 

Nevada 37  23  60 

North  Carolina.___7,759  5,571  13,330 

North  Dakota  _    246  216  462 

Ohio 4,520  4,417  8,937 

Oklahoma  302  341  643 

Oregon     273  271  544 

Pennsylvania  1,126  1,060  2,186 

Rhode  Island 112 

South  Carolina  10,186  9,311  19,497 

South  Dakota  _   281  252  533 

Tennessee  3,530  3,853  7,383 

Texas   1,955  1,988  3,943 

Utah 5  4  9 

Virginia  __I_J." 2,013  1,622  3,635 

Washington  469  433  902 

Washington,  D.  C.  294  243  537 

West  Virginia   __3,717  3,308  7,025 

Wisconsin  44  59  103 

Wyoming    103  75  178 

65,284  59,777  125,061 


Lighted   Pathway  Mailing   Date 

The  date  for  mailing  out  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  has  been  changed;  now 
the  Lighted  Pathways  will  be  mailed 
out  around  the  27th  instead  of  the 
20th.  This  is  the  reason  your  October 
papers  did  not  arrive  at  the  usual  time. 


LETTERS  FROM  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

of  the  United  States  to  realize  how 
bad  we  need  prayer  and  how  thankful 
they  should  be  for  even  being  in 
America.  Please  whisper  a  prayer  for 
us  and  letters  from  anyone  will  be  ap- 
preciated.— Pvt.  Sidney  R.  McGough. 

"THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD" 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

be  with  you  and  will  comfort  you.  The 
Lord  promises  freedom  from  fear.  Fear 


is  gripping  the  hearts  of  men  these 
days.  Christians  can  come  with  the 
message,  "Those  who  are  Christ's  need 
fear  no  evil,"  even  if  called  upon  to 
suffer  for  Him.  "All  that  would  live 
godly  in  Christ  Jesus  shall  suffer  per- 
secution" (2  Tim.  3:12). 

"God  hath  not  promised  skies  ever 

blue, 
Flower-strewn  pathways,  always  for 

you; 
But  He  hath  promised  strength  from 

above, 
Unfailing  sympathy,  undying  love." 

Our  Shepherd  gives  victory,  and 
supplies  all  our  needs.  What  is  your 
lack  this  morning?  Is  it  material 
needs?  Is  it  guidance?  Is  it  comfort? 
Is  it  restoration?  A  little  girl  repeat- 
ed the  first  verse,  "The  Lord  is  my 
shepherd,  and  that's  all  I  want."  Our 
trouble  is  that  we  want  the  Lord  and 
something  else.  And  that  "something 
else"  is  what  is  robbing  us  of  our 
peace. 

The  pathway  to  the  twenty-third 
Psalm  is  that  cry  from  the  darkness 
of  the  hill  called  Calvary  in  the 
twenty-second:  "My  God,  my  God, 
why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?" — when 
He  who  knew  no  sin  was  made  sin  for 
us,  when  He  tasted  death  for  every 
one.  Christian  Science  would  steal  the 
blessings  of  the  twenty-third  Psalm, 
and  leave  out  the  twenty-second 
Psalm  where  the  Good  Shepherd  laid 
down  His  life.  How  does  the  Shepherd 
do  all  He  promises  in  the  twenty- 
third  Psalm?  By  way  of  Calvary. 
Christ  for  us  on  the  cross  in  Psalm 
twenty-two.  Christ  in  us  through  the 
Holy  Spirit  in  Psalm  twenty-three.  We 
with  Him  through  all  eternity  in 
Psalm  twenty-four.  How  does  the 
Shepherd  do  it?  By  His  cross,  and  the 
indwelling  Holy  Spirit.  If  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  is  doing  all  this  for  His 
people,  how  is  it  that  Christians  with 
the  indwelling  Holy  Spirit  do  not 
have  victory,  and  are  disturbed  about 
death,  and  are  fearing  evil? 

Since  the  Shepherd  does  this 
through  His  cross,  what  is  my  respon- 
sibility? First,  if  not  a  Christian,  I 
am  to  confess  myself  a  sinner,  and 
take  Jesus  Christ  as  my  Saviour.  Then 
to  the  Christian,  the  Holy  Spirit  is 
dwelling  within  you,  and  you  may  have 
victory.  At  a  Bible  conference,  Mel 
Trotter  and  I  were  sharing  the  same 
room.  After  a  message  on  victory,  a 
young  minister  came  to  my  room.  He 
was  troubled.  He  was  defeated  in  his 
life.  He  said:  "I  read  my  Bible  for  ser- 
mons. My  prayer  life  is  not  what  it 
ought  to  be."  "Do  you  ever  read  the 
first  verses  of  the  twenty-third 
Psalm?"  "Yes,  that  is  one  of  my  fav- 
orite texts.  I've  preached  from  it."  "Do 
you  believe  it?"  "Of  course  I  do."  "Is 
the  Lord  your  Shepherd?  Is  He  meet- 
ing all  your  needs?"  "Oh,  I've  had 
wonderful  answers  to  prayers  about 
money."  "That's  not  what  I  asked. 
Please  answer  my  question.  Is  He 
meeting  all  your  needs?  Is  money 
your  greatest  need?"  He  confessed 
that   it   was   not— that   his   greatest 
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need  was  for  power  and  victory  in  his 
life.  "Can't  you  believe  the  Lord  is 
your  Shepherd  just  because  He  says 
it?"  Then  Mel  Trotter,  the  young 
minister,  and  I  knelt  down  and 
thanked  God  for  such  a  Shepherd. 

What  is  my  responsibility?  The  He- 
brew word  for  shepherd  does  not  pri- 
marily mean  one  who  supplies  all  our 
need,  and  not  only  need  but  comfort 
as  well.  Its  primary  meaning  is  not 
provider,  but  ruler,  lord,  and  despot. 
"He  will  be  ruler  (governor)  of  his 
people  Israel."  He  died  that  I  might 
live  not  henceforth  to  myself,  but  for 
Him  who  died  for  me  and  rose  again. 

John  3:36  requires  simple  faith. 

Ps.  23:1  requires  simple  faith. 

Col.  2:4  requires  simple  faith. 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  not  that 
He  will  be. 

AMEN. 
— From  The  Pulpit,  in  Christian 
Life  and  the  Word  of  the  Cross. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  so  glad  to  meet  you  at  the  As- 
sembly. I  had  always  wanted  to  tell 
you  personally  how  much  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

In  our  conversation  you  asked  me  to 
write  and  tell  you  about  our  work  as 
Gideon  in  Canton  inasmuch  as  we  re- 
ceived the  national  prize  for  the  past 
three  months. 

At  the  present  time  we  are  sending 
Lighted  Pathways  to  the  following  in- 
stitutions: The  Ohio  Penitentiary, 
Ohio  Reformatory  for  Women,  Ohio 
State  Reformatory,  Crile  General  Hos- 
pital, Halloran  General  Hospital, 
Fletcher  General  Hospital,  Stark 
County  Jail,  Stark  County  Infirmary, 
and  we  have  a  mailing  list  of  over  one 
hundred,  among  whom  are  many  sol- 
dier boys  and  girls  in  the  Service. 
When  we  receive  these  papers  we  put 
a  stamp  on  the  back  of  each  one  ad- 
vertising our  local  church  and  our  ra- 
dio broadcast;  thus  we  reap  more  than 
one  benefit  from  sending  out  these 
papers,  and  we  have  perhaps  a  double 
chance  in  bringing  the  gospel  mes- 
sage to  many. 

This  work,  of  course,  requires  a 
steady  source  of  finance.  We  do  not 
sell  our  Lighted  Pathways,  we  give 
them  away  to  the  public.  Our  church 
and  Y.P.E.  feel  that  God  will  bless  our 
efforts  and  this  work  is  fully  support- 
ed by  offerings.  I  believe  this  is  just 
another  way  to  do  missionary  work  at 
home.  Any  local  church  will  also  reap 
good  from  being  represented  in  its 
own  home  town  by  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. 

I  have  received  letters  of  thanks 
from  boys  in  France,  N.  Ireland,  New 
Guinea,  Australia.  One  boy  in  the 
Navy  wrote  about  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  he  said,  "I  feel  that  through 
those  little  books  I  will  be  able  to 
make  up  for  the  things  I  have  missed 
for  the  past  two  years." 

Letters  like  this  make  us  feel  well 
repaid  for  any  effort,  we  have  put 
forth  in  this  work. 

I  hope  the  Lord  will  continue  to 
bless  and  keep  you  and  help  you  in  the 
great  work  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Pray  for  us  that  we  will  continue  to 


do   the  Lord's   will. — Gladys   Warden, 
Canton,  Ohio. 

NOTE:  We  thank  you,  Gladys,  and 
all  your  helpers.  We  had  many  good 
workers  this  year  and  that  is  why  our 
circulation  reached  one  hundred  thou- 
sand. Let  us  see  if  we  cannot  reach  a 
higher  link  in  the  chain  of  possibili- 
ties this  year.  We  are  praying  that  this 
year  will  be  the  best  year  yet,  with 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  the  young 
people's  work  everywhere. — Ed. 

IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
known  him  all  my  life,  and  we  had 
been  sweethearts  even  as  children. 
Then  there  came  suddenly  into  my  life 
that  man  Joyce,  for  whom  I  sacrificed 
everything.  God  only  knows  how  he 
contrived  to  exercise  such  an  awful 
fascination  over  me  as  to  make  me 
leave  everyone,  everything,  and  marry 
him." 

For  a  moment  she  paused,  and 
shuddered.  Her  voice,  when  she  spoke, 
again  was  hollow  and  full  of  tears. 

"I  killed  my  father  by  eloping  on  the 
very  eve  of  my  arranged  marriage 
with  Ronald  Ferris.  Ronald  left  the 
country  as  soon  as  he  could  wind  up 
his  affairs.  And  I — well,  here  in  this 
mighty  Babylon,  I  have  ever  since 
been  reaping  some  of  the  sorrow  I  had 
sown.  Not  a  penny  of  my  father's 
money  ever  reached  me,  and  that 
brute  Joyce  only  married  me  for  what 
he  expected  to  get  with  me.  He  has 
done  his  best  to  make  earth  a  hell  for 
me,  and  I,  in  my  mad  blindness,  last 
night,  almost  exchanged  earth's  fleet- 
ing hell  for  God's  eternal  hell." 

A  look  of  shame  filled  her  eyes  as 
she  lifted  them  to  Hammond. 

"What  you  reminded  me  of  just 
now,  Mr.  Hammond,  I,  deep  down  in 
my  soul,  know  only  too  well — that 
death  does  not  end  all.  My  father  was 
a  true  Christian,  and  a  lay  preacher. 
I  have  travelled  with  him  hundreds  of 
times  to  his  preaching  appointments, 
playing  the  harmonium  and  singing 
solos  for  him  in  his  services.  More 
than  once  the  sense  of  God's  claim  up- 
on me  was  so  great  as  almost  to  com- 
pel my  yielding  my  heart  and  life. 
Would  to  God  I  had!  But  my  pride, 
my  ambitions,  strangled  my  good  de- 
sires, and,  as  I  said  just  now,  I  broke 
my  father's  heart.  I  killed  him,  and 
ruined  all  my  own  life,  though  I  have 
no  pity  for  myself.  Then  London  life, 
my  husband's  brutality,  my  own 
misery,  all  helped  to  drive  even  the 
memory  of  God  from  my  mind." 

"Yet,"  broke  in  Hammond,  "the 
Christian  religion  teaches  that  sorrow 
and  suffering  ought  to  drive  the  pos- 
sessor of  the  faith  nearer  to  God." 

There  was  a  hint  of  apology  in  his 
tones  as  he  went  on: 

"Don't  misunderstand  me,  Mrs. 
Joyce;  I  only  speak  from  hearsay.  I 
have  heard  parsons  preach  it,  but  I 
know  nothing  experimentally  about 
these  things  myself." 

She  smiled  in  a  slow,  sad  way,  and 
catching  her  breath  in  a  kind  of  quick 
sob,  said:  "Neither  have  I  ever  known 
anything     experimentally     of     these 


truths.  I  drifted  into  the  outward  foiC^' 
of  a  correct,  religious  life.    I  learrj! 
to  like  the  brightness  of  our  chapg 
services,  the  fun  of  choir  practice,  t$ 
merry  company,  the  adulation  heap£     r      , 
upon  me  for  my    solo-singing.    Th^fe    '-*'' 
there     were     the     tea-meetings,    tij  Qe 

service  of  song,  and  a  multitude  < 
other  mild  excitements  which  went  r  In   19 
brighten  the  monotony  of  a  rural  e**nous  S" 
istence.     But    of  God,  of     Christ,    X0r  in  E 
the  Divine  life,  I  fear  I  knew  nothingTbecause 

Hammond  smiled     inwardly     as  lie 
listened  to  this     strange     confessio3*xpelle< 
The  phraseology  was  new  to  him.     Bland,  a 

"It    is    the    shibboleth    of   noncon.  1    '  rec 
formity,  I  suppose,"  he  told  himsemrnan  ? 
"And  I  suppose  each    section    of  rePi'oUowi 
ligious   society   has  its   own   outwari      Tliei 
form     of  things  in  which  it     trust*  must  : 
thinking,  caring  nothing  for  the  greaBguilt, 
Divine  verities  that    should    be    tra  cause 
true  religious  life."  «gle  agi 

He  did  not  utter  his  thoughts  aloucH  placed 
but  asked  with  some  apparent  irreu  hurna 
evance,  "Where  is  your  husband,  MrS  he  as 
Joyce?"  I  bitter 

"Off  on  one  of  his  drinking  bout»  gives 
or  maybe  locked  up  for  drunkenness!  be  mc 
I  cannot  say."  I  is  n° 

Her  lifted  eyes  were  full  of  beseech^  n?.er 
ing,  as  she  went  on,  "You  will  kee«     ,ec\t 
secret,  Mr.  Hammond,   all  this  wild,    ?ra.c 
mad  episode  of  my  life.  If  only  I  coulqj   j.     vje 
know  that  the  sad,  mad,  bad  story  was     u0 
locked  up  between  God  and  you,  your 
kind  landlady  and  myself,  I  think  I     vervc 
could  go  back  and  face  my  misery  bet-1   tiaru 
ter."  Ge" 

"Do  not  fear,  Mrs.  Joyce,"  he  replied)!  °1U° 
quickly.  "The  affair  shall  be  as  though  ve*5, 
it  had  never  been.  I  can  answer  for  p~  * 
Mrs.  Belcher,  my  landlady;  and  for  UP~. 
myself  I  give  you  my  word,  and — "  } Jz 

"God  reward  you,  sir!"  she  sobbed. 
"Already  you  have  given  me  clearer 
views  of  Him  than  any  minister  or  any 
sermon  ever  did." 

A  few  moments  later  Mrs.  Joyce- rose  Ra< 
to  leave.  He  pressed  three  sovereigns  T 

into  her  hand,  and  in  spite  of  her  a  r 
tearful  protestations  made  her  take  lap 
the  money.  see 

"If  you  are  ever  in  desperate  need,  len 
come  to  me,  or  write  me,  Mrs.  Joyce,  ba< 
and  I  will  help  you,  if  I  can.  Mean-  ofi 
while,  be  assured  that  the  little  I  have  foi 
done  for  you  I  would  have  done  for  Ca 
any  stranger,  for,  after  all,  the  human  in 
race  is  linked  by  a  strange,  a  mighty  J  a 

family  tie.  Good-bye."  CI 

She  wrung  the  hand  he  gave  her. 
The  next  moment  she  was  gone. 

"Poor  soul!"  he  muttered. 

Passing  across  the  room  to  the  win- 
dow, he  glanced  out.  She  was  moving    . 
down  the  street.     Her     handkerchief 
was  pressed  to  her  eyes.  p 

"How  strange,"  he  murmured,  as  he 
turned  from  the  window,  "are  these 
chance  encounters  in  life!  Like  ships 
at  sea,  we  sight,  hail,  exchange  some  t 

kind  of  greeting,  then  pass  on.  Do  we, 
after  all,  I  wonder,  unconsciously  in- 
fluence each  other  in  these  apparently 
trivial  life-encounters?  If  so,  how? 
Take  this  episode  now,  for  instance.  I  . 
Will  my  encounter  with  that  poor  soul 
have  any  effect  on  my  life,  or  on  hers? 
If  so,  what?" 

(To  be  continued) 
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Germany  in 

,q^5  Karl  Barth,  the  world-fa- 
In-  qwiss  theologian,  was  a  profes- 
n0US  Ronn  University,  Germany,  and 
>°r  -p  of  his  refusal  to  take  an 
3eC£Unf  loyalty  to  Adolph  Hitler,  was 
3a  lipd  From  his  haven  in  Switzer- 
ssio^  expeiltL  fgw  days  ag0>  Dr    Barth  de_ 

laIl,-pd  a  message  concerning  the  Ger- 
11        people  and  the  Christian  world 
Snowing  the  war. 
fhev   are     "in   God's  hands,"    and 
it-  face  the  consequences  of  their 
1    m    said  he.  They  have   failed  be- 
go,ise  they  have  conducted  a  "strug- 
wm   cauap.ainst  God,"  and  in  so  doing  have 
m,^  r;    ninred  themselves  in  the  wrong  on  the 
•re?'      hSn    plane.    The    German    people, 
m%o<    he   asserted,   must   now   undergo   the 
^  ™    hitter  experience  that  God,  who  for- 
gives sins,  does  not  allow  Himself  to 
•  he  mocked,  and  that  human  insolence 
is  not  able  to  shake     the    throne  of 
mercy.  It  must  learn  this  meaning  of 
the  present  experience,  and  meet  the 
o-racious  God  whom  it  wished  to  re- 
ject, but  who  does  not  allow  himself 
to  be  rejected. 

On  the  other  hand  Dr.  Barth  was 
very  careful  to  say  that,  while  Chris- 
tians must  recognize  the  guilt  of  the 
German  people,  they  must  not  bear 
grudges  after  the  restitution  and  se- 
vere punishment  which  will  accom- 
pany Germany's  defeat,  has  been  laid 
upon  the  nation.  ''When  German  mil- 
itary might  has  been  made  harm- 
less, it  is  not  for  us  to  judge  again 
when  God  has  already  passed  judg- 
ment." 

Racing  Against  Time  in  the  Far  East 

The  war  in  the  Pacific  has  become 
a  race  against  time.  Which  will  col- 
lapse first,  Japan  or  China?  That 
seems  to  be  the  central  military  prob- 
lem now.  The  news  from  China  is  all 
bad,  and  growing  worse.  The  Japanese 
offensive  has  all  but  completed  its  ef- 
fort to  seize  the  rest  of  the  Hankow- 
Canton  railway,  and  thus  cut  China 
in  two.  So  rapid  have  been  the  recent 
Japanese  advances,  and  so  feeble 
Chinese  resistance,  that  American 
fliers,  in  abandoning  their  great  air- 
base  at  Kweilin  from  which  Super- 
fortresses could  be  launched  for 
flights  against  Japan  and  the  Japanese 
bases  in  Manchuria,  had  to  decamp  so 
Precipitately  that  they  were  forced  to 
destroy  the  precious  stores  of  gasoline 
flown  "over  the  hump"  from  India. 
On  the  other  hand,  news  from  the 
American  forces  moving  on  Japan  is 
all  good.  General  MacArthur's  advance 
jj°  the  northernmost  of  the  Moluccas 
"as  put  his  forces  within  300  miles  of 
the  Philippines,  while  Admiral  Nim- 
ltz's  landing  in  the  Palau  islands  has 
Put  him  within  less  than  600  miles  of 
y^anila.  It  looks  as  though  American 
rorces  should  be  ashore  in  the  Philip- 
Pines  within  the  next  few  weeks,  and 
the  advance  from  there  to  an  attack 
°n  Japan  should  not  be  delayed  long. 
However,    if     China     meanwhile    col- 
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lapses  the  army  will  find  itself  sadly 
lacking  in  the  airfields  and  other  land 
bases  it  will  need  for  direct  assault  on 
the  Japanese  home  islands,  while 
there  is  always  the  possibility  that  the 
Japanese  army  may  then  shift  to  the 
Asiatic  mainland  and,  in  possession  of 
China,  extend  the  war  for  months. 

Service  men  are  being  returned  to 
the  United  States  at  the  rate  of  100,- 
000  per  month.  Some  are  normal,  some 
wounded  or  mentally  or  spiritually 
handicapped. — News  in  the  World  of 
Religion. 

Foreign  Minister  Moklotov  of  Rus- 
sia, reported  on  June  27,  that  15,000,- 
000  Russian  civilians  had  died  of  star- 
vation, been  killed,  or  had  been  driven 
off  as  slaves  since  the  beginning  of 
the  war  with  Germany.  In  addition 
the  Soviet  Government  has  listed 
5,300,000  military  casualties,  a  total 
equal  to  one-half  the  number  of  men 
and  women  in  all  the  armed  forces  of 
the  United  States.  Suppose  that  one- 
half  of  all  the  stars  in  American  serv- 
ice flags  were  gold! 

The  official  figures  from  Britain  be- 
fore the  robot  bombing  began,  listed 
53,747  killed  and  68,798  injured  among 
civilians  alone.  On  August  8  Prime 
Minister  Churchill  reported  that  17,000 
homes  had  been  destroyed  and  800,- 
000  damaged  in  London  and  South 
England  by  robot  bombs  alone.  The 
British  Information  Service  reported 
that  between  that  date  and  August 
26  they  were  being  destroyed  or  dam- 
aged at  the  rate  of  17,000  every  twen- 
ty-four hours! — The  Christian  Advo- 
cate. 

The  conferences  between  Secretary 
of  State  Cordell  Hull  and  Dr.  John 
Foster  Dulles  have  clarified  the  situ- 
ation for  all  the  world.  While  these 
two  statesmen — probably  the  best  in- 
formed and  most  realistic  students  of 
international  affairs  on  this  side  of 
the  Atlantic — may  disagree  in  details, 
they  are  united  in  their  basic  convic- 
tions that  this  nation  must  participate 
to  the  fullest  degree  in  some  postwar 
world  organization.  The  tragedy  of 
1919  and  later,  when  any  question  of 
participation  in  world  peace  machin- 
ery became  a  political  football,  is  not 
to  be  repeated. 


Juvenile  Squeaks 

A  great  metropolitan  newspaper, 
commenting  upon  some  resolutions 
adopted  by  a  group  of  Christian  youth 
who  protested  against  a  social  injus- 
tice of  the  moment,  referred  to  them 
as  "juvenile  squeaks,"  as  though  noth- 
ing that  any  youth  said  had  any  im- 
portance. We  are  reminded,  however, 
that  it  was  a  raw  Illinois  youth  on  his 
first  trip  to  New  Orleans  who  regis- 
tered a  sacred  vow  that  if  he  ever  had 
a  chance  to  strike  a  blow  at  slavery 
he  would  hit  it    hard.     And    Martin 


Luther  was  not  an  old  man  when  he 
stood  before  the  Diet  of  Worms,  re- 
fusing to  recant,  and  declaring  for  the 
spiritual  independence  of  every  Chris- 
tian believer.  It  is  easy  to  think  that 
the  Roman  governor  of  Palestine,  and 
the  Jewish  high  priest,  might  have 
dismissed  without  even  so  much  as  a 
wave  of  the  hand,  the  news  that  a 
twelve-year-old  boy  from  Nazareth 
was  in  the  Temple  asking  questions  of 
the  learned  doctors  of  the  law.  It  has 
happened  on  a  few  occasions  in  his- 
tory that  a  "juvenile  squeak"  has  be- 
come a  clarion  call.  There  were  the  vi- 
sions of  Joan  of  Arc,  too.  The  church 
or  the  nation  which  ignores  the  opin- 
ions of  its  youth  does  so  at  its  own 
peril. — Selected. 

The  seventeenth  of  September 
marked  the  157th  anniversary  of  the 
signing  of  the  constitution.  That  it 
was  framed  amid  dissension  is  appar- 
ent, from  the  fact  that  sixteen  mem- 
bers declined  to  sign  it  and  three 
mounted  their  steeds  and  rode  off  in 
a  huff.  Over  its  interpretation  a 
bloody  fratricidal  war  was  once  waged 
and  while  its  expounders  to  this  day 
are  at  variance,  nevertheless  loyalty  to 
the  Constitution  is  about  the  most 
constant  quality  to  be  found  among 
our  Congressmen.  And  the  wonder 
grows  that  more  than  a  century  and  a 
half  ago  men  could  create  a  working 
instrument  sufficiently  elastic  to  meet 
the  needs  of  the  changing  patterns  of 
society. — J.  S.  Payton. 

"What  We  Do  Not  Know  .  .  ." 

"What  we  don't  know  is  likely  to 
hurt  us."  Such  was  the  conclusion  this 
week  of  Gallup  pollsters  whose  con- 
stant questioning  of  United  States 
citizens  about  public  affairs  has  un- 
earthed surprising  "areas  of  ignor- 
ance." Some  of  them: 

27,000,000  U.  S.  adults  do  not  know 
that  the  Japs  have  taken  the  Philip- 
pines. 

54,000,000  have  never  heard  of  the 
Atlantic  Charter. 

85,000,000  do  not  know  what  a  recip- 
rocal trade  treaty  is. 

Two-thirds  of  the  population  do  not 
know  that  the  United  States  has  re- 
ceived reverse  Lend-Lease  aid  from 
Britain. 

More  than  half  the  adult  population 
does  not  know  that  the  United  States 
never  belonged  to  the  League  of  Na- 
tions. 

University  of  Denver  researchers 
who  recently  quizzed  citizens  about 
the  United  States  Bill  of  Rights  re- 
ported that: 

23  per  cent  had  never  heard  of  it. 

39  per  cent  could  not  identify  it. 

15  per  cent  gave  hazy  or  wrong  def-' 
initions. 

23  per  cent  were  reasonably  ac- 
quainted with  the  first  ten  amend- 
ments.— Time  Magazine. 
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"Good-bye,  my  boy,"  my  father  said 

That  day  I  left  my  home, 

"My  love  goes  with  you  everywhere 

No  matter  where  you  roam; 

On  land  or  sea,  on  train  or  ship, 

On  mountain  peak  or  plain; 

In  happy  days  or  loneliness, 

In  laughter,  joy  or  pain. 

"Good-bye,  my  boy,"  he  said  it  so, 

With  tenderness  and  love; 

"Each  night  whatever  stars  may  shine 

Remember  I  am  watching  them; 

The  same  white  stars  that  shine  on  me, 

Those  same  shall  shine  on  you. 

"Good-bye,  my  boy!  and  when  you  look 

Into  those  starlit  skies — 

We  both  shall  see  the  selfsame  stars 

With  loving,  lonely  eyes. 

And  I  shall  lift  a  prayer  for  you. 

Whatever  ships  you  sail, 

Whatever  sea,  whatever  land, 

My  love  shall  never  fail! 

"Good-bye,  my  boy !"  my  father  said, 
Through  misty,  tear-dimmed  eyes; 
"I'll  hang  a  prayer  on  every  star 
That  shines  in  God's  blue  skies !" 
So,  when  I  watch  the  stars  by  night 
His  words  come  back  to  me, 
And  I  can  feel  his  love  and  care 
On  foreign  land  and  sea. 

"Good-bye,  my  boy!"  What  tender  words, 

How  filled  with  love  and  light ; 

They  warm  my  heart  and  hush  my  fears 

As  I  stand  watch  by  night. 

And  so,  five  thousand  miles  away 

From  home  is  not  so  far, 

Because  I  know  my  father  hangs 

A  prayer  on  every  star. 

— Author  Unknotvn. 
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A  Merry  Christmas,  Boys  and  Girls :    God  bless  you. 
Here  we  are  almost  ready  for  Christmas.  Some  of  us  are 

looking  forward  with  great  joy  to  the  Christmas  season. 

We  are  making  plans  and  hoping  we  can  give  our  dear 
friends  some  lovely  presents.  Per- 
haps some  are  storing  away  pennies 
in  order  that  mother  and  father  may 
have  even  a  small  token  of  love  at 
this  festive  time.  Yes,  great  excite- 
ment prevails  throughout  the  whole 
universe.  Storekeepers  are  gathering 
the  choicest  offerings  of  all  the  earth 
and  are  displaying  them.  Shoppers 
are  wearying  themselves  in  making 
their  purchases.  Friend  will  exchange 
gift  with  friend,  the  Yule  log  will 
glow  and  crackle  upon  the  hearth, 
the  house  will  be  beautiful  with  dec- 
orations. Christmas  bells,  wreaths  of 
holly  and  mistletoe  will  adorn  the 
homes  of  the  nation.  The  tables  will 

be  laden  with  the  season's  delicacies,  and  some  will  be 

surrounded  by  a  united  family.  Some  will  have  crossed 

the  continent  to  be  at  home  on  this  great  occasion.   The 

church,  the  school,  the  social  circle,  the  public,  offer  full 

rounds  of  special  activities. 
Oh  yes,  but  what  does  it  all  mean?  The  whole  world  is 

awake  and  active  at  this  time.  The  man  or  woman  who 

does  not  show  an  interest  at  this  time  is  considered  a 

grouch,  like  Dickens'  Scrooge.  But  why  all  this  excitement? 

What  has  happened?  God  made  Christmas.  He  made  it  of 

a  babe  nestling  innocently  and  trustfully  in  the  arms  of 

a  loving  mother.  The  setting  is  against  a  fearfully  dark 

background,  many  miles  from  home,  no  room  in  the  inn, 

no  cradle  but  a  manager,  no  company  but 

dumb  brutes.   But  amidst  this  dark  scene 

there  came  a  light  around  the  Child  and 

mother.  A  few  who  saw  this  light  brought 

greetings.  The   shepherds  and  wise  merf- 

followed  the   leading   of  the   star.   These 

poured    out    praises    because    the    Savior 

of  men  had  come,  because  the  hope  of  the 

world    had    dawned,    because    God    had 

made    Christmas.   Now   the   whole   world 

bows  to  the  newborn  King  at  Christmas. 

The  dime,  the  quarter,  and  the  dollar  we 

spend,  bow  in  recognition  of  the  birth  of 

the  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords.  Every 

date  placed  on  a  letter  or  card  or  package 

sent  out  at  this  Christmas  time  bows  in 

acknowledgment  of  the  birth  of  this  Babe 


in  the  manger  one  thousand  nine  hundred  and  forty-fQ 
years  ago.  Who  can  doubt  the  divinity  of  this  Babe  at  w 
Christmas  time?  Then  if  we  believe  in  Him,  let  us  ^ 
from  the  depths  of  our  hearts,  "As  God  gave  all  for  jj 
on  that  first  Christmas  morning,  I  will  give  all  for  k 
away  down  here  in  1944." 

There  will  be  those   at  this  Christmas  time  who  \J 
find  it  hard  to  be  merry.  The  parents  will  look  back  a  f J 
years  ago  when  the  children  were  all  at  home — moth,* 
father,  sister,  brother  were  all  around  the  fireside.    Thj 
heard  together  the  crackling  of  the  Yule  log.  They  $1 
together  around  the  festive  board,  they  sang  together,  th« 
laughed  together;  but  this  year,  oh,  what  a  dark  picturl 
That  darling  boy  is  in  a  foreign  country,  or  it  may  be  y 
has  already  given  his  life  for  his  country.  Perhaps  mother 
or  father,  or  sister,  or  brother  has  gone  to  be  with  Jes\2 
since  last  Christmas.  It  seems  it  is  all  mockery  as  |9 
Christmas  bells  begin  to  peal  forth  on  the  frosty  mornii* 
air.  But  let  us  stop  and  reason  together.  How  happy  thaj 
sound  should  be,  for  it  brings  to  our  minds  the  thougM 
that  the  great  Deliverer  has  come.  He  made  it  possible  % 
that  loved  one  to  have  a  beautiful  mansion  awaiting  hi^ 
or  her  across  the  great  divide  and  that  we  may  follow 
on  to  meet  them  some  sweet  day.  Isn't  that  grand?  The2 
why  should  we  not  look  up  and  rejoice  in  this  great  Del 
liverer?  He  is  a  Friend  in  time  of  trouble,  as  He  sits  at! 
the  right  hand  of  the  Father  interceding  for  you  and  mel 
He  is  a  Comforter  and  Guide  along  life's  pathway.  Aren't* 
you  glad  He  came?  I  feel  some  of  that  gentle  dew  front: 
heaven  just  now  moistening  and  refreshing  my  soul.  M 
this  Christ  real  to  you? 

Then  I  am  thinking  of  the  boys  and  girls  who  are  in} 
the  Service  of  our  country.  Perhaps  as  they  look  at  the! 
home  on  our  cover  page,  with  the  light  shining  from  itst 
windows,  the  big  tears  will  begin  to  falll 
as  they  think  of  home  and  loved  ones  at] 
this  Christmas  time.  Remember,  dear  ones,! 
it  is  these  homes  that  you  are  fighting! 
for,  that  mother,  daddy,  sisters,  brothers,! 
that  little  wife  and  those  babies  of  yours,! 
may  have  a  home  to  live  in  with  the  com- 
forts of  life.  Yes,  and  that  they  may  be 
able  to  worship  and  serve  God  according  j 
to  the  dictates  of  their  own  conscience.' 
God  bless  you,  boys  and  girls,  and  give 
you  peace  in  the  midst  of  the  turmoil.  Yes, 
that  peace  which  the  angels  sang  about 
on  that  first  Christmas  morning;  the' 
peace  that  the  world  cannot  give,  neither 
can  it  take  away. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 


ON    GOING    HOME    FOR    CHRISTMAS 

Edgar  A.  Guest 


He  little  knew  the  sorrow  that  was  in  his  vacant  chair; 
He  never  guessed  they'd  miss  him,  or  he'd  surely  have  been 

there; 
He  couldn't  see  his  mother  or  the  lump  that  filled  her 

throat, 
Or  the  tears  that  started  falling  as  she  read  his  hasty  note; 
And  he  couldn't  see  his  father,  sitting  sorrowful  and  dumb, 
Or   he   never   would   have   written    that   he   thought    he 

couldn't  come. 

He  little  knew  the  gladness  that  his  presence  would  have 

made, 
And  the  joy  it  would  have  given,  or  he  never  would  have 

stayed. 
He  didn't  know  how  hungry  had  the  little  mother  grown 
Once  again  to  see  her  baby  and  to  claim  him  for  her  own. 
He  didn't  guess  the  meaning  of  his  visit  Christmas  Day 
Or  he  never  would  have  written  that  he  couldn't  get  away. 

He  couldn't  see  the  fading  of  the  cheeks  that  once  were 


pink, 
And  the  silver  in  the  tresses;  and  he  didn't  stop  to  think 
How  the  years  are  passing  sioiftly,  and  next  Christmas  it 

might  be 
There  would  be  no  home  to  visit  and  no  mother  dear  to  see. 
He  didn't  think  about  it — I'll  not  say  he  didn't  care. 
He  was  heedless  and  forgetful  or  he'd  surely  have  been 

there. 

Are  you  going  home  for  Christmas?  Have  you  written  you'll 
be  there? 

Going  home  to  kiss  the  mother  and  to  show  her  that  you 
care? 

Going  home  to  greet  the  father  in  a  way  to  make  him  glad? 

If  you're  not  I  hope  there'll  never  come  a  time  you'll  wish 
you  had. 

Just  sit  down  and  write  a  letter — it  will  make  their  heart- 
strings hum 

With  a  tune  of  perfect  gladness — if  you'll  tell  them  that 
you'll  come. 


*  On  the   (^WLYikliYicf  of  an  Ot/e 

By  SIDNEY  WATSON 

(Used   by   permission   of   Fleming   H.   Revell   Company) 


LILY  WORK 

(Continued  from  last 
issue) 

The  room  we  now  enter 
is  a  large  one.  It  is  close 
under  the  roof  of  a  house 
in  Finsbury.  The  man 
there  at  work  pauses  for 
a  moment. 

The  room  is  a  work- 
shop. The  man  is  a  Jew — 
but  what  a  Jew!  He  might 
have  posed  to  an  artist  as 
a  model,  a  type  of  the 
proudest  Jewish  monarch 
over  Israel.  Face,  form, 
stature— not  even  Saul  or 
David  or  Solomon  could 
have  excelled  him. 

The  room  held  the  fin- 
ished workmanship  of  his 
hands  for  the  three  past 
years.  And  now,  as  he 
paused  in  his  labor — a  la- 
bor of  love — for  a  mo- 
ment, and  drew  his  tall 
form  erect,  and  lifted  his 
face  to  the  window  above 
him,  a  light  that  was  al- 
most holy  filled  his  eyes. 
"God  of  our  fathers," 
he  murmured,  "God  of  the 
Holy  Tent  and  of  the 
Temple,  instruct  me; 
teach  my  fingers  to  do 
this  great  work." 

He  let  his  hands  fall 
with  an  almost  sacred 
touch  upon  the  chapiter 
he  had  been  chasing.  He 
wist  not  that  his  face 
shone  with  an  unearthly 
light,  as  for  a  moment  his  lips  moved  in  prayer.  Then 
quietly  reaching  a  thick  old  book  from  a  shelf,  he  opened 
it  at  one  of  its  earlier  pages,  and  read  aloud. 

"And  the  Lord  spake  unto  Moses,  saying,  See,  I  have 
called  by  name  Bezaleel,  the  son  of  Uri,  the  son  of  Hur, 
of  the  tribe  of  Judah:  and  I  have  filled  him  with  the  Spirit 
of  God,  in  wisdom,  and  in  understanding,  and  in  knowl- 
edge, and  in  all  manner  of  workmanship,  to  devise  cun- 
ning works,  to  work  in  gold,  and  in  silver,  and  in  brass,  and 
in  cutting  of  stones,  to  set  them,  and  in  carving  of  tim- 
ber, to  work  in  all  kinds  of  workmanship.  And  I,  behold, 
i  have  given  with  him  Aholiab,  the  son  of  Ahisamach,  of 
the  tribe  of  Dan:  and  in  the  hearts  of  all  that  are  wise- 
hearted  I  have  put  wisdom,  that  they  may  make  all  that  I 
have  commanded  thee:  the  tabernacle  of  the  congrega- 
tion, and  the  ark  of  the  testimony,  and  the  mercy-seat  that 
!S  thereupon,  and  all  the  furniture  of  the  tabernacle." 

The  light — it  was  now  almost  a  fire — deepened  in  his 
eyes.  A  rare,  a  rich,  cadence  filled  his  voice  as  he  read  the 
noly  words.  His  fingers  moved  to  the  middle  of  the  book. 
It  easily  opened  at  a  certain  place,  as  though  it  had  been 
often  used  at  that  page.  Again  he  read  aloud: 

'And  the  chapiters  that  were  upon  the  top  of  the  pil- 
lars were  of  lily  work,  .  .  .  and  the  chapiters  upon  the  two 
Pillars  had  pomegranates  also  above,  .  .  .  and  the  pome- 
granates were  two  hundred,  in  rows  round  about  upon  the 
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other  chapiters,  .  .  .  and  he  set  up  the  pillars  in  the  porch 
of  the  temple:  and  he  set  up  the  right  pillar,  and 
called  the  name  thereof  Jachin  ("He  shall  establish") ;  and 
he  set  up  the  left  pillar,  and  called  the  name  thereof  Boaz 
("In  it  is  strength") .  And  on  the  top  of  the  pillars  was  lily 
work:  so  was  the  work  of  the  pillars  finished." 

With  a  reverent  touch  the  man  closed  the  book,  replaced 
it  on  the  shelf,  then,  lifting  his  eyes  again  to  where  the 
cold,  clear  light  streamed  down  through  the  great  sky- 
light in  the  ceiling,  he  murmured: 

"How  long,  O  Lord,  shall  Thy  people  be  cast  off  and  trod- 
den down,  and  their  land,  Thy  land,  be  held  by  the  accursed 
races?" 

For  a  moment  a  look  of  pain  swept  into  his  face.  Then, 
as  he  became  conscious  of  the  touch  of  his  lowered  hand 
upon  the  chapiter,  his  eyes  travelled  downwards  to  the  ex- 
quisite "lily  work,"  and  the  light  of  a  new  hope  swept  the 
pain  off  his  face. 

"The  very  fact  that  the  time  has  come,"  he  murmured, 
"for  us  to  be  preparing  for  the  next  temple,  is  a  token  from 
Jehovah  that  the  day  of  Messiah  draweth  nigh." 

His  eyes  lingered  a  moment  on  the  rare  and  beautiful 
workmanship,  then  he  took  up  a  chasing  tool  and  con- 
tinued his  toil;  yet,  while  he  worked  he  kept  up  a  running 
recitative  of  Ezekiel's  description  of  the  great  temple — for 
he  knew  by  heart  all  the  chapters  of  that  prophet. 

As  he  presently  repeated  the  words:  "And  the  Prince 
in  the  midst  of  them,  when  they  go  in,  shall  go  in;  and 
when  they  go  forth,  shall  go  forth,"  he  lifted  his  eyes  with 
a  deep  holy  rapture  shining  in  all  his  face. 

He  closed  his  recitative  with  a  ringing  note  of  triumph 
in  his  voice,  as  he  cried,  "It  shall  be  round  about  eighteen 
thousand  cubits:  and  the  name  of  the  city  from  that  day 
shall  be  Jehovah-Chammah — The  Lord  is  there." 

There  was  a  moment  of  absolute  silence.  The  graver  was 
still,  the  hand  that  held  it  might  have  been  stone,  so  rigid 
did  it  become.  The  lips  of  Abraham  Cohen  moved,  but  no 
other  sound  came  from  his  save  the  words  "Jehovah  was 
there,"  and  he  prayed  aloud. 

In  the  midst  of  his  rapt  devotion  the  door  of  the  work- 
room opened.  The  slight  sound  aroused  the  dreamer.  He 
turned  his  face  in  the  direction  of  the  door,  and  his  eyes 
flashed  with  pleasure. 

"Ah,  Zillah!"  he  cried  in  greeting.  The  girl  he  addressed 
closed  the  door,  thus  shutting  out  the  odor  of  frying  fish. 
She  crossed  the  floor  quickly,  with  a  certain  eagerness, 
and  came  towards  him  with  a  rare  grace.  She  was  singular- 
ly beautiful,  of  an  Eastern  style  of  beauty.  Her  complexion 
was  of  the  Spanish  olive  tone,  and  her  melting  eyes  were 
of  that  same  Spanish  type.  Her  hair — a  wondrous  crown 
of  it — was  blue-black.  She  had  a  certain  plumpness  of  form 
that  seemed  to  add  rather  than  take  from  her  general 
beauty.  She  was  sister  to  his  wife. 

"Supper  will  be  ready  in  five  minutes  Abraham,"  she 
began.  "Will  you  be  ready  for  it?" 

He  smiled  down  into  her  great  black  eyes.  He  was  never 
very  keen  on  his  meals.  He  ate  to  live  only;  he  did  not  live 
to  eat.  She  knew  that,  and  had  long  since  learned  that  his 
labor  of  love  was  as  meat  and  drink  to  him.  Her  eyes  glided 
past  him  and  rested  on  his  work. 

"It  is  very  beautiful,  Abraham!"  she  cried.  There  was 
reverence  as  well  as  rapture  and  admiration  in  her  voice 
and  glance. 

"It  cannot  be  too  beautiful,  Zillah,"  he  returned. 

Her  eyes  were  on  his  work.  His  were  on  her  face.  He  read 
in  it  the  rapturous  admiration  of  his  workmanship. 

"When  will  the  Messiah  come?"  she  sighed. 

"Soon,  I  believe!"  he  returned.  "Jehovah  rested  in  His 
creative  work  after  six  days'  labor.  A  thousand  years  with 
Him  are  as  one  day.  May  it  not  well  be,  then,  that  as  there 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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//  you  are  rich  in  blessings,  do  all  you  can  for 
those 
Who  have  no  happy  home,  scant  food,  no  fire,  no 
nice  ivarm  clothes. 
Be  thankful  for  the   privilege   of   comforting   the 
sad 
And  sharing  with  God's  needy  ones  the  gifts  tvhich 
make  you  glad. 
A  loving  thought  costs  nothing,  but  much  bestows 
on  those 
By  whom  received;  it  cheerfully  to  kindlier  deeds 
oft  grows. 
He  who  was  born  on  Christmas  Day  was  poor,  yet 
gave  His  life 
To  teach  us  all  that  life  was  not  to  spend  in  greed 
and  strife, 
So,  for  His  sake,  just  pass  along  these  humble  words 

of  cheer: 
"A  God-blest,  happy  Christmas,  and  a  prosperous, 
glad  New  Year!" 


My  dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 
When  I  was  a  little  girl  my  brothers, 
sisters  and  I  would  always  see  who 
could  say,  "Christmas  gift"  first  on 
Christmas  morning,  and  then  the 
one  who  was  last  would  have  to 
make  the  other  some  kind  of  a 
present.  So  now  as  soon  as  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  comes  to  your  home  and 
you  open  its  pages,  you  imagine  you 
can  hear  me  saying,  "Christmas  gift 
to  you,  and  you  can  send  me  a  Christ- 
mas card.  Isn't  that  a  nice  way  to  get 
a  shower  of  cards?  Be  sure  to  be  a 
real  Happy  Homemaker  this  Christ- 
mas and  bring  Christmas  cheer  to 
your  home. — Editor. 

TOMMY'S  BEST  CHRISTMAS 

Laura  A.  Sanders 

When  Tommy  heard  the  church 
bells  ringing  on  Christmas  Day,  he 
jumped  out  of  bed  and  ran  to  the  open 
window.  Tommy  had  never  done  that 
before.  Always  on  Christmas  morning 
just  as  soon  as  he  could  open  his 
sleepy  eyes  he  ran  to  his  stockings 
which  were  hung  up  by  his  good  moth- 
er over  the  nice  warm  fireplace.  On 
this  morning  he  stood  so  long  that  his 
mother  grew  worried  for  fear  he  would 
catch  cold,  so  she  came  with  his 
house  shoes  and  bathrobe  and  tried 
to  persuade  him  to  come  to  the  fire, 
but  Tommy  said,  "Mother,  I  never 
heard  such  sweet  music  as  those  bells 
are  making  this  morning.  Can't  you 
hear  their  message?  They  are  not  say- 
ing, 'Ding,  dong,'  but  they  keep  saying 
'Christ  born,  Christ  born,'  and  those 
little  snowbirds  here  under  my  win- 
dow keep  saying,  'Sweet  peace,  sweet 
peace.' " 

"Why,  Tommy,"  Mother  said,  as  she 
led  him  in  to  the  room  and  lifted  him 
up  in  her  lap,  "have  you  had  some 
strange  dream  during  the  night  and 
aren't  you  still   dreaming,   and  why 


don't  you  seem  proud  as  usual  over 
your  toys?" 

"Oh,  these  are  the  best  toys  I've  ever 
had  on  Christmas,  Mother  dear,  and  I 
love  them  best,  but  I'm  still  hearing 
those  sweet  bells  and  thinking  what 
a  glad  song  burst  on  the  ears  of  those 
shepherds  so  many  years  ago  when 
Jesus  was  born  in  Bethlehem." 

Mother  took  Tommy  on  in  the  nice 
warm  kitchen.  She  thought  he  might 
feel  more  like  being  wild  with  joy  over 
his  nice  gifts  when  he  had  eaten  his 
steaming  breakfast.  Daddy  was  a  lit- 
tle alarmed  over  his  son  too.  He  was 
afraid  he  might  be  sick,  so  sick  that 
heaven  and  all  the  hosts  of  heaven 
might  be  nearer  Tommy  than  they 
desired;  for  they  had  not  been  blessed 
with  any  other  little  boy  but  just 
Tommy,  and  not  even  a  little  girl  had 
ever  come  to  live  with  them,  so  they 
never  felt  happy  if  Tommy  seemed 
sick.  But  was  he  really  sick? 

He  surprised  them  a  great  deal 
more  when  they  were  all  seated 
around  the  table  and  his  little  hands 
were  not  reaching  so  anxiously  as  us- 
ual for  food.  They  were  dropped  in 
his  lap;  and  just  as  Daddy  started  to 
say,  "Oh,  Tommy  boy,  shake  off  your 
spell  and  eat,"  Tommy  boy  had  some- 
thing to  say  and  guess  what  he  said, 
"Daddy,  you  and  mother  wait  until  I 
thank  God  for  the  best  Christmas  of 
my  life." 

There  were  some  tears  rolling  down 
their   cheeks   now,  but   they  worked 
hard   to   be   brave;    however,   Daddy 
just  had  "to  sniffle  a  little  for  he  was 
ashamed  that  his  little  boy  had  to 
bring  them  the  reality  of  Christmas. 
Tommy's  prayer  ran  like  this: 
"Dear  God,  we  thank  You  for  the  day 
That  Jesus  lay  upon  the  hay. 
We  thank  You  for  the  angels'  song, 
And  for  the  star  that  shone  so  long; 
For  wise  men  and  the  shepherds  found 
By  Your  own  light  the  sacred  ground. 


Help  me,  a  little  child,  to  start 
To  build  a  manger  in  my  heart; 
Make  me  like  Christ,  if  you  don't  n^ 
A  gift  of  God  to  serve  mankind." 

Mother  and  Daddy  both  thou 
they  had  never  heard  such  a  sWp 
little  prayer;  only  really  it  was  ^ 
because  it  had  such  a  big  request  m 
such  a  small  boy,  but  Tommy  }3 
his  heart  enlarged  with  goodness  w1 
til  surely  it  looked  big  enough  to  o^ 
for  a  manger.  Tommy  was  ready  «.' 
eat  a  hearty  breakfast  now,  but  Moth0 
er  and  Daddy  couldn't  eat  but  jj3 
the  least  bit.  They  looked  at  one  aJ 
other  kind  of  funny  like  across  thl 
table,  and  then  at  the  bright  face  0* 
their  boy.  They  realized  for  the  firs[ 
time  that  God  had  really  been  gener! 
ous  to  send  them  such  a  gift  as  sat  at 
their  table  that  morning,  and  they 
had  not  realized  so  much  in  their  life, 
time  how  much  Christmas  meant 
either. 

"I  know  this  morning  why  Santy 
brings  gifts  on  Christmas,  Daddy," 
Tommy  spoke,  breaking  the  silence. ' 

"And  why?"  asked  Daddy. 

"  'Cause  Christmas  started  by  giv- 
ing, Daddy.  God  gave  His  Son,  and 
He  brought  peace  and  goodwill  to  the 
whole  world — that  is  what  the  angels 
told  us." 


boy,  altogether  right," 


"Right,  my 
said  Daddy. 

Mother  and  Daddy,  you  may  be 
sure,  did  not  send  their  boy  to  Sun- 
day School  today.  They  took  him. 
And  as  they  walked  along  through 
the  snowdrifts,  each  held  a  hand 
which  this  morning  held  them  not 
only  together  as  one  family,  but 
linked  them  with  the  Unseen  Hand 
that  guided  them  all  in  the  same  di- 
rection as  the  star  led  the  wise  men 
to  Jesus.  The  bells  rang  for  them  the 
same  song  that  Tommy  had  heard  at 
the  window:  "Christ  born,  Christ 
born";  and  every  little  bird  along  the 
way  sang  "Sweet  peace,  sweet  peace." 
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FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


pear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

Here  it  is  Christmas,  eighteen 
months  since  our  Happy  Home  Circle 
was  first  suggested  through  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  We  have  several  hundred 
on  our  Circle  roll.  We  are  proud  of  you 
and  hoping  that  your  homes  have 
been  benefited  by  the  efforts  made  to 
improve  them  and  the  prayers  that 
have  gone  up  in  behalf  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Circle.  In  last  issue  we 
gave  an  outline  for  use  in  organizing 
a  Happy  Home  Circle  in  your  com- 
munity. Now  let  us  set  a  date  for  you 
to  organize — some  time  between 
Christmas  and  New  Year,  whichever 
day  suits  your  church  or  community 
best.  A  holiday  get-together  meeting 
for  the  young  married  couples  will  be 
very  enjoyable  and  you  may  talk 
things  over  together  and  include  the 
fathers  in  your  organization.  You  will 
be  ready  to  enter  into  your  work  in 
earnest  this  new  year.  Perhaps  the 
fathers  will  not  be  able  to  meet  with 
you  regularly,  but  you  can  have  them 
occasionally  and  let  them  prepare  the 
program.  Study  closely  the  aim  of  the 
Circle  in  the  November  issue. 

We  are  very  happy  that  some  of 
our  young  women  are  joining.  Thank 
you  for  your  interest,  girls.  Now  is  the 
time  for  you  to  study  and  prepare 
yourselves  to  be  good  homemakers. 
We  are  sure  we  have  not  written  to 
all  of  you  personally.  When  we  first 
started  this  Home  Circle  we  expected 
to  correspond  with  every  member,  but 
we  find  it  is  impossible,  so  if  we  have 
not  written  you,  be  sure  that  we  are 
interested  in  you  just  the  same.  Your 
name  is  on  our  roll  book,  if  you  sent 
it  in  to  us. 

Several  mothers  have  written  to  us 
tor  some  literature  to  guide  them  in 
telling  their  children  the  story  of  life, 
we  want  to  secure  the  very  best  pos- 
sible to  recommend  to  them  and  per- 
naps  our  readers  can  suggest  some- 
cnmg  or  may  inform  us  where  we 
can  obtain  this  literature.  We  are 
anxious  to  do  all  we  can  to  help  you. 
J-nis  is  a  very  important  part  of  child 
gl5unS"  What  have  you  to  suggest?— 


CHAPLAIN  BRYANT  WRITES 
MESSAGE  TO  PARENTS 

(Reprinted  from  NOW) 

From  Horace  Dean,  Chairman  of 
Christ  For  America,  we  received  per- 
mission to  reproduce  the  following 
letter  from  the  chaplain  who  partici- 
pated in  the  recent  funeral  of  Brig. 
Gen.  Theodore  Roosevelt: 

As  mothers  and  fathers  of  service- 
men from  whom  you  are  separated, 
for  whom  you  pray  by  day  and  by 
night,  news  from  whom  you  anxious- 
ly and  fearfully  await  with  your  heart 
in  your  throat,  you  are  learning  from 
the  heavenly  Father  the  meaning  of 
parenthood. 

Some  of  your  sons  will  return  crip- 
pled in  body  and  perverted  in  mind, 
weakened  in  will,  and  worst  of  all, 
diseased  in  spirit.  Some  of  you  will 
have  only  memories. 

For  four  busy  and  heart-breaking 
years  as  a  chaplain  I  have  tried  to  be 
pastor,  parent,  and  brother  to  Amer- 
ican servicemen.  With  my  own  eyes  I 
have  seen  hundreds  become  children 
of  God  and  begin  living  for  Christ  in 
most  difficult  surroundings.  I  have 
seen  the  glorious  results  of  Christian 
training  as  hundreds  of  men  and  of- 
ficers, by  the  grace  of  God,  demon- 
strated the  Spirit  of  Christ  in  the 
camps.  These  things  keep  me  alive 
and  encouraged  in  service  for  my 
Lord. 

On  the  other  hand,  I  have  seen  hun- 
dreds of  men  disintegrate  in  body, 
mind,  and  soul  on  the  very  brink  of 
hell.  We  stand  helplessly  by  and 
watch  with  horror  and  amazement  as 
men  and  officers  sell  themselves  to 
hell  and  drag  their  companions  with 
them.  I  know  and  you  know  the 
cause*  of  their  moral  failure.  As  par- 
ents, many  are  guilty  before  God  and 
man.  My  pity  goes  out  to  all  such,  and 
indeed,  any  person  needs  pity  as  he 
faces  these  evil  days  without  God. 

There  are  no  more  tears  left  in  my 
heart  to  shed  for  these  men.  There 
is  only  a  dead  ache  which  grows 
steadily  more  intense  as  the  days  and 
men  pass  in  review.  The  faces  of  men 


The  person  with  a  humble  heart 
will  never  toot  his  horn  when  passing 
others  on  the  highway  of  holiness. 

December,  1944 


without  spiritual  hope,  as  they  tramp 
on  and  on  and  out  to  eternity,  make 
me  speechless  with  amazement. 

Your  agony  and  mine  will  be  use- 
less unless  we  "Seek  of  Him  a  right 
way  for  us,  and  for  our  little  ones, 
and  for  all  our  substance."  (Ezra  8-' 
21) 

My  dear  friends,  place  no  value  on 
anything  you  have  or  on  anything 
anybody  else  has  unless  it  directly  or 
indirectly  contributes  to  the  Chris- 
tian training  of  your  children  and 
those  of  your  neighbors'.  It  is  too  late 
to  give  this  training  to  millions.  They 
will  have  to  blunder  their  confused 
way  through  this  hellish  age  without 
God  and  without  spiritual  equipment 
which  should  have  been  given  them 
around  a  family  altar. 

Regardless  of  what  it  may  bring 
you — ridicule,  social  ostracisms,  per- 
secution, or  death,  build  and  main- 
tain a  family  altar  now.  You  have  no 
right  to  sleep  or  eat  with  children  in 
your  home  untaught  in  the  ways  of 
Christ,  until  you  obey  the  command 
of  God  to  teach  them  His  Word.  More 
than  we  need  food,  clothes,  money  or 
shelter;  more  than  armament,  even 
more  than  peace,  we  need  Christian 
homes! 

James  A.  Bryant, 
Chaplain    (Lt.   Col.), 
U.  S.  Army. 

CHICAGO  CHILDREN  DESERTED 
BY  THOUSANDS 

(Reprinted  from  NOW) 

Sydney  J.  Harris  gives  a  revealing 
picture  of  Chicago's  biggest  heart- 
ache.   He  says: 

Unwanted,  neglected  and  aban- 
doned children  are  becoming  Chi- 
cago's biggest  headache. 

Social  workers  admit  they  are  al- 
most licked.  Police  can  do  little.  The 
courts  fume,  but  are  impotent  to  halt 
the  wave  of  derelict  mothers  who 
leave  their  children  with  neighbors, 
bartenders,  strangers,  while  they  drink 
and  flirt  their  way  into  disaster. 

This  is  the  picture  today — a  com- 
posite picture  drawn  from  the  sordid 
march  of  cases  into  Domestic  Rela- 
tions Court,  the  parade  of  infants 
through  juvenile  home  and  child  wel- 
fare agencies,  the  swelling  records  of 
the  Juvenile  Protective  Association. 

"A  tremendous  and  terrible  increase 
in  child  desertion  and  neglect,"  said 
Jessie  Binford,  director  of  the  Juvenile 
Protective  Association. 

"A  complete  breakdown  in  wartime 
family  life,  said  I.  Evelyn  Smith,  sec- 
retary of  the  child  welfare  division  of 
the  Council  of  Social  Agencies. 

"A  growing  tragedy  in  hundreds  of 
homes,"  said  Mary  Rail,  head  of  the 
United  Charities'  Family  Service  Bu- 
reau. 

"We  have  2,000  babies  and  children 
who  need  foster  homes,"  said  Char- 
lotte Byrum  of  the  United  Home- 
Finding  Service.  "More  are  coming  in 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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(Julias  Christmas  Sift 


Snapping  the  diamond  clasp  of  her 
costly  fur,  Julia  Wynn  and  her  three 
companions  stepped  from  the  luxuri- 
ous restaurant  in  which  they  had 
dined.  The  four  girls  chatted  gayly  a 
few  moments  over  their  various  ex- 
periences of  the  day,  exchanging  the 
usual  girlish  ideas  and  enthusiasms. 
That  is,  all  but 
Julia.  Julia,  for 
some  reason,  was 
not  talking  much 
today.  Had  the 
girls  been  observ- 
ant, they  might 
have  noticed  that 
Julia  hadn't  been 
the  old  pal  for 
nearly  three 
weeks.  The  truth 
dawned  upon  Su- 
san first,  though 
this  was  natural, 
for  although  the 
four  girls  were 
college  class- 
mates, Susan  was 
just  a  little  near- 
er and  dearer 
than  the  rest. 
Slipping  her  arm 
through  J  u  1  i  a's 
and  giving  her  a  friendly  squeeze,  she 
said  low  enough  for  only  Julia  to  hear, 
"What  is  troubling  you,  Julia?  You 
seem  so,  oh,  rather  far  away  this  aft- 
ernoon." 

"I  do?  What  nonsense!"  exclaimed 
Julia  in  a  quick,  nervous  manner.  "I 
think  we've  had  a  simply  wonderful 
afternoon,  and  I  can  hardly  wait  for 
the  party  this  evening.  I  love  Christ- 
mas Eve  parties.  They  say  Masons 
have  secured  the  services  of  Gray- 
son's orchestra,  and  did  you  know 
that  Lucy  Spenser  and  her  brother 
are  here?  I've  never  met  Phil,  but 
they  say  he's  a  real  fellow  and  splen- 
did fun!" 

Susan  was  not  satisfied.  She  sensed 
rather  than  actually  knew  that  some 
deep  undercurrent  of  feeling  was 
driving  Julia  to  this  forced  mood  of 
gayety.  She  said  no  more,  however, 
and  the  girls  soon  parted. 

When  at  last  alone,  Julia  quickened 
her  pace  and  hurriedly  summoned  a 
taxi.  After  giving  the  address  in  a 
preoccupied  manner,  she  settled  down 
in  a  far  corner  and  closed  her  eyes. 
There  was  something  forlorn  and 
pathetic  looking  about  the  huddled  lit- 
tle figure. 

"I  just  couldn't  do  it!  It  was  un- 
reasonable of  Grandmother  to  expect 
it.  What  does  she  think  I  am?  I  can't 
tie  myself  down  to  that  sort  of  thing. 
I'm  glad  Mother  doesn't  approve,  even 
if  Father  does.  To  think  of  spending 
my  life  as  a  welfare  worker  in  the 
city's  slums — oh — "  Julia  shivered. 
And  yet,  deep  in  herself  she  felt  a 
stronger  urge  than  she  had  ever  yet 
experienced. 
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The  screaming  of  brakes  and  a  sud- 
den halt  which  nearly  threw  her  in- 
to the  front  of  the  taxi,  brought  her 
back  into  the  world  of  reality  again. 
She  picked  up  her  packages  careful- 
ly and  stepped  from  the  taxi.  Few 
others  had  a  home  such  as  Julia 
Wynn.  She  paused  for  a  moment, 
breathing  a  deep,  full  breath  of  pure 
night  air.  The  stars  were  out,  and  far 
in  the  southwest  gleamed  one  much 
brighter  than  the  others.  It  made 
Julia  think  of  another  star,  a  star 
that  had  shone  long  ago,  and  by  whose 
light  wise  men  came  to  bring  gifts  to 
their  King. 

"Must  I  bring  my  gifts  to  my  King 
in  this  way?"  mused  Julia.  "I  who 
have  always  wanted  to — oh  dear,  why 
do  I  have  to  think  and  think  about 
it?"  And  Julia  dashed  up  the  steps  of 
the  beautiful  mansion  in  anything  but 
her  usual  manner. 

Dinner  was  in  progress  when  she  en- 
tered, and  not  caring  to  eat,  she 
slipped  into  the  kitchen  for  a  minute's 
chat  with  old  Sally.  Julia  liked  to  talk 
to  Sally,  who  having  been  with  the 
home  so  long,  was  the  counselor  of 
every  member  of  the  family. 

"Sally,  I  don't  want  that  work  at 
the  mission.  Think  of  the  awful  peo- 
ple I  would  have  to  meet  and  associ- 
ate with!" 

"There,  there,  child.  You're  all  up- 
set again,  ain't  you,  honey?  Want  to 
go  to  meetin'  with  old  Sally  this  eve- 
ning? We'll  slip  out  and  back  and 
have  one  gran'  time  together.  We 
haven't  had  a  Christmas  Eve  for  these 
long  years!" 

"Oh  no,"  said  Julia  hurriedly,  "I'm 
going  to  a  wonderful  party." 

And  to  prove  it,  she  hurried  from 
the  kitchen  in  whirlwind  manner. 

Julia's  preparations  for  the  party 
were  very  elaborate  and  detailed,  and 
although  her  maid  tried  to  please, 
Julia  was  irritable  and  almost  rude  at 
times.  When  at  last  she  was  ready,  she 
was  the  highest  conception  of  a 
fashion  artist's  ideal.  Julia  was  per- 
fect. Every  detail  was  correct.  She 
glanced  at  herself  in  the  large  mirror, 
and  lifted  her  head  higher.  A  smile 
of  satisfaction  crossed  her  beautiful 
face;  it  was  immediately  followed  by 
a  rather  vacant,  absorbed  expression. 
Forgetting  her  surroundings,  she 
once  more  saw  herself  kneeling  at  the 
altar  where  three  weeks  before  she 
had  for  the  first  time  heard  the  voice 
of  Jesus,  her  King,  speaking  to  her 
and  asking  for  her  life. 

Give  her  life?  Daughters  of  the  rich, 
what  can  they  give?  Money  is  so  cold 
and  hard  and  lifeless,  and  it  seemed 
to  Julia  that  Jesus  wanted  her,  not 
her  money.  Julia  could  hear  again  the 
soft,  sweet  notes  of  the  old  hymns  and 
the  pleading  voice  of  the  minister  as 
he  brought  the  message  of  salvation, 
but  could  Julia  give  her  life  and  serv- 
ices in  a  city  slum  mission?  It  seemed 
she  could  not.    What  of  her  friends, 


her  wealth  and  her  social  position, 
Then  a  soft  hand  touched  her  show 
der.  "The  car's  waiting,  ma'am." 

The  maid  held  her  coat  for  her,  a, 
Julia  slipped  into  it.  She  went  dotyJ* 
stairs,  out  on  the  porch,  and  aga^ 
into  the  night.  Julia  tried  not  to  se 
the  star,  but  it  drew  her,  and  as  sK 
looked  at  it  again,  it  seemed  to  gw 
with  a  calm,  steady  light  of  reproach 
Before  she  knew  it,  she  was  at  th* 
party.  Julia  Wynn  did  not  realize  ho^ 
she  got  there  or  when.  Someone  toot 
her  coat;  usually  someone  did.  TM 
flowers  were  beautiful.  The  large 
room  was  filling  with  beautiful 
gowned  girls,  and  handsome  young 
men.  Oh  yes,  there  was  Lucy  Spenser 
coming  toward  her  with  a  stranger 
probably  Phil.  The  introductions 
were  made,  and  Julia  again  was 
hemmed  in  by  her  thoughts.  Once  she 
thought  some  of  her  friends  were  re- 
garding her  queerly,  but  she  did  not 
attempt  to  analyze  their  glances.  She 
could  not  remember  a  dinner  so  long. 
Never  had  the  jests  and  jokes  of  her 
friends  seemed  so  meaningless  and 
empty.  Finally  it  was  over,  and  as  the 
orchestra  played  favorite  selections 
the  guests  were  at  liberty  to  go. 

Julia  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Rush- 
ing upstairs,  and  tremblingly  getting 
into  her  coat,  she  ran  down  the  back- 
stairs lest  she  be  seen  or  questioned. 
Down  the  street  ran  Julia  Wynn,  re- 
gardless of  her  evening  gown.  The 
star — Julia  wanted  to  look  at  the  star 
now,  for  she,  too,  was  following  the 
star,  and  it  again  was  Christmas  Eve. 
At  last  she  came  to  a  little  gray 
stone  house.  Without  ringing,  she 
turned  the  knob  and  softly  entered. 
There  in  an  old  chair  sat  Julia  Wynn's 
grandmother,  a  calm,  happy  expres- 
sion on  her  face.  For  a  moment  Julia 
regarded  her  grandmother,  then, 
rushing  to  her,  flung  herself  on  her 
knees,  and  buried  her  head  in  her 
lap. 

"Grandmother,"  she  sobbed,  "I 
couldn't  give  up  before,  but  now,  oh, 
now  I  couldn't  be  happy  if  I  didn't." 
"Thank  God,"  said  Mrs.  Wynn  fer- 
vently. "I  knew 
better  than  any- 
one else  your 
struggle  these 
weeks,  Julia.  How 
wonderful  to  give 
yourself  to  Jesus 
on  Christmas 
Eve!  Think  of  it, 
just  nineteen 
hundred  and 
forty  -  four  years . 
ago  He  gave  the 
greatest  of  all 
gifts  to  the  world 
— for  you,  for  me, 
for  every  one." 

Julia  was  a  new 
person  when  she 
left  her  grand- 
mother's home. 
How  beautifully 
the  star  twinkled! 
It  humbled  her. 
Lifting  her  face 
(Con.  on  page"  18) 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


*uE  SAFETY  OF  GOD'S  CHILDREN 

|n  MRS.  J.  F.  LOWE 

"The  eternal  God  is  thy  refuge  and 
ierneath  are  the  everlasting  arms," 
* ,t  33:27. 
P  He  is  the  "Eternal"  God  in  contrast 

.ti  earthly  friends   who    are  them- 

lves  subject  to  earth's  mutations. 

This    "refuge"    means    a    dwelling 

\*np  for  protection  to  homeless  wan- 

S  rprs    The  child  of  God  is  not  of  this 

rrld   Heb.  13 :  14,  "For  here  we  have 
„n  continuing  city,  but  we  seek  one 
to  come.  For  our  conversation 
lor  citizenship)  is  in  heaven;     ,   »  ■ 
from  whence  also  we  look  for 
the  Saviour,  the    Lord    Jesus 
rhrist."  Although  we  are  liv- 
ino-  in  this  war-torn  world,  we 
are  unafraid  because  our  faith 
is  in  God,  and  the  child  of  God 
is  safe  even  amid  threatening 
perils. 

God  is  not  only  in  heaven 
(above)  watching  over,  but 
He  is  on  earth  (below,  "under- 
neath")   supporting,    sustain - 

The  everlasting  arms  with 
their  omnipotent,  all-loving 
embrace,  are  never  weary  and 
are  of  measureless  strength 
and  endurance.  They  carry, 
keep  from  stumbling,  sustain 
His  weak,  road-worn  children. 
They  never  fail.  "For  he  who 
keepeth  Israel  slumbers  not 
nor  sleeps." 

KEPT  BY  THE  POWER  OF 
GOD 

Sometimes  we  may  wonder 
if  God    even    remembers    we 
are  here.  There  are  so  many 
things  that    seem    to    be  so 
much  more  important,  but  we 
are  assured  that  He  who  keep- 
eth the  sparrows  will  much  more 
certainly  keep  us.  Here  is  a  glo- 
rious thought  to  me.  We  are  told 
tnat  He  upholdeth  all  things  by 
we  word  of  His  power.  In  other 
inn  ■**  He  Just  speaks  the  word 
fw  it  is  done.  He  does  not  have 

th«  ?ch  out  His  nands  t0  nold 
tXstar.s  in  their  place,  but  He 
hoirt  US  ln  His  Word  tnat  He  will 
■ld  ul  in    the    hollow 


take  our  rest.  So  our  hearts  find  rest 
in  God.  At  home,  also,  we  let  our 
hearts  loose,  we  are  not  afraid  of  be- 
ing misunderstood.  So  we  may  freely 
commune  with  God.  Home  is  the  place 
of  our  truest  and  purest  happiness.  It 
is  in  God  that  our  hearts  find  their 
deepest  delight.  It  is  for  home  that 
we  work  and  labor.  So  must  we  work 
for  God. 

DOES  GOD  CARE? 
About  the  beginning  of  this  century 
an  unbeliever  was  reported  to  have  said 


*, 


3>, 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
1  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2.4m 
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IN  THE  QRF  Of  <m 


PKHOTlAfl 

(COPYRICHT  lK*rr  TH£      ARTOOW    Lu:«JV*00O.  fU. 
L.OMPANY 


STEP  BY  STEP 

"As  thou  goest,  step  by  step,  I  will  open  up  the 
way  before  thee,"  Prov.  4:12.  (Heb.  translation) 

Child  of  my  love,  fear  not  the  unknown  morrow, 
Dread  not  the  new  demand  life  makes  of  thee; 
Thy  ignorance  doth  hold  no  cause  for  sorrow, 
Since  what  thou  knowest  not  is  known  to  me. 

Thou  canst  not  see  today  the  hidden  meaning 
Of  my  command,  but  thou  the  light  shalt  gain; 


han"ri  "°T„1U    ^ne    nouow    of  His 

and  **e  can  speak  the  word     Walk  on  in  faith,  upon  my  promise  leaning, 

in  jt.<:ca^se  the  universe  to  stay     And  as  thou  goest,  all  shall  be  made  plain. 
safe  ~?  ace-  then  :  know  I  am 


that  the  mission  of  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury would  be  to  discover  God  and 
when  God  should  be  discovered,  it 
would  be  found  that  He  does  not  care. 
It  would  be  bitter  sorrow  for  the  world 
if  this  prophecy  were  to  come  true. 
The  secret  of  hope  in  believing  souls 
everywhere  is  that  God  does  care.  This 
is  one  great  truth  that  God  has  been 
striving  through  all  generations  to 
have  men  believe. 

The  harvest  truly  is  ripe,  but  the  la- 
borers are  few.  It  seems  that  the 
world  has  forgotten  God. 
There  is  so  much  sin  in  the 
world  today,  and  so  many 
snares  and  traps  for  young 
people  to  fall  into  and  so 
many  Christians  are  asleep, 
I'm  afraid  Jesus  will  come  and 
find  a  lot  of  Christians  asleep 
on  the  job.  He  will  say,  "Sleep 
on  now."  It  will  be  too  late 
then  to  work  in  this  great 
harvest.  We  must  work  while 
it  is  day.  God  wants  us  wide 
awake,  and  on  the  job  at  all 
times.  God  is  striving  to  get 
men  to  believe  in  Him.  The 
Christian  is  the  only  source 
through  which  God  can  work, 
and  when  we  fail  to  do  our 
Christian  duty  we  are  causing 
some  one  to  stumble,  to  lose 
faith  in  us  and  in  God. 

We  fail  in  our  duty  to  one 
another.    "By    this    shall    all 
men  know  that  ye  are  my  dis- 
ciples, if  ye  have  love  one  to 
another."  He  knew  we  would 
need   one    another's    help  in 
this  sinful  world.     So    many 
times  we  see  our  brother  or 
sister  going  through  some  aw- 
ful trial  that  we  don't  under- 
stand or  know  anything  about, 
perhaps  they  will  fall.    Then  is 
when  they  need  help,  someone 
to    encourage    them,    to    renew 
their  faith  in  God.  But  so  many 
times  the    Christian    that  feels 
he  is  so  perfect,  is  ready  to  criti- 
cize and  find  fault  with  a  weaker 
brother  or  sister  and  crush  him 
down,  rather  than  lift  him  up. 
We  are  our  brother's  keeper.  And 
remember,  let  him  that  thinketh 
he  standeth,  take  heed  lest  he 
fall. 


handsaS  l0ng    as    r    am    in  His 

-      GOD  OUR  HOME 
transiaOT.    "refuge"    may  be 


Hated  "mansion»  or  «abid 
,  Place,     which     gives     the 


One  step  thou  seest — then  go  forward  boldly, 
One  step  is  far  enough  for  faith  to  see; 
Take  that,  and  thy  next  duty  shall  be  told  thee, 
For  step  by  step  thy  Lord  is  leading  thee! 


^ghT 


Stand  not  in  fear,  thy  adversaries  counting, 
iat  rwT7o  £«w««»^nr     Dare  every  peril,  save  to  disobey; 
S  h°me  Triple  I fJStL   iJtf '     Thou  shalt  march  on,  all  obstacles  surmounting, 

^^o^gtffo?yS^S^   For  l> the  stron°' wiU  °*en  u* the  ™y- 

1  homee^wi!Lour  home-  ztJs      Wherefore,  go  gladly  to  the  task  assigned  thee, 

Having  my  promise,  needing  nothing  more 
Than  just  to  know,  where'er  the  future  finds  thee, 
In  all  thy  journeyings  I  go  before. 

— Selected. 


God  does  care  about  every  soul 
that  is  born  into  this  world,  from 
the  poorest  to  the  richest,  the 
least  to  the  greatest.  Cast  all 
your  care  upon  the  Lord,  for  He 
careth  for  you. 


slllrt  thTQ  cnat  we  feel  safe,  we 

S  quiet evi1  world  out,  and  dwell 

We  fear  security.  So  with  God 

1  no  evil."  '■  ■  ^"~"»  «*»*» 

De(*mbEr>  1944 


At  home  we 


The  steps  of  a  good  man  are 
ordered  by  the  Lord  and  yet  ev- 
ery step  we  make  must  be  made 
by  faith.  His  Word  tells  us  when 
and  where  to  step,  and  if  we  step 
accordingly  we  are  obeying  the 
orders. 

[Page  7] 


Cshe  iJbrst  CjkrLstmas  J)< 


Darkness  covers  the  eastern  hemi- 
sphere. Night  falls  like  a  mantle  upon 
the  plains  of  Judea.  Lamp  and  candle 
have  been  extinguished  in  the  homes 
of  the  dwellers.  Sleep  steals  over  the 
land  until  all  is  still.  There  is  nothing 
unusual  about  this  night.  Thousands 
of  similar  ones  had  come  and  gone, 
and  yet  this  was  the  night  that  God 
Himself  had  in  mind  when  He  said  to 
the  enemy  of  mankind  in  the  Garden 
of  Eden  that  the  seed  of  the  woman 
."shall  bruise  thy  head." 

Prophets  had  prophesied  concerning 
it  when  they  said  as  they  were  moved 
by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord:  "The  people 
that  walked  in  darkness  have  seen  a 
great  light."  The  singers  of  Israel  had 
sung  and  rejoiced,  knowing  that  the 
time  would  come  when  the  darkness 
would  be  dispelled  and  the  light  would 
shine  forth,  reaching  the  chosen  of 
Israel  in  every  part  of  the  world. 

The  Simeons  had  stood  with  hand- 
shaded  eyes  and  looked  for  this  night 
of  nights.  The  Annas  and  Elizabeths, 
on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation,  wondered 
when  the  night  would  pass  and  the 
morning  dawn.  Wise  men  in  the  East 
were  so  much  stirred  that  they  could 
not  rest  in  their  own  land.  Bethlehem 
had  become  as  a  great  magnet,  draw- 
ing them.  Quickly  they  urged  their 
camels  on,  eager  to  get  to  their  jour- 
ney's end,  for  they  must  spend  the 
night  in  Bethlehem  in  Judea. 

The  little  town  lay  quiet  and  peace- 
ful, unconscious  that  the  greatest  event 
in  the  world's  history  was 
about  to  take  place  there. 

Bethlehem  had  had  a 
busy  day.  Visitors  had  been 
pouring  in  from  all  parts 
of  the  land,  until  every 
house  and  inn  was  over- 
crowded. 

The  Last  Arrivals 

Everybody  is  well- 
housed;  the  doors  are 
locked  and  barred.  But 
look!  Along  the  dusty  road 
something  is  moving.  Near- 
er and  nearer  it  comes  un- 
til it  takes  shape  in  the 
gloom,  and  we  see  a  youth 
and  a  maiden  who  have 
lagged  behind  the  other 
travelers,  owing  to  the 
frailty  of  t  h  e  girlwife. 
When  they  enter  the  town 
her  protector  goes  from 
door  to  door.  Inn  after  inn 
is  visited,  but  all  they  hear 
in  response  to  their  knock 
are  the  repelling  words, 
"No  room!  No  room!" 

No  room  for  my  girl- 
wife?  No  room  for  the  babe 
which  is  about  to  be  born? 
Surely  there  is  a  place 
somewhere!  He  lifts  up  his 
eyes  and  before  him  is  an 


Jjy  Jx:.  O.  JJarraqh 


open  stable.  There  he  leads  his  pre- 
cious charge. 

No  human  eyes  gaze  upon  their  dis- 
appointment. No  one  understands  his 
sorrow.  No  one  can  feel  the  suffering 
she  went  through  on  the  long  four 
days'  journey  over  the  rough  road 
from  Nazareth  to  Bethlehem. 
'  And  yet  the  eyes  of  angels  were 
upon  them. 

The  loving  heart  of  Jehovah  sym- 
pathized with  them  in  their  disap- 
pointment, sorrow,  and  suffering. 
Many  a  time  on  the  journey  when 
Mary  would  have  swayed  and  fallen, 
she  was  strengthened  by  the  thought 
of  the  messages  she  had  received  from 
heaven.  For  the  angel  had  said,  "Hail, 
thou  that  art  highly  favoured,  the 
Lord  is  with  thee:  blessed  art  thou 
among  women." 

And  when  she  was  troubled  at  the 
heavenly  visitation,  had  he  not  said, 
"Fear  not,  Mary:  for  thou  hast  found 
favour  with  God  .  .  .  Thou  .  .  .  shalt 
.  .  .  bring  forth  a  son  ...  He  shall 
be  great,  and  shall  be  called  the  Son 
of  the  Highest:  and  the  Lord  God 
shall  give  unto  him  the  throne  of  his 
father  David:  and  he  shall  reign  over 
the  house  of  Jacob  for  ever;  and  of 
his  kingdom  there  shall  be  no  end"? 

These  promises  would  steal  around 
her  like  two  mighty  arms.  Again  she 


ait 


or 


HRISTMAS!  In  a  wrecked,  broken,  bleeding 
world,  a  world  in  which  man  spills  the  blood  of 
his  fellowman  in  rivers,  and  widows  and  or- 
phans are  shedding  an  ocean  of  tears,  the  word 
falls  like  a  benediction  upon  the  troubled  soul 
of  the  race.  The  Star  that  rose  in  Bethlehem  is  the  one 
gleam  of  light  in  this  world  over  which  hangs  a  dark- 
ness deeper  than  Egypt's  night.  When  the  nations  lie 
in  blood,  and  the  kings  and  the  great  ones  of  the  earth 
are  a  broken  brood,  when  demons  and  men  have  ex- 
hausted their  horrors  against  us  all  we  turn  again  to 
Bethlehem  to  hear  the  words  of  an  angel,  "Unto  you 
is  born  this  day  in  the  city  of  David  a  Saviour,  which 
is  Christ  the  Lord."  The  celestial  strains  have  become 
faint  and  almost  lost  at  times  amid  the  clash  of  arms 
in  a  discordant  world.  And  never,  perhaps,  have  they 
seemed  to  mock  us  more  than  they  do  in  this  year  of 
our  Lord  one  thousand  nine  hundred  and  forty-four. 
Yet  still  we  listen  to  that  song,  still  tune  our  hearts 
and  strain  our  ears  if  haply  we  might  hear  again  those 
golden  notes  that  floated  over  the  shepherd's  fields  of 
Bethlehem  long,  long  ago.  Still  through  our  souls  we 
hear  the  music  of  this  wonderful  melody.  Still  hope 
burns  brightly  today  for  the  glorious  consummation 
that  is  coming  when  the  whole  round  earth  shall  every- 
where echo  to  the  joyful  song  "Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men." 
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would  hear  the  musical  tones  of  tK 
heavenly  voice,  "The  Holy  Ghost  shah 
come  upon  thee,  and  the  power  of  th.« 
Highest  shall  overshadow  thee:  ther^ 
fore  also  that  holy  thing  which  shaji 
be  born  of  thee  shall  be  called  the 
Son  of  God." 

And  Mary  would  take  courage  ar^ 
whisper  to  herself,  "My  soul  doth 
magnify  the  Lord,  and  my  spirit  hath, 
rejoiced  in  God  my  Saviour." 
An  Extraordinary  Niaht 
An  ordinary  night?  No,  a  thousand 
times,  No! 

The  most  wonderful  night  that  ever 
was. 

The  night  when  the  heavens  were 
to  be  filled  with  angels'  song. 

The  night  when  the  eternal  day 
was  to  dawn. 

The  night  when  the  Son  of  Right- 
eousness was  to  rise  and  shine  into 
chilled  hearts. 

The  night  when  hope  was  to  be 
born  in  the  life  of  the  hopeless. 

The  night  when  the  great  Deliverer 
was  to  come,  who  could  break  chains 
and  snap  fetters,  bringing  liberty  to 
the  oppressed. 
How  Dark  It  Was  Before  He  Came 
How  dark  the  world  was  before  He 
came!  For  centuries  it  lay  in  the  grip 
of  black  midnight.  No  ray  penetrated 
the  inky  gloom.  No  voice  was  heard  in 
the  land.  Moses  had  come  and  gone, 
Aaron  had  fallen  asleep.  Joshua,  who 
had  led  the  people  into  the  promised 
land,  had  gone  to  his  re- 
ward. Isaiah,  who  had  told 
of  another  and  a  better 
day  coming,  was  departed. 
His  voice  was  silent  and  the 
people  heard  him  no  more. 
Even  the  last  of  the  minor 
prophets,  Malachi,  was 
hushed,  and  the  earth  had 
known  no  prophet.  For  over 
four  hundred  years  there 
was  no  gentle  light  of  pro- 
phetic promise. 

Then  suddenly  in  the 
midst  of  the  gross  dark- 
ness, the  curtains  of  the 
heavens  were  drawn  to  one 
side  by  invisible  hands.  An 
angel  stepped  forth,  radi- 
ant with  the  glory  of  the 
Lord,  and  with  a  voice 
quivering  with  joy  at  the 
privilege  of  delivering  such 
a  glorious  message,  said, 
"Fear  not:  for,  behold,  I 
bring  you  good  tidings  of 
great  joy,  which  shall  be  to 
all  people.  For  unto  you  is 
born  this  day  in  the  city 
of  David  a  Saviour,  which 
is  Christ  the  Lord."  "Re- 
joice, ye  shepherds!  Clap 
your  hands,  ye  that  wait  for 
the  consolation  of  Israel! 
(Con.  on  page  16) 

The  Lighted  PathwaV 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS  TO  OUR  BOYS  IN  THE  SERVICE 

r>  h  hless  you,  boys,  and  may  He  cause  His  face  to  shine  upon  you  and  give 
pace  that  peace  that  the  angels  sang  about  on  the  first  Christmas  morn- 
pou  P^jor'y  t0  God  in  the  highest,  peace  on  earth,  good  xoill  to  men."  He  can 
in.a'    QU  peace  in  the  midst  of  turmoil—Editor. 


near  Sister  Harrison: 

Tt  is  a  great  blessing  to  know  that 
•  TFneland,  where  I  was  stationed  a 
while  and  also  here  in  France,  we  still 
have  the  same  God  watching  over  us. 
onmetimes  we  may  get  discouraged  be- 
cause of  sin  and  Satan  trying  to  down 
us,    but    there    is    always    a    way   of 

escape.  „         i_    ■  ». 

You  who  have  fine  churches  and 
comforts  of  home,  can  never  enjoy  the 
neace  and  joy  of  the  Holy  Ghost  like 
the  boys  who  gather  at  service  time 
on  the  ground,  expecting  rain  almost 
any  time,  and  sing  the  songs  of  Zion, 
"Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer,"  "Church  in 
the  Wildwood,"  "How  Firm  a  Founda- 
tion," and  listen  to  the  Word  of  God 
from  a  pulpit  consisting  of  a  box  with 
a  cloth  over  it.  God  is  really  good  to  us. 

Mothers  and  wives  are  worrying 
daily  about  that  boy  or  husband  over- 
seas, but  all  we  need  is  your  prayers, 
because  God  and  God  alone  is  the  One 
who  can  help  us.  The  scripture  says, 
"If  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be  against 
us?"  Pray  much  that  He  will  keep  us 
until  that  day  when  we  can  all  be  to- 
gether and  enjoy  the  things  that  God 
has  in  store  for  us. — Cpl.  Thomas 
Grant. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  in  the  army  now.  This  is  a  bad 
place  to  try  to  live  right,  but  I  have 
been  saved  since  coming  here.  I  praise 
the  Lord  for  His  abiding  peace  and 
for  starting  me  on  the  right  road. 
Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  be 
faithful  to  the  end.  —  Pvt.  Oscar  T. 
Melton. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much.  One  of  the  boys  in  my  outfit 
receives  it  every  month  and  gives  it 
to  me  to  read  too.  I  tell  you,  it  is 
about  the  best  thing  I  have  seen  yet. 
The  joy  it  gives  is  beyond  words,  as 
it  helps  us  to  keep  closer  to  God.  Many 
boys  here  in  New  Guinea  are  blessed 
by  reading  this  paper. 

God  said,  "My  word  will  not  return 
wj  me  void,"  and  that  is  true  with  the 
Righted  Pathway,  as  many  boys  are 
Blessed  by  reading  it.  Our  souls  are 
Wled  with  His  joy  and  that  is  why  we 
are  asking  for  the  Lighted  Pathway  to 
£ejp  keep  the  victory.  Pray  for  us. — 
^vt.  L.  Nannini. 

"ear  Sister  Harrison: 
T  I  have  really  enjoyed  reading  the 
•^Bhted  Pathway  and  have  been  re- 
ceiving it  for  about  three  years.  It  is 
really  wonderful.  May  God  bless  and 
Promote  its  work. 
1  am  happy  this  morning  that  I  can 


THE  MOTHER  OF  A  SOLDIER 

(Dedicated   to   all    brokenhearted   Mothers) 

The   mother   of   a   soldier — hats  off  to   her, 

I  say! 
The   mother   of   a   soldier   who   has  gone  to 

face  the  fray; 
She  gave  him  to  her  country  with  a  blessing 

on  his  head, 
She    found    his    name    this    morning    in    the 

long  list  of  the  dead: 
Killed,    Sergeant    Thomas    Watkins,    while 

leading  on  the  rest, 
A  Bible  in  his  pocket  and  a  portrait  on  his 

breast. 

The  mother  of  a  soldier — she  gave  him  to 

her  land, 
She  saw  him  on  the  transport,  as  he  waved 

his  hand. 
She   kissed   him   through   the  teardrops  and 

she  told  him  to  be  brave, 
Her  prayers  went  night  and   morning,  with 

her  boy  upon  the  wave. 

The   mother  of  a  soldier,  her  comfort  and 

her  joy. 
She    gave    her    dearest    treasure    when    she 

gave  her  darling  boy; 
She  saw  the  banners  waving,  she  heard  the 

people  cheer; 
She  clasped  her  hands  and   bravely   looked 

away  to  hide  a  tear. 

Nay,  don't  forget  the  mothers,  the  mothers 

of  our  men. 
Who    see    them    go    ond    never    know    that 

they'll   come   back   again; 
That  gave  them  to  their  country,  to  battle 

and   to  die. 
Because  the  bugles  call  them  and  the  starry 

banners  fly. 

The   mother  of   a   soldier,   hats   off   to   her, 

I  say, 
Whose    head    is   bowed    in    sorrow,    with    its 

tender   locks   of  gray, 
She    gave    without    regretting,    though    her 

old   heart   sorely   bled 
When   she  found  his  name  this  morning  in 

the  long  list  of  the  dead: 
Killed,    Sergeant    Thomas    Watkins,    while 

leading  on  the  rest, 
His  dear  old  mother's  portrait  clasped  upon 

his  hero  breast. 

— Name  of  author  misplaced. 

still  report  victory  in  my  soul.  I  truly 
thank  the  Lord  that  we  are  serving  a 
God  who  can  go  with  us  in  an  army 
camp.  The  Lord  has  really  been  good 
to  me,  more  than  I  can  find  words 
to  express. 

The  Lord  has  blessed  us  here  in  the 
army  and  has  provided  a  way  that  we 
can  come  together  with  some  good 
Christian  boys  and  worship  God  here 
in  the  camp.  Pray  for  us  that  we  will 
be  true  and  faithful  servants. — Pvt. 
Eulos  L.  T.  Brown. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  His  wonderful 
love.  He  means  everything  to  me.  I 
desire  to  be  in  church  services  so  bad- 
ly, but  the  Lord  helps  me  bear  my 
pain  and  sorrow.  I  am  looking  for  a 
better  day.  Won't  it  be  wonderful 
when  Jesus  takes  us  all  home  to  be 
with  Him? 

I  am  trying  to  win  souls  for  the 
Lord.  There  is  much  to  be  done.  Many 
boys  won't  listen  about  the  story  of 
Jesus,  but  some  will.  I  love  the  Lord 
with  all  my  heart  and  want  to  work 
for  Him. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  stay  in  the 
Lord's  will  and  do  what  He  wants  me 
to. — Euell  Martin. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way so  much  and  find  so  many  help- 
ful things  in  it. 

I  have  found  that  God's  promises 
are  just  as  true  here  as  anywhere. 
Some  say  you  can't  live  a  clean  life  in 
the  army,  but  God's  love  is  great 
enough  to  take  us  through  all  trials. 

I  would  enjoy  hearing  from  any- 
one who  would  care  to  write  to  me, 
and  I  desire  an  interest  in  all  your 
prayers. — Harold  Hickman,  Co.  A., 
882nd  A|B  Engr.  Avn.  Bn.,  Army  Air 
Base,  Richmond,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  in  the  Service  of  our  country 
yet.  I  have  been  overseas  for  some 
time.  Many  people  say  it  is  hard  to 
live  a  Christian  life  here  in  the  Serv- 
ice, but,  thank  God,  I  have  found  it 
very  interesting.  There  is  a  shortage 
of  ministers  here  in  Ireland  and  I 
have  been  working  among  the  people 
and  give  all  the  encouragement  I  can. 
God  has  blessed  me  in  a  wonderful 
way. 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
read  it  and  pass  it  on  to  the  other 
boys,  and  then  it  is  passed  on  to  the 
civilians.  By  the  time  it  is  finally 
thrown  away  it  is  worn  completely  out. 

Please  pray  for  me  to  be  a  soul  win- 
ner for  Christ. — Pvt.  Donald  J.  Frost. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  real  bless- 
ing to  me. 

I  am  looking  for  Jesus  to  come  in 
the  clouds  of  glory  to  call  His  pure 
saints  out  of  this  old  world  to  a  glo- 
rious heavenly  home. 

I  am  ready  to  go,  ready  to  stay, 
ready  my  place  to  fill.  I  have  had  the 
call  to  preach  the  gospel  of  Christ  and 
have  preached  some  for  the  last  year 
and  a  half.  All  the  saints  of  God  stand 
for  the  right  and  pray  for  me  and  all 
the  boys  in  Service.  I  am  so  glad  Jesus 
keeps  me  through  all  the  testings  and 
trials  of  life.— Pvt.  Joseph  B.  Bell, 
34871296,  Med.  Det.,  254  Inf.,  A. P.O. 
410,  Camp  Van  Dorn,  Miss. 
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cShe  ^Message  of  the  SBelL 


There  is  a  universal  tongue  the 
world  around.  Its  message  is  under- 
stood no  matter  to  what  people  it  is 
spoken.  This  is  the  message  of  the 
bells.  On  Christmas  a  mighty  chorus 
will  join  in  the  refrain  and  swell  up- 
on the  air,  "Peace  on  the  earth,  good 
will  toward  men,"  and  all  Christen- 
dom will  understand.  America  has  her 
Christmas  tree,  France  her  candles  of 
Noel,  England  her  yule  log,  Holland 
her  wooden  shoes  out  for  old  Kriss 
Kringle,  but  all  over  the  world  the 
message  of  the  bells  is  the  same.  To 
the  very  ends  of  the  earth  and  to  all 
races  and  to  all  colors,  bells  will  ring 
out  the  good  news  of  a  Savior  born  to 
the  world — little  bells  that  tingle  like 
magic  things,  large  bells  that  slowly 
sing  out  messages  of  joy  and  cheer  to 
a  weary  world,  carillon  bells  and 
chimes  that  play  out  on  the  frosty 
air  their  stirring  songs  of  hope. 

Bells!  Bells!  There  are  bells  that 
stir  us,  bells  that  bow  the  head  in  wor- 
ship, bells  that  give  us  a  lively  step 
and  make  the  blood  race  in  our  veins. 
"Bells!  Bells!  Bells!"  Poe  says.  Every- 
where there  are  bells.  Bells  have 
shaped  human  history  and  human 
destiny  from  early  times  when  the 
race  was  young  until  now.  In  the  early 
days  of  primitive  man  the  vibration 
of  objects  was  connected  with  the 
voice  of  deity.  The  strangeness  of  the 
vibratory  sounds  led  him  to  invest 
them  with  a  sacred  and 
supernatural  meaning.  The 
Assyrians  and  Egyptians 
had  bells  of  a  crude  sort 
which  modern  excavators 
have  found  in  their  tombs. 
The  Jews,  Greeks,  and 
Romans  used  bells  in  war 
as  well  as  in  peace.  The 
Orient,  China  and  Japan 
especially,  have  had  their 
bells  since  time  im- 
memorial. From  the  sixth 
century,  bells  of  Christen- 
dom have  been  ringing 
their  songs  of  good  will 
around  the  world.  During 
the  infancy  of  Christianity, 
persecution  was  so  severe 
that  little  noise  was  made; 
so  bells  did  not  then  come 
into  use.  Bells  were  small 
at  first  but  were  often 
thought  possessed  with  un- 
usual power. 

The  first  bells  of  America 
were  brought  from  Europe. 
The  early  colonists  were 
too  greatly  occupied  with 
more  urgent  problems  to 
make  bells.  Only  a  few  of 
the  earliest  bells  have  been 
preserved.  Probably  the 
oldest  English  bell  in  this 
country  is  the  one  now  in 
the  courthouse  at  Barn- 
stable, Mass.,  dated  1675. 
The  original  bells  at  the 
Trinity     Church    in    New 
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York  are  some  of  the  earliest  and  were 
cast  in  England  about  1700.  They  are 
said  to  be  gifts  of  Queen  Anne  to  that 
church. 

Since  the  time  of  the  famous  Liber- 
ty Bell,  cast  first  in  England  and  re- 
cast in  America,  there  has  come  a 
long  succession  of  worthy  bells.  Paul 
Revere,  of  renown,  was  an  early  bell 
maker,  and  cast  over  two  hundred  un- 
usually sweet-toned  bells.  Among  the 
most  important  of  America's  bells  are 
those  •  which  have  been  hung  in  the 
missions  of  California  and  the  South- 
west. In  the  seventy  or  more  missions 


established   by   the   monks  there 
many  bells  of  most  entrancing  ton 
and  interesting  history. 


CAROLING  TIME 

When  carolers  this  Christmas  jv 
go  from  house  to  house  singiJ£ 
"Good  Christian  Men,  Rejoice,"  "SiieA 
Night!  Holy  Night!"  "O  Come,  All  vl 


J 


Faithful, 


and  other  well-known  caj6j 


INFLUENCE  OF  THE  BELLS 


"A  driver  of  men,  merciless  and  hard  as  the  steel 
instrument  forged  in  his  factory,  was  facing  ruin.  One 
strike  after  another  had  wrought  bitterness  and  hate 
in  his  heart.  In  the  dark  midnight  of  the  dying  year  he 
paced  the  length  of  his  luxurious  office. 

"  'I'll  drive  them !'  he  swore  to  his  anxious  general 
manager.  'I'll  starve  them  and  break  them.  They  asked 
for  compassion.  Bah!  I'll  send  their  women  to  the 
street.' 

"Suddenly  he  paused  as  though  stricken  dumb.  A 
peal  of  bells  filled  the  still  night  with  heavenly  music, 
sending  harmonic  echoes  through  the  dark  streets. 
Quickly,  the  anger  died  in  his  heart  and  the  black  hate 
faded  from  his  face,  leaving  him  white  and  shaken. 

"  'Christmas?'   he   whispered,    answering   the  wild 
melody  of  the  bells  in  a  strangely  gentle  voice : 
'Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 
Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men!' 

"  'Ah,  I'd  verra  near  forgot  that !'  he  muttered, 
reverting  to  the  soft  burr  of  his  childhood.  'Good  will 
to  men !  I'm  a  fool  to  think  of  force.  It  canna  fetch  me 
good.' 

"And  so,  through  the  ringings  of  the  Christmas 
chimes — for  although  he  did  not  know  it,  there  was 
music  in  his  soul — brotherhood  came  to  dwell  in  the 
heart  of  the  close-fisted  employer,  and  two  thousand 
workmen  stayed  at  their  jobs,  secure  against  the  fu- 
ture by  the  practical  application  of  that  chime-borne 
message." 


ols,  they  will  be  following  an  ancieftJ 
custom.  This  custom  is  as  old,  indeed 
as  Christianity.  The  angels  themselvp' 
heralded  the  holy  birth,  singing:  s 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  atld 
on  earth  peace,  good  will  towa™ 
men." 

This  "Angelic  Hymn,"  the  "Glorja I 
in  Excelsis,"  has  continued  to  be  sunj> 
by  Christians  throughout  all  the  cent 
turies  since.  As  early  as  the  year  129 
Bishop  Telesphorus  of  Rome  in  one  0{ 
his  papal  decretals  mentions  the  fact 
that  in  those  days  Christmas  Eve 
services  were  held  in  the  churches,  at 
which  time  the  angel's  hymn  was 
sung. 

A  carol  differs  from  a  hymn  in  sev- 
eral ways.  It  is  essentially  a  folk  song 
a  song  of  the  people,  often  of  unknown 
authorship — a  natural,  whole-hearted, 
joyous  outburst  of  song.  Moreover,  an 
essential  of  the  carol  is  a  unity  of  idea, 
expressed  through  the  simplicity  alike 
of  melody  and  words.  Carols  are 
closely  akin  to  pastorals  and,  some- 
times, to  lullabies,  two  of  the  very  old- 
est types  of  songs.  "Silent  Night!  Holy 
Night!"  illustrates  the  lullaby  type  of 
Christmas  carol.  "Rests  in  heavenly 
peace,"  phrases  the  lullaby 
thought. 

Not  all  carols,  by  any 
means,  are  Christmas  car- 
ols. One  of  the  loveliest 
carols  ever  composed  is  the 
delightful  thirteenth-cen- 
tury "Sumer  Is  y  Cumen 
in"  (a  song  in  praise  of  the 
cuckoo.  Other  carols 
praised  such  events  as 
Easter,  May  Day,  New 
Year's  Day,  and  various 
saints'  days.  The  melody 
of  "Good  King  Wenceslaus 
dates  from  the  thirteenth 
century  in  England  ana 
was  originally  a  spring 
carol  with  these  words: 


See!  The  flowers  of  spring 

emerge! 
Blossoms   upward   groiD' 

ing  1 

Feel    the    season's    invxM 

urae  ■ «  a 

Through     their     bet^y 

flowing.  d 

Earth,  by  winter  wounaw 

sore,  . 

Now  by  spring  is  heateaf% 

Lost  in  joy  the  pain  S'1 

bore,  7  a\ 

Life  stands  new  reveal*11- 

The  following  brief  ca£j 

ol  comes  from  the  VeiLy.n 

the  Irish  poet,  Shiel,  wjj. 

lived  in  the  fifth  centurr 

(Continued  on  page  lo; 


The  Lighted  Path 


WA* 


The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


PEACE 

What  a  beautiful  and  what  a  won- 
jartttl  thing  is  PEACE.  Like  wisdom 
•t  is  more  to  be  desired  than  rubies.  It 
•c  so  marvelous  and  infinite  that  we 
lS_and  m  wonder  and  amazement  as 
S,p  contemplate  it.  Have  you  ever  no- 
ticed in  reading  the  Word  how  care- 
ful the  Lord  was  to  state  the  fact 
that  it  was  not  the  "peace  of  the 
world"  He  was  to  give  or  that  the  Holy 
Spirit  was  to  impart?  Do  you  not  call 
to  mind  that  occasion  when  He  looked 
with  tenderness  into  the  eyes  of  His 
disciples  and  said,  "MY  peace— My 
oeace,  I  give  unto  you"?  Then  to  em- 
nhasize  the  fact  that  it  was  HIS  peace, 
He  said,  "Not  as  the  world  giveth  un- 
to you." 

No,  it  was  to  be  the  peace  that  He 
possessed.  It  was  to  be  a  peace  that 
passeth  all  understanding.  Over  and 
over  again  throughout  the  Word  the 
glorious  and  eternal  truth  of  God  de- 
clares that  the  Christian  while  living 
in  a  finite  world  can  become  the  pos- 
sessor of  an  infinite  peace. 

"Far  away  in  the  depths  of  my  Spirit 
tonight 

Rolls  a  melody  sweeter  than  psalm; 

In  celestial-like  strains  it  unceasing- 
ly falls 

O'er  my  soul  like  an  infinite  calm. 

Peace!  peace!  wonderful  peace, 
Coming  down  from  the  Father  above; 
Sweep  over  my  spirit  forever,  I  pray, 
In  fathomless  billows  of  love. 

This  marvelous  and  wonderful  peace 
is  in  itself  a  paradox.  One  of  the  early 
Christian  fathers  said,  "When  there 
is  the  greatest  turmoil,  then  I  am  in 
the  deepest  peace." 

It  takes  the  storm  cloud  to  make  a 
rainbow — and  it  takes  the  tempest  to 
teach  you  the  meaning  of  peace.  Pos- 
sess it  and  you  can  sleep  by  His  side 
even  though  the  boat  be  rocked  on  the 
surface  of  the  stormy  deep.  This 
peace  is  not  amenable  to  circum- 
stances. It  is  not  changed  by  environ- 
ment. What  does  the  scripture  call  it? 
The  peace  of  God.  Just  imagine  it. 
God's  peace — the  peace  of  heaven — 
the  peace  that  is  not  of  this  world — 
peace  that  can  only  come  from  the 
heart  of  the  Father  above.  It  is  said 
of  the  Chicago  banker,  Spafford,  that 
he  kissed  his  wife  and  his  children 
good-bye  as  they  departed  on  the 
train  on  the  first  lap  of  their  journey 
that  would  take  them  to  Europe.  His 
wife  had  been  ailing  for  some  time 
and  he  thought  the  family  would  en- 
Joy  a  time  of  rest  and  quiet  at  one  of 
the  watering  places  across  the  sea.  A 
|ew  days  after  they  sailed  out  of  New 
York  harbor  the  good  banker  bought 
a  newspaper  and  almost  collapsed  as 
he  saw  by  the  headlines  that  the  ship 
had  gone  down  and  his  wife  and  his 
children  were  lost. 
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With  ashen  face,  he  made  his  way 
to  the  bank.  The  clerks  were  silent  as 
he  entered,  for  they  had  seen  the  pa- 
per and  they  knew  the  story.  With 
his  heart  torn  open — lacerated — bleed- 
ing— from  the  awful  wound  it  had 
received,  he  dropped  on  his  knees  and 
prayed  to  the  One  who  had  promised 
to  sustain  and  comfort  in  the  time  of 
trouble.  When  he  arose  he  seemed  to 
be  a  man  of  another  world.  It  was 
through  his  tears  that  he  wrote: 

"When  peace,  like  a  river,  attendeth 

my  way, 
When  sorrows  like  sea  billows  roll; 
Whatever  my  lot,  Thou  hast  taught 

me  to  say, 
It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul. 

"It  is  well  with  my  soul, 

It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul." 


The  noise  of  the  distant  waves  were 
lulled  to  sleep  by  the  breezes  of  heav- 
enly peace  that  were  wafted  from 
heaven  across  his  soul — through  the 
surging  of  the  angry  waves — a  hand 
had  reached  down  filled  with  the 
peace  of  God  that  passeth  all  under- 
standing and  bathed  his  wounded 
heart  in  it.  What  a  treasure  we  have 
in  this  wonderful  peace.  No  wonder 
the  scripture  saith,  "It  passeth  under- 
standing." How  foolish  the  Christian 
that  goes  to  this  world  to  try  to  find 
peace  when  in  the  secret  place  he  can 
enjoy  the  peace  of  heaven. 

When  divine  love  is  shed  abroad  in 
our  hearts,  and  "joy  in  the  Lord"  been 
known  and  felt,  then  will  "the  peace 
of  God"  fill  our  minds,  and  rule  our 
hearts  and  affections.  The  "fruit  of 
the  Spirit"  will  be  PEACE  in  believing. 
The  Lord  Jesus  was  manifested  that 
He  might  give  His  people  peace;  and 


the  Holy  Spirit's  work  in  displaying 
Jesus  to  the  soul  brings  peace — peace 
from  the  infractions  of  the  law,  peace 
from  its  requirements — peace  from 
sin,  death,  judgment,  and  condemna- 
tion. 

How  easily  may  these  words  be  re- 
peated, but  what  volumes  do  they  not 
contain?  "The  peace  of  God  which 
passeth  all  understanding"  cannot  be 
expressed  in  words.  Those  who  see  and 
know  in  part  cannot  realize  and  un- 
derstand, far  less  express,  perfectly, 
the  peace  that  is  theirs.  Yet  faith  is 
able  to  grasp  it,  and  rest  upon  it,  for 
it  is  the  peace  of  God,  and  not  of  man. 
It  is  founded  on  a  simple  reception  of 
His  Word,  which  says,  in  one  place, 
"My  covenant  will  I  not  break,  nor 
alter  the  thing  that  is  gone  out  of  my 
lips,"  Psa.  89:34;  and  in  another,  "The 
mountains  shall  depart,  and  the  hills 
be  removed;  but  my  kindness  shall  not 
depart  from  them,  neither  shall  the 
covenant  of  my  peace  be  removed," 
Isa.  54:10.  And  whence  the  durable- 
ness  and  certainty  of  this  peace?  Is 
it  not  in  this,  that  He,  the  Lord  of  life 
Himself,  is  our  peace?  and  that  if  it 
were  possible  that  the  Lord  Jesus 
should  lose  His  Father's  love,  that 
then,  and  then  only,  could  our  peace 
be  really  and  vitally  interfered  with. 

I  stood  some  little  time  ago  on  the 
hills  outside  Bethlehem  of  Judea.  In 
spirit  I  was  transported  back  to  the 
days  when  a  little  Babe  lay  in  His 
mother's  arms  wrapped  in  swaddling 
clothes.  My  soul  was  magnifying  the 
Lord  my  Savior.  It  was  not  hard  for 
me  to  turn  the  ear  of  the  Spirit  to- 
ward the  skies.  Once  again  I  could 
hear  the  angels  sing — once  again  I 
could  hear  the  message  that  came 
floating  down  the  sky  sweeping  from 
the  realms  of  eternal  glory — "Peace 
on  earth — peace  on  earth."  Where  was 
that  peace  that  was  to  be  found  on 
earth?  Where  could  I  find  it?  Just 
where  the  wise  men  found  the  Christ 
Child,  for  that  "Peace"  was  wrapped 
in  swaddling  clothes  and  was  lying  in 
his  mother's  arms.  He  was  the  Prince 
of  Peace,  and  it  was  of  Him  that  Paul 
said,  "He  is  our  peace."  Glorious  peace 
— infinite  peace — wonderful  peace! 
Do  you  have  this  peace,  my  friend? 
You  should  have  if  you  have  the  Au- 
thor of  peace.  Don't  try  to  prove  your 
experience  to  me  over  your  outbursts 
of  temper  and  your  fits  of  anger,  for 
that  is  unscriptural  so  to  do.  Don't  ex- 
cuse yourself  by  saying,  "I  did  this  or 
I  did  that."  Let  me  come  a  little  clos- 
er. I  would  like  to  whisper  in  your 
ear,  "The  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  peace." 

"The  waves  may  roar,  the  mountains 

shake, 
Our  comforts  shall  not  cease; 
The  Lord  His  saints  will  not  forsake; 
The  Lord  will  give  us  peace." 

(To  be  continued) 

There  is  nothing  a  person  can  know 
that  will  so  gladden  the  heart  and 
stimulate  faith  as  to  know  we  are 
walking  in  the  center  of  God's  will 
and  that  He  is  pleased  with  our  lives. 
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Doesn't  this  heading  sound  good  to 
you?  My,  it  is  what  we  have  been  hop- 
ing for  for  a  number  of  years.  We  have 
so  many  bright  young  people  in  our 
midst  who  will  tell  you  that  they  are 
anxious  to  be  soul  winners,  but  they 
just  don't  know  how  to  go  about  it. 
This  is  your  chance.  Do  you  not  have 
some  good  leader  in  your  church  who 
can  be  persuaded  to  take  charge  of  a 
study  class  like  this?  So  many  will 
say,  "Oh,  I'd  give  anything  if  I  could 
just  go  to  B.  T.  S.  for  awhile  to  learn 
how  to  be  a  soul  winner."  I  will  admit 
that  would  be  nice  and  you  should  go 
if  possible,  but  if  you  cannot,  then 
this  Y.  P.  E.  U.  will  be  the  next  best. 

Evangelism  should  be  the  central 
thought  of  every  church,  and  to  do 
any  work  well  we  should  have  the 
best  of  trained  workers.  Who  will  train 
our  children  and  young  people  to  be 
efficient  workers  if  the  pastor  and 
leaders  of  the  Church  are  not  willing 
to  sacrifice  to  do  it? 

You  may  argue  that  you  do  not  have 
enough  young  people  who  are  inter- 
ested to  pay  you  to  spend  the  time.  I 
have  heard  people  say,  "Oh,  I  wouldn't 
spend  an  evening  just  for  one  or  two." 
That  is  our  trouble  today,  we  are  look- 
ing too  much  at  numbers.  One  boy  or 
girl  trained  in  your  little  school  may 
go  out  to  win  thousands  of  souls  year- 
ly to  the  Master.  One  boy  or  girl,  man 
or  woman,  trained  for  work  in  your 
church,  may  be  responsible  for  the  up- 
building of  the  church  in  your  com- 
munity, but  you  will  not  likely  have  to 
spend  your  time  with  such  a  small 
number.  Start  out  with  the  determi- 
nation of  sticking  to  the  job  through 
discouragement  of  all  kinds.  It's  the 
man  or  woman  who  sticks  to  the  job 
who  will  be  successful  in  anything. 
God  will  stand  by  the  determined 
man  or  woman  in  any  undertaking 
that  is  right.  Begin  your  union  with 
what  you  have  and  make  your  meet- 
ings interesting.  You  may  be  surprised 
how  you  will  grow,  both  in  number 
and  enthusiasm.  Brother  Cecil  Trues- 
dell  has  outlined  rules  and  regulations 
by  which  you  may  organize  and  carry 
on  this  work. 

Brother  Jernigan,  our  General  Over- 
seer, and  Brother  Lemons,  Editor-in- 
Chief  of  Youth  Literature,  each  want 
to  add  their  comment  on  this  new 
undertaking. — Editor. 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF: 

No  more  lofty  project  has  ever  been 
launched  than  that  of  preparing 
young  people  for  the  noble  business  of 
winning  souls  for  Christ  and  heaven. 

Every  Christian  should  be  a  soul- 
winner,  but  alas!  too  many  in  their 
smugness  are  willing  to  leave  the  en- 
tire matter  of  the  salvation  of  their 
friends  and  associates  solely  in  the 


hands  of  the  professional  Christian 
minister.  It  seems  never  to  have  oc- 
curred to  them  that  they,  too,  may 
have  a  part  in  this  ministry. 

Personal  soul-winning  is  a  wonder- 
ful ministry,  and  no  one  should  imag- 
ine it  can  be  supplanted  by  the  pastor 
or  the  evangelist.  It  is  a  unique  and 
indispensable  work,  without  which  the 
Church  would  suffer  heavy  loss. 
There  are  those  with  whom  we  asso- 
ciate daily,  who  never  get  within  range 
of  the  church  and  the  regular  serv- 
ices. It  is  the  responsibility  and  happy 
privilege  of  the  personal  worker  to 
reach  them  with  the  gospel  of  recon- 
ciliation. 

Let  no  one  despise  this  ministry.  It 
requires  holy  enthusiasm,  courage  and 
tact  to  be  a  soul-winner.  Many  an  elo- 
quent pulpit  orator,  who  can  sway  the 
multitudes,  is  completely  lacking  in 
the  art  of  dealing  with  individuals 
and  bringing  them  to  a  decision  for 
Christ.  No  patent  sermon  will  suffice 
for  personal  contacts,  and  the  worker 
must  be  ready  with  his  New  Testa- 
ment to  disarm  the  prospect  of  objec- 
tions, and  full  of  love  and  determina- 
tion to  lead  him  to  a  saving  knowl- 
edge of  Jesus  Christ. 

It  certainly  is  fitting  that  the 
churches,  pastors  and  Y.  P.  E.  leaders 
heartily  support  a  plan  which  will 
prepare  the  young  Christian  to  be  a 
fisher  of  men. — F.  W.  Lemons. 


GENERAL  OVERSEER: 

Immediately  following  the  outpour- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost  on  the  day  of 
Pentecost,  the  Church  dedicated  its 
whole  efforts  and  interest  to  the 
spreading  of  the  gospel  and  salvation 
of  souls.  As  long  as  the  Church  pos- 
sessed this  concern,  men  and  women 
were  brought  to  Christ  and  added  to 
the  Church  daily. 

Our  concern  and  work  in  the  Church 
should  be  the  salvation  of  men.  Suc- 
cess in  this  undertaking  is  often  bet- 
ter promoted  through  the  organized 
and  unified  efforts  of  God's  people. 
The  "Youth  Personal  Evangelistic 
Union"  is  suggested  to  further  inter- 
est and  prepare  the  youth  in  the  art 
of  soul  saving,  and  especially  to  teach 
them  more  perfectly  in  the  graceful 
art  of  personal  contact. 

This  Union  does  not  take  the  place 
of  your  Young  People's  Endeavor  in 
your  church.  It  is  only  a  suggested  or- 
ganized union  among  the  youth  of 
the  Church,  to  interest  and  help  them 
that  they  may  become  more  efficient 
personal  workers.  It  is  my  opinion  that 
the  leaders  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  would  do 
well  to  acquaint  themselves  with  the 
rules  and  procedure  as  are  offered  for 
the  organization  of  this  Union,  and  if 
you  have  some  new  idea  that     you 


could  add  to  your  local  Union  you 
would  be  free  to  do  so.  Conditions  and 
circumstances  vary  in  the  different 
localities,  and  what  might  work  good 
in  one  place  something  else  might 
work  better  in  another.  What  we  are 
interested  in  is  the  better  methods  of 
contacting  and  leading  the  people 
around  us  to  the  Lord. 

Every  true  and  soul-loving  pastor 
would  be  glad  for  the  young  people  of 
his  church  to  become  soul  winners, 
and  we  believe  he  will  welcome  any 
righteous  organization  that  would  pro- 
mote this  interest.  The  book  "Person- 
al Soul  Winning,"  recommended  as  a 
textbook  for  study,  was  written  by 
William  Evans  who  was  a  very  devout 
Christian  man  and  won  great  multi- 
tudes to  the  Lord.  From  this  book  you 
will  find  much  help,  and  by  studying 
soul  winning  in  a  group  and  then 
working  as  a  team,  I  feel  that  many 
successful  soul-winning  bands  can  be 
organized  in  our  churches  throughout 
the  nation. 

The  mission  of  the  Church  is  not  to 
entertain;  neither  is  it  for  pastime 
and  leisure.  Entertainment  and  pas- 
time are  all  right  in  their  places,  but 
the  Church  is  to  promote  more  serious 
thoughts  and  to  prepare  men  for  life 
beyond  the  grave.  Young  people  are 
often  more  influential  in  their  repre- 
sentation of  Christ  than  old  folks. 
They  serve  Him  because  they  love  Him 
and  desire  to  work  for  Him.  The 
"Youth  Personal  Evangelistic  Union" 
has  but  one  purpose,  and  that  is  to 
win  souls  to  Christ. 

As  your  General  Overseer  and  one 
who  is  greatly  interested  in  evangelism 
and  a  believer  that  only  evangelism 
will  keep  the  Church  spiritually  alive, 
I  would  appreciate  as  many  of  our  Y. 
P.  E.'s  as  would  to  try  this  suggested 
"Youth  Personal  Evangelistic  Band" 
and  after  you  have  had  time  to  try 
it  out  write  me  about  your  success. — 
John  C.  Jernigan. 


RULES  BY  CECIL  TRUESDELL: 

Since  you  know  the  name  of  this 
young  people's  enterprise  and  the 
reason  for  its  organization,  we  are 
confident  that  it  is,  to  both  the  pastor 
and  laity,  an  answer  to  prayer  for  the 
advancement  of  personal  soul  saving 
and  the  development  of  the  personal- 
ity and  love  for  lost  souls  that  every 
young  Christian  should  have.  It  will 
be  a  great  blessing  to  each  local 
church;  and  those  who  have  planned 
and  thought  over  it  here  are  really 
enthusiastic  over  the  prospects  for 
such  united  effort  in  each  place.  Will 
you  be  one  of  the  charter  churches 
whose  membership  will  be  printed  in 
the  next  issue  of  "The  Lighted  Path- 
way"? Think  it  over,  pastor,  the  salva- 
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of  the  lost  is  your  vocation,  and 

*       need  all  the  help  you  can  enlist. 

2£Lstian  member,  whoever  you    are 

a   however   unimportant   you   may 

?    i    don't  fool '  yourself ;    you're  not 

^important,  you  have  a  purpose  to 

f  if  ill    a  mission  to  accomplish,  and 

obligation  to  perform,  and  it  can 

up  vour  happy  privilege  to  unite  and 

«fake  this  union  a  blessing    to  your 

octnr    vour  church,  lost  souls,  and 

gf  cause  of  Christ. 

The  first  thing  we  wish  to  discuss 
about  this  organization  is— the  PUR- 

Realizing  in  these  evil  times,  while 
the  enemy  is  working  so  hard,  the  ex- 
treme need  of  personal  efforts  through 
which  young  Christians  may  influ- 
ence and  win  souls  to  Christ,  the  aim 
0f  this  movement  of  the  Churches  of 
God,  the  Youth  Personal  Evangelistic 
Union,  is  to  form  into  a  compact  and 
cooperative  body  all  the  young  people 
of  each  local  church,  for  a  united  ef- 
fort in  the  development  of  themselves 
into  more  efficient,  consecrated  and 
effectual  personal  soul-winners 
through  the  channels  of  the  Sunday 
School,  Young  People's  Endeavor  and 
the  church. 

UNION  OFFICERS 

Each  union  should  have  these  three 
class  officers  for  a  proper  functioning 
of  its  body;  namely,  a  director,  secre- 
tary, and  teacher. 

THEIR  DUTIES 

The  director  shall  assume  the  du- 
ties of  a  president  or  moderator,  di- 
recting the  organization  in  its  prac- 
tice of  Personal  Evangelism,  the  up- 
building of  the  Sunday  School,  Y.  P. 
E.,  and  church  departments  through 
this  agency,  and  moderating  at,  or 
having  charge  of,  all  gatherings  of 
this  organization. 

The  secretary  shall  keep  the  names 
of  members,  minutes  of  meetings, 
when  required  to  do  so;  a  record  of 
the  grades  of  each  member  in  the 
study  course;  a  monthly  average  of 
the  class  grade,  taken  from  all  the 
members'  grades  totaled  together,  and 
divided  by  the  number  of  members  in 
the  class,  name,  date  of  conversion 
and  membership  of  each  new  convert, 
etc. 

The  teacher,  whether  a  Bible  School 
student  or  not,  should  have  a  good 
knowledge  of  the  Word  of  God,  and 
should  be  especially  adapted  to  the 
teaching  of  young  people  along  evan- 
gelistic lines.  The  pastor,  Sunday 
School  teacher,  or  Y.  P.  E.  worker  can 
be  useful  in  this  capacity,  when  need- 
ed. The  teacher  should  have  an  im- 
partial interest  in  each  student,  and 
give  regular  tests  periodically,  which 
will  better  prepare  each  student  for 
the  final  one. 

TEXTBOOKS  REQUIRED 

1.  An  authorized  version  of  the  Bi- 
ble. 

2.  "Personal  Soul  Winning,"  by  Wil- 
liam Evans,  price  $1.25. 

.  Fpr  those  who  do  not  wish  to  carry 
their  expensive  Bibles  to  class,  we  sug- 
gest that  an  inexpensive  one  is  just 
as  good.  If  you  do  not  have  such,  they 
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CHRISTMAS  WORRIES 

Grade  Elwood 

Well,  Christmas  time  is  here  again, 

My  lands,  and  what  a  time, 
With  work  and  worry  all  day  long; 

It's  just  one  steady  grind. 
I  have  so  very  much  to  do, 

I  don't  know  where  to  start, 
To  tell  the  truth  it  vexes  me 

To  have  to  work  so  hard. 
And  then  about  the  time  I'm  through, 

I've  got  to  rack  my  brain 
To  think  of  all  the  different  gifts, 

It  gives  me  most  a  pain. 

Now  there's  Aunt  Sue     so     hard     to 
please, 

And  Charlie  wants  so  much, 
I  never  can  get  straightened  out, 

I  worry  and  I  fuss 
From  early  morn  till  late  at  night; 

But  that  don't  help  one  bit. 
My  mind  gets  all  distracted, 

I  almost  have  a  fit. 
And  I  forget  there's  Betty  Lou, 

She  wants  a  fountain  pen; 
Aunt  Ella  wants  a  pretty  scarf 

With  long  lace  on  the  end, 
There's  Nell  and  Joe  and  John  and 
Dot, 

And  I'm  not  half  way  through. 
I  feel  almost  like  giving  up, 

But  that  will  never  do. 

I  can't  forget  my  Mom  and  Dad, 

They've  been  so  good  to  me; 
I  must  confess  this  Christmas  time 

Has  got  the  best  of  me. 
I  most  believe  what  Grandma  says, 

You  know  she's  very  wise, 
She  tells  me,  "Honey,  stop  that  fuss, 

And  rest  a  while,  my  child; 
You  don't  enjoy  yourself  that  way, 

Just  leave  the  work  alone, 
And  all  this  worry  getting  gifts 

Makes  trouble  in  the  home. 

"I  think  it's  nice  at  Christmas  time 

To  show  our  love  and  give, 
But  never  let  it  spoil  the  day 

And  make  you  cross  and  ill, 
The  Lord,  my  child,  did  not  intend, 

When  Christmas  came  around, 
For  you  to  fret  and  work  and  fuss, 

And  always  wear  a  frown." 
Grandma  knows  best,  take  her  ad- 
vice, 

Let  peace  and  joy  abound 
Within  the  home,  within  your  heart, 

When  Christmas  time  comes  round. 


can  be  had  at  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

The  textbook  on  "Personal  Soul 
Winning,"  by  Mr.  Evans,  has  many 
scriptural  references,  so  a  Bible  is  ab- 
solutely necessary  for  study  with  this 
book.  Furthermore,  it  is  to  always  be 
the  Christian's  textbook.  It  holds  the 
answer  to  every  question  and  the  so- 
lution for  every  problem  which  the 
personal  worker  will  encounter  in 
dealing  with  those  who  need  salva- 
tion. 

OTHER  STUDY  MATERIAL 

Each  member  shall  have  a  notebook, 

preferably     a  loose-leaf     one,     upon 

which  he  can  enter  memoranda  and 

notes  from  the  class  lessons,  etc.,  and 


upon  which  he  may  take  the  tests 
which  the  teacher  should  give  at  reg- 
ular intervals,  preceding  the  final  one 
given  when  a  study  of  the  textbook  is 
completed. 

FINAL  EXAMINATION 

When  the  textbook  is  finished,  a 
final  examination,  which  will  be  com- 
posed of  questions  selected  from  those 
already  given  in  the  periodic  tests, 
will  be  given.  Those  who  satisfactorily 
pass  this  examination  will  be  present- 
ed a  certificate  showing  that  they  have 
met  the  requirements  of  those  in 
charge  of  the  study  course  embodied 
in  this  book.  These  certificates  may 
be  ordered  later  from  the  Publishing 
House.  A  committee  may  be  appoint- 
ed to  assist  the  teacher  in  the  grading 
of  the  final  examination  papers. 

Each  local  union  shall  be  carried  on 
under  the  supervision  of  the  local  pas- 
tor, unless  he  chooses  another  for  this 
responsibility. 

The  state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent 
shall  be  mailed,  exactly  five  weeks 
before  the  next  General  Assembly,  a 
complete  bona  fide  record,  by  each 
local  union  secretary  in  that  state,  of 
the  average  grade  for  both  the  peri- 
odic and  final  examination,  of  the  lo- 
cal class,  and  also  of  the  number  of 
converts  and  new  church  members 
gained  through  the  individual  efforts 
of  the  local  union,  to  the  date. 

Any  state  entering  the  contest  for 
the  National  Banner  shall  have  at 
least  five  functioning  local  church 
unions.  The  state  overseer,  by  virtue 
of  his  office,  can  launch  a  drive  in 
which  each  local  union  may  partici- 
pate in  his  state,  if  he  so  desires,  since 
each  local  pastor  and  church  is  al- 
ready under  his  jurisdiction. 

The  national  banner,  with  the 
Church  of  God  Youth  Personal  Evan- 
gelistic Union  insignia,  will  be  given 
at  the  General  Assembly  as  the  prize 
of  one  year's  duration  to  the  state 
whose  local  unions  (at  least  five  in 
number)  have  the  highest  examina- 
tion grades — periodical  and  final,  and 
are  credited  with  the  largest  number 
of  new  converts  and  church  members 
for  the  year,  in  comparison  to  union 
membership. 

A  similar  banner  will  be  presented 
to  the  local  church  union  having  the 
highest  aforestated  achievements. 

PLEASE 
be  prompt,  and  let's  start  this  soul- 
saving  enterprise  off  with  a  real 
punch.  Send  a  statement  of  your  lo- 
cal club,  officers,  date  of  organization, 
etc.,  in  to  the  Editor,  The  Lighted 
Pathway,  at  the  earliest  moment  pos- 
sible, in  order  to  be  listed  as  a  char- 
ter member  of  the  National  Union  in 
the  next  issue. 

Don't  fail  to  send  all  orders  for 
these  textbooks  to  the  Editor  of  The 
Lighted  Pathway,  so  that  she  may 
tabulate  the  number  of  books  being 
used  monthly  in  the  movement. 

Any  inquiries  may  be  addressed  to 
Rev.  F.  W.  Lemons,  Editor-in-Chief  of 
Church  Youth  Literature.  He  will  be 
glad  to  help  you  with  any  problem 
relative  to  this  organization. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


WHY      IS     CHRISTIANITY     THE 

ONLY  RELIGION  THAT  MEETS 

OUR  NEEDS? 

Scripture:    Acts  4:8-12;  John  3:16. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Christianity  satisfies  because  it 
fills  us  with  the  Spirit,  with  heaven 
itself,  with  power  to  live  the  Christ 
life,  v.  8. 

Christianity  is  the  only  religion  that 
has  a  personal  Savior.  It  is  more  than 
a  doctrine;  it  is  trust  in  a  person,  v. 
10. 

Christianity  offers  not  merely  par- 
adise, but  salvation — release  from  the 
power  of  sin  now.  It  offers  forgive- 
ness, joy,  health,  wholeness,  v.  12. 

Christianity  alone  reveals  a  per- 
sonal God  of  love,  who  gave  Himself 
for  our  salvation,  v.  16. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Christianity  is  known  by  its  fruits. 
It  lifts  believers  to  higher  levels  of 
living,  and  it  lifts  nations  as  well. 
Compare  America  and  China,  for 
example. 

The  God  described  by  Jesus,  a  lov- 
ing Father,  is  the  only  God  revealed 
in  any  religion  who  wins  at  once  our 
acceptance.  You  can  worship  such  a 
God  and  no  other. 

Christianity  is  the  only  religion  that 
sets  up  God  Himself  as  a  model  to  be 
followed.  "Be  ye  perfect  as  your  Fa- 
ther in  heaven  is  perfect."  The  mean- 
ing is  to  be  perfect  in  loving. 

Christ's  ideals  as  revealed  in  the 
Sermon  on  the  Mount  appeal  to  the 
moral  sense  of  mankind.  They  are 
ultimate,  practical  truth.  No  other 
religion  makes  such  an  appeal. 
A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

At  the  World's  Parliament  of  Re- 
ligions in  Chicago,  when  representa- 
tives of  many  faiths  expounded  their 
religious  beliefs,  Christianity  shone 
like  a  star.  It  had  the  best  in  all  oth- 
er religions  and  none  of  their  weak- 
nesses. 

There  is  much  truth  in  Buddhism, 
but  there  is  something  wrong  with  a 
system  which,  like  this  system,  pro- 
duces worshippers  of  cows.  A  religion 
is  known  by  its  fruits. 

Buddhism,  which  claims  to  be  toler- 
ant, persecutes  those  who  confess 
Christ,  often  driving  them  from  home 
and  family.  Would  Christ,  who  turned 
the  other  cheek,  do  this? 

Mohammedanism  is  an  aggressive 
religion,  but  it  does  not  build  hospi- 
tals, foster  civilization,  establish 
benevolences.  Christianity  alone  does 
that. 

TO   THINK   ABOUT 

What  is  the  greatest  feature  of 
Christianity? 

How  does  the  teaching  about  the 
love  of  God  raise  Christianity  above 
other  religions? 

Why  should  we  respect  the  good  in 
other  religions? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

Many  wise  and  true  opinions  are 
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held  by  disciples  of  other  faiths,  but 
opinions,  however  true,  are  not  man's 
crying  need.  Man  needs  a  Savior. — 
Murray. 

Religion  is  not  merely  a  creed.  It 
is  life — something  to  be  lived.  It  is  an 
imitation  of  the  life  of  Jesus,  and 
that  life  has  never  been  surpassed. — 
A.  Arnold. 

If  Christianity  gives  a  true  view  of 
God,  other  religions  give  a  false  view 
of  Him.  The  god  of  the  Hindoo  is  not 
the  God  of  the  Christian,  and  the  dif- 
ference is  fundamental. — Dr.  Kellogg. 

Christianity  is  the  only  religion  that 
is  trying  to  make  good  its  claim  to 
universality.  It  is  the  only  religion 
that  can  go  anywhere  and  succeed. — 
Robert  E.  Spear. 

Use  the  following  Scriptures  as  a 
foundation  for  your  talks: 

The  only  Savior.  Acts  4:12. 

The  only  true  God.   1  John  5:20. 

Knowledge  of  God.  Acts  17:22-31. 

Transforming  power.   2  Cor.  3:18. 

Moral  light.    Eph.  4:17-24. 

Immortal  hope.  1  Peter  1:1-5. 

HOW  THE  CHURCH  HELPS  US  TO 
LIVE  THE  CHRISTIAN  LIFE 

Scripture:    Heb.  10:19-25. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

The  Church  through  its  associations 
is  like  the  temple,  a  place  where  in 
peace  we  can  draw  near  to  God,  v.  22. 

The  Church  helps  us  by  its  demand 
for  purity  of  life.  It  sets  the  life  of 
Jesus  as  our  standard,  v.  23. 

Meeting  others  of  like  faith  and  aim 
strengthens  us  in  weakness  and  en- 
courages to  greater  endeavor,  v.  24. 

The  Church  is  a  place  of  exhorta- 
tion. It  is  meant  to  keep  us  in  remem- 
brance of  our  duty.  It  is  a  call  to 
service,  v.  25. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Where  there  is  no  church,  as  a  rule 
there  is  little  Christian  life.  Our  ideals 
sag  so  easily. 

We  drift  away  from  Christ  because 
it  is  easy  to  drift,  Heb.  2:1.  The 
Church  helps  to  anchor  us  to  Him. 

The  Church's  mission  to  preach  the 
gospel  is  a  challenge  to  us.  We  are 
drawn  into  taking  part,  and  this  ac- 
tivity forces  us  to  lead  the  Christian 
life.  We  live  for  what  we  believe. 

The  Church's  pastoral  care  helps 
us.  There  is  too  little  of  this  intimate 
contact.  Too  often  we  are  allowed  to 
struggle  on  alone. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

The  church  is  like  a  trysting  place 
where  we  have  the  promise  of  meet- 
ing our  Lord.  If  we  really  go  to  meet 
Him,  and  not  merely  to  hear  a  ser- 
mon, we  are  not  disappointed. 

The  pastor  is  expected  to  be  an  ex- 
pert, as  Jesus  was,  in  spiritual  things. 
We  consult  experts  in  every  line;  why 
not  in  religion? 

The  Church  is  a  school  of  religion. 
It  should  speak  on  every  moral  ques- 
tion. It  should  reveal  the  Father  and 


teach  us  His  way.  We  need  that  helh 

If  we  are  church  members,  we  fej|: 
an  obligation  to  live  up  to  its  stand 
ards.   The   world   expects   us   to   ay 
heaps  scorn  on  those  Who  fail. 

What  is  a  Christian  life? 

How  does  worship  help  us  to  uv 
aright? 

What  is  the  best  help  we  get  frory. 
the  Church?  a 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

The  Church  is  a  league  for  defence 
and  offence  for  every  one  who  loves 
Jesus  Christ.  It  is  an  army  on  a  cru, 
sade  to  promote  godliness. — Arnold. 

The  Church  is  a  family.  If  one 
member  suffers,  all  should  suffer  too 
This  sympathy  and  friendship  is  one* 
of  the  greatest  blessings  it  brings  to 
struggling  humanity. — Maynard. 

The  Church,  the  body  of  Christ,  is 
meant  to  be  an  incarnation  of  the 
spirit  of  Jesus,  so  that  He  may  con- 
tinue His  work  of  mercy  on  the  earth 
The  Church  is  "brothers'  keeper"  for 
all  its  members. — Wilson. 

"One  man  is  no  man,"  says  social 
science.  An  isolated  Christian  among 
other  Christians  is  an  impossibility. 
Isolation  is  anti-Christian.  The 
Church  is  a  fellowship  of  service  and 
helpfulness. — Meredith. 

Use  the  following  Scriptures  as  a 
foundation  for  your  talks: 

By  teaching.  Jas.  1:18-25. 

By  shepherding.   1  Pet.  5:1-4. 

By  fellowship.   1  John  1:3. 

By  worship.   Heb.  10:19-25. 

By  officers'  example.   Acts  20:17-31. 

By  its  ideals.   1  Tim.  6:6-16. 

WHAT   HAVE  YOUNG   PEOPLE 
TO  GIVE? 

Scripture:  2  Cor.  8:1-15. 
PRE-CHRISTMAS  LESSON 

Leader's  Thoughts 

Young  people  may  give  themselves, 
which  is  the  first  and  best  gift  of  all. 
V.  5. 

We  must  contribute  our  prayers  for 
the  kingdom.  These  gifts  are  often 
overlooked.   V.  4. 

We  may  give  money  according  to 
our  circumstances.  There  are  few  who 
cannot  give  anything,  however  little. 
V.  4. 

We  can  give  friendship  and  love. 
The  smallest  gift,  given  with  love,  is 
better  than  a  large  gift  without  it. 
V.  7. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Most  of  us  have  pocket-money,  a 
part  of  which  we  may  give  to  help 
others.  We  can  tithe  it.  It  is  income. 

We  think  we  are  busy,  but  we  waste 
hours  every  day  that  might  be  given 
to  the  service  of  God,  that  is,  the 
service  of  His  Church  and  people. 

We  have  capacity  for  friendship 
that  is  worth  more  than  gold.  Many  a 
lonely  soul  and  a  shut-in  would  ratn- 
er  have  a  friendly  visit  than  any' 
thing  we  could  give  or  send  them- 

Many  of  us  earn  wages.  What  V°K 
tion  do  we  set  aside  for  the  work  o 
the  Lord?  Many  give  nothing.  otii^l 
give  only  a  trifle.  We  forget  that  w 
are  stewards  and  must  give  an  ac" 
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mting  of  our  stewardship  to  Him. 
c°        A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 
a  high  school  boy  had  an  old  Ford. 
p  found  some  old  people  who  could 
nt  g°  *°  cnurcn>  an(*  ne  called  for 
fhem  Sunday  morning  with  his  fliv- 
,er  He  gave  what  he  had. 

During  one  of  our  great  floods  one 
woman,  who  was  very  poor,  said,  "All 
?  had  was  an  extra  pair  of  shoes,  and 
t  gave  them  to  the  sufferers."  That 
was  like  the  widow's  mite,  a  gift  of 
,oVe  and  sympathy. 

A  high  school  girl  gave  Sunday  aft- 
ernoons to  visiting  two  or  three  shut- 
jnS.  She  told  them  about  the  church 
service  and  the  sermon,  and  often 
read  to  them.  Not  all  gifts  must  be  in 
cash. 

At  Christmas  we  can  give  service. 
We  can  make  toys  for  the  kiddies.  If 
we  cannot  buy  the  material,  the 
church  or  some  generous  soul  will. 
TO  THINK  ABOUT 
Is  clothing  for  the  poor  needed  in 
our  community? 

How     arrange     for     a     community 
Christmas  tree? 
What  is  most  needed  in  our  town? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 
Love,  which  is  the  greatest  thing 
God  had  to  give  it  to  us,  is  the  greatest 
thing  we  have  to  give  to  God.  Happy 
is  he  who  has  much  of  it. — Jeremy 
Taylor. 

Some  have  natural  aptitudes.  One 
can  color  Christmas  cards;  one  can 
carve  wood;  one  can  use  a  printing 
press.  This  sort  of  service  is  most  ac- 
ceptable.— Anon. 

Spurgeon,  when  he  was  a  lad  in  his 
teens,  gave  what  talent  he  had.  He 
could  talk.  He  could  preach,  and  he 
preached.  God  accepts  our  talents  as 
gifts,  and  blesses  and  expands  them. 
— Robertson. 

We  do  not  think  of  cheerfulness  as 
something  that  can  be  given.  It  is  well 
worthy  of  giving.  The  optimist  is  an 
asset  in  any  church.  He  gives  support 
to  every  good  cause.  Do  we? — Lovejoy. 
Use  the   following  Scriptures  as   a 
foundation  for  your  talks: 
Time.    Col.  4:5. 
Labor.    Matt.  25:14-21. 
Clothing.    Acts  9:36-39. 
Money.     Mark  12:41-44. 
Service.     Exod.  35:30-35. 
Possessions.     Acts  4:32-37. 

CHRISTMAS  MESSAGES  IN  LITER- 
ATURE AND  SONG 

Scripture:      Isa.   9:6,7. 

NOTE:  We  are  going  to  make  you 
work  some  for  your  Christmas  pro- 
gram. Some  have  been  objecting  be- 
cause the  young  people  depend  too 
much  on  the  material  in  the  lessons 
and  read  the  comments  instead  of 
studying  for  themselves  and  giving 
it  in  their  own  words.  Come  on  now 
and  let  us  have  a  real  Christmas  pro- 
gram. Go  to  your  library  and  find  the 
different  pieces  of  literature  and  tell 
the  best  you  can  in  your  own  words 
the  story  or  the  thoughts  they  bring 
to  you.  It  will  do  you  good  and  will  be 
educational  as  well  as  inspirational. 
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Find  the  best  of  the  Christmas  car- 
ols and  intersperse  them  with  the  mes- 
sages from  literature. 

WHAT  CHRISTMAS  DID  TO 
SCROOGE 

"A  Christmas  Carol,"  by  Charles 
Dickens,  is  perhaps  the  best  known 
and  most  universally  prized  of  all 
Christmas  stories.  In  it  the  name  of 
Christ  is  not  mentioned,  but  we  can- 
not doubt  that  His  spirit  inspired  it, 
for  its  teaching  about  kindness  and 
keeping  a  cheerful  heart,  even  in  the 
face  of  hardship  and  injustice,  is  in 
harmony  with  the  principles  of 
Christ.  How  niggardly  old  Scrooge 
came  to  have  a  change  of  heart 
Dickens  tells  us  in  a  series  of  pic- 
tures marked  by  humor,  pathos,  and 
realism. 

Add  Dickens'  "Christmas  Carol"  to 
your  library.  Thackeray  called  it  a  na- 
tional benefit,  and  declared  that  no 
better  sermon  had  ever  been 
preached.  Plan  to  have  it  read  aloud 
in  your  home  during  the  coming 
week.  Various  members  of  the  family 
might  take  turns  at  reading,  and  sev- 
eral evenings  might  be  devoted  to  it. 
Perhaps  someone  in  the  Society  would 
like  to  tell  about  it  in  the  meeting. 

DID  HE  SEE  CHRIST? 
"The  Other  Wise  Man,"  by  Henry 
Van  Dyke,  is  a  beautiful  story  which 
takes  us  back  to  the  first  Christmas. 
In  imagination  the  author  describes 
the  experiences  of  a  traveler  who 
missed  seeing  the  Christ-child  in 
Bethlehem.  But  the  disappointed 
man,  who  always  seemed  unable  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  Jesus,  showed  forth 
the  true  spirit  of  Christ  in  his  life  by 
doing  acts  of  kindness  toward  people 
who  needed  help.  Enrich  your  thought 
about  Christmas  by  reading  this  story 
which  so  faithfully  expresses  the 
ideals  which  Jesus  came  to  set  up  in 
human  life.  Someone  who  has  read 
"The  Other  Wise  Man"  might  tell  the 
Society  what  seems  to  be  its  teaching. 

GIVING  IN  THE  PROPER  SPIRIT 
"Why  the  Chimes  Rang,"  by  Alden, 
is  a  story  which  has  won  its  way  into 
the  hearts  of  many  because  of  its  hu- 
man interest  and  simple  charm.  Let 
someone  tell  the  story  as  briefly  as 
possible,  being  careful  to  make  clear 
the  main  point — why  the  chimes  rang. 
In  the  telling,  do  not  fail  to  relate  the 
incident  of  the  givers,  whose  main 
motive  was  to  make  a  show  of  their 
generosity.  The  bells  in  the  cathedral 
tower  remained  silent  for  them  be- 
cause of  the  spirit  in  which  their  gifts 
were  brought. 

WITH  THE  POETS 

The  glorious  event  of  the  Savior's 
coming  into  the  world  has  caught  the 
fancy  of  the  poets.  In  "Christmas- 
tide,"  Margaret  E.  Sangster  speaks  of 
the  spirit  of  Christmas  in  the  follow- 
ing way: 

At  Christmas-tide  the  oven  hand 
Scatters  its  bounty  through  the  land, 
And  none  are  left  to  grieve  alone, 
For  love  is  heaven  and  claims  its 
own. 


"  Twas  the  night  before  Christ- 
mas— "  from  the  poem  by  Clement  C. 
Moore,  brings  up  memories  of  past 
Christmases,  and  makes  us  all  feel  like 
little  children  again.  We  are  in  dan- 
ger of  growing  too  sophisticated  and, 
if  at  Christmas  time,  we  can  renew  our 
childhood,  it  is  a  good  thing. 

Longfellow,  in  "Christmas  Bells," 
tells  us: 

/  heard  the  bells  on  Christmas  Day 
Their  old,  familiar  carols  play, 

And  wild  and  sweet 

The  words  repeat 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men! 

This  takes  us  back  to  the  first  and 
greatest  carol — Luke  2:13,14,  "And 
suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel  a 
multitude  of  the  heavenly  host  prais- 
ing God,  and  saying,  Glory  to  God  in 
the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good 
will  toward  men." 

The  carols  at  Christmas  help  to 
banish  sadness  and  fill  our  hearts  with 
joy.  The  meeting  might  close  with  the 
singing  of  some  of  the  more  familiar 
carols. 

CHRIST'S  MESSAGE  IN  SONG 

Song  sometimes  comes  out  of  sor- 
row, but  more  of  it  comes  out  of  joy. 
When  a  soul  is  exalted  and  happy,  it 
is  natural  to  praise. 

The  angels  praised  God  because  all 
good  comes  from  Him.  The  first  songs 
should  be  songs  of  praise — not  of  man, 
but  of  God. 

We  do  not  sing  when  our  hearts  are 
contracted  with  fear.  We  sing  when 
they  are  expanded  by  love.  Hence  the 
Christmas  songs. 

Christmas  makes  us  sing  of  salva- 
tion. That  may  mean  different  things 
to  different  people,  but  to  all  it  means 
something  good  and  beautiful. 

Angels  set  an  example  in  Christmas 
song,  because  they  understand  the 
deep  significance  of  Christmas  so 
much  better  than  we  do. 

Good  will,  which  Christmas  stands 
for,  puts  the  soul  into  a  singing  mood. 
Men  have  sung  at  Christmastide  from 
sheer  happiness  without  understand- 
ing the  real  meaning  of  Christmas. 

In  the  Middle  Ages  a  truce  was  pro- 
claimed each  Christmastide  and  all 
warfare  (and  there  was  plenty  of  it) 
ceased.  Songs  took  the  place  of 
swords. 

Great  songs  must  be  based  on  great 
themes.  There  is  no  jazz  in  the  angels' 
song.  It  deals  with  eternal  truth. 

A  musical  instrument  may  yield  di- 
vine music,  but  the  instrument  knows 
nothing  about  it.  So  often  do  we  fail 
to  realize  the  meaning  of  the  words 
we  sing.  Let  us  sing  with  the  under- 
standing. 

If  you  do  not  care  for  the  lesson  in 
literature  and  song,  use  the  following 
Scriptures  as  a  foundation  for  your 
talks: 

Following  the  Star.    Matt.  2:1-8. 
Wise  Men's  Gifts.    Matt.  2:9-12. 
"God  With  Us."   Matt.  1:20-23. 
The  Word  Made  Flesh.  John  1:1-14. 
The  Divine  Sacrifice.    Phil.  2:5-11. 
Christ  "Born  in  Us."  Gal.  4:19. 
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CHICAGO  CHILDREN  DESERTED 
BY  THOUSANDS 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
every  day." 

These  words  were  not  professional 
alarmism.  The  hardened  cop  on  the 
corner  has  seen  the  same  thing,  in 
dozens  of  saloons.  Shocked  neighbors 
have  found  children  chained  to  their 
beds,  left  alone  in  telephone  booths, 
neglected  at  home,  whimpering  with 
fear  and  loneliness  and  hunger. 

A  harsh  aspect  of  the  situation  is 
that  many  of  the  delinquent  mothers 
are  wives  of  servicemen  who  are  fight- 
ing overseas,  faithfully  sending  home 
allotment  checks,  proudly  showing 
snapshots  of  their  families  to  their 
buddies.  It  was  this  that  caused  Judge 
Victor  A.  Kula  in  Domestic  Relations 
Court  to  explode  on  the  bench: 

"Cheating  by  G.  I.  wives  is  rising 
rapidly.  It  is  moral  sabotage  on  the 
home  front!" 

Add  to  this,  the  similar  experiences 
of  all  other  cities,  and  it  will  give  you 
a  deep  sense  of  the  need  and  value  of 
workers  among  the  young. 

Definite  praise  should  be  offered  to 
God  for  Sunday  Schools,  Daily  Vaca- 
tion Bible  Schools,  Child  Evangelism 
Classes,  Summer  Camps  and  all  other 
agencies  faithfully  teaching  children 
the  Holy  Scriptures,  which  are  able 
to  make  them  "wise  unto  salvation 
through  faith  which  is  in  Christ 
Jesus"  (2  Timothy  3:15). 

Such  teaching  will  also  deliver  the 
children  from  mediocre  and  wasted 
lives. 

Definite  prayer  should  be  offered 
for  many  more  workers  whose  desire 
can  be  expressed  as  follows: 

"Dear  Lord,  I  do  not  ask 

That  Thou  should'st  give  me  some 

high  work  of  Thine, 
Some  noble  calling,  or  some  won- 
drous task. 
Give  me  a  little  hand  to  hold  in 

mine: 
Give  me  a  little  child  to  point  the 

way 
Over  the  strange,  sweet  path  that 

leads  to  Thee; 
Give  me  a  little  voice  to  teach  to 

pray; 
Give  me  two  shining  eyes  Thy  face 

to  see. 
The  only  crown  I  ask,  dear  Lord,  to 

wear 
Is  this:  That  I  may  teach  a  little 

child. 
I  do  not  ask  that  I  may  ever  stand 
Among  the  wise,  the  worthy,  or  the 

great; 
I  only  ask  that  softly,  hand  in  hand, 
A  child  and  I  may  enter  at  the 

gate." 

EDITOR'S  NOTE:  When  I  read  the 
above  article  and  saw  how  the  blame 
is  all  laid  on  these  little  mothers,  I 
wondered  if  they  were  altogether  to 
blame.  Two  thousand  homeless  babies! 
I  wonder  how  many  of  these  mothers 
had  been  driven  to  desperation  by 
neglect.  Perhaps  their  burden  grew 
too  heavy  and  they  were  not  able  to 
make  the  grade  and  they  thought  no 


one  cared.  If  there  had  been  a  Happy 
Home  Circle  in  their  community  and 
they  had  been  taught  how  to  meet  the 
problems  of  life  and  overcome  them, 
things  might  have  been  different.  We 
mothers  who  claim  to  have  the  light 
of  the  glorious  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ 
shed  abroad  in  our  hearts,  may  be 
held  responsible  for  this  terrible  con- 
dition. They  are  around  you  on  every 
side.  They  are  not  just  in  Chicago, 
they  are  everywhere. 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
Dear  ones,  I  am  giving  you  the  poem, 
"On  Going  Home  for  Christmas,"  by 
Edgar  A.  Guest,  on  page  2,  to  make 
you  think.  Whoever  you  are,  don't  dis- 
appoint the  old  folks  this  Christmas 
for  any  selfish  reason  that  might 
present  itself. 

Youth   Personal   Evangelistic 
Union 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
Helpful  books,  pins,  and  other  ma- 
terial suitable  for  use  in  your  work 
will  be  advertised  or  listed  from  time 
to  time  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  on  the 
page  devoted  to  the  Youth  Personal 
Evangelistic  Union.  What  do  you  say! 
Come  on,  and  let's  help  it  grow. 


THE  FIRST  CHRISTMAS  DAY 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
For  God  so  loved  the  world  that 
He  gave  His  only  begottten  Son. 
You  will  find  the  babe  wrapped  in 
swaddling  clothes  and  lying  in  a  man- 
ger. 

Then  it  seemed  that  every  cloud 
took  shape  and  became  a  moving  mass 
of  angelic  beings  who  sang  the  praises 
of  the  new-born  Babe,  who  was  the 
Savior  of  mankind.  They  had  often 
chanted  His  praises  in  the  ivory  pal- 
aces, but  today  their  hearts  were 
bursting  as  they  sang  His  welcome, 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on 
earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men." 
Good  tidings  of  great  joy,  "Unto  you 
this  day  a  Saviour  is  born." 

This  is  what  you  need,  shepherds  on 
the  plain. 

This  is  what  you  need,  shepherds  in 
Israel. 

This  is  what  you  need,  ye  Gentile 
world. 

Good  tidings,  O  captives,  for  your 
bonds  shall  be  loosed. 

Good  tidings,  ye  that  dwell  in  dark- 
ness, for  the  Savior  is  the  Light  of  the 
world. 

Good  tidings,  ye  sick  and  suffering, 
for  He  is  also  the  Great  Physician. 

Good  tidings  to  all  people !  Send  the 
glorious  message  north,  south,  east 
and  west.  Good  tidings — "Unto  you  is 
born  ...  a  Saviour  which  is  Christ 
the  Lord." 

"Where  is  He?"  said  one  of  the 
thunderstruck  shepherds. 

"Let  us  now  go  even  unto  Bethle- 
hem and  see  this  thing  which  is  come 
to  pass,  which  the  Lord  hath  made 
known  unto  us,"  said  another. 
Can  It  Be  Possible? 

Can  it  be  possible  that  the  promised 
Savior   has   come?    Generation   after 


generation  had  watched  for  the  com 
ing  of  the  Son  of  God.  Their  father 
looked  and  longed  for  Him  to  come 
In  the  days  of  their  youth  it  had  bee* 
their  fondest  hope.  In  middle  age  then 
faith  had  endured.  Old  age  rolled  on 
they  closed  their  eyes,  and  were  laid 
beside  their  fathers  without  having 
seen  the  blessed  Savior  so  long  prom, 
ised.  But  here  He  was:  "Jesus,"  who 
was  to  save  His  people  from  their  sins 
"Emmanuel" — God  coming  down  an<j 
tabernacling  among  men.  The  dart 
night  had  passed,  the  morning  of  ful. 
filled  prophecy  had  come. 

He  will  be  the  center  of  all  that  win, 
make  life  worth  living.  "A  light  to 
lighten  the  Gentiles,  and  the  glory  of 
thy  people  Israel." 

No  wonder  every  eye  in  the  glory 
land  was  turned  toward  the  manger. 
No  wonder  the  heavenly  host  sang  a 
song  of  welcome.  No  wonder  every  star 
was  eager  to  point  to  the  place  of  His 
birth.  No  wonder  wise  men  traveled 
day  and  night  to  bow  before  Him  in 
silent  worship.  No  wonder  shepherds 
left  their  early  possessions  behind 
them,  as  they  hastened  to  look  into 
His  face.  Years  have  rolled  by.  Cen- 
turies have  passed  away.  History  has 
repeated  itself  over  and  over  again. 
Wise  men  and  women  have  sought 
and  found  Him,  leaving  all  that  would 
hinder  them  and  counting  all  things 
but  dross  that  they  might  win  Christ. 
The  Grand  Procession  That  Started 
That  Night 

The  procession  which  started  onj 
that  memorable  night  so  long  ago  was 
joined  by  apostles.  People  in  all  sta- 
tions of  life  have  been  eager  to  get  in- 
to its  ranks.  Kings  have  marched 
along,  followed  by  their  subjects. 
Statesmen  who  ruled  have  fallen  into 
step  and  hurried  on  to  ask  Him  to  rule 
in  their  lives.  Authors  have  united, 
and  have  written  about  the  Hope  of  i 
the  world.  Physicians  have  taken  their 
place  as  they  have  made  their  way  to 
where  the  Great  Physician  lay.  Actors 
have  left  the  unreal  and  have  taken 
part  in  the  march  of  the  ages.  All  with 
one  attracting  rendezvous — the  child 
Jesus. 

They  come  with  tears.  He  wipes 
them  all  away. 

They  come  with  burdens.  He  bears 
them. 

They  come  weak.  They  go  away 
strong. 

They  come  hungry.  They  go  away 
satisfied. 

They  come  thirsty.  They  go  away 
refreshed. 

For  every  one  who  comes  to  Him 
goes  back  another  way. 

Thank  God,  we  need  not  go  to  a 
crude  stable  to  find  Him.  Neither  have 
we  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  the  East 
to  seek  Him.  He  is  to  be  found  in  the 
hearts  of  His  humble  followers.  These 
all  have  said  to  Him,  "Lord  Jesus, 
there  was  no  room  for  Thee  in  the  inn. 
There  was  no  room  for  Thee  in  the 
town.  They  besought  Thee  to  depart 
out  of  their  coasts.  There  was  no  room 
for  Thee  in  the  land,  for  they  took 
Thee  to  the  brow  of  the  hill  to  cast 
Thee  over.  There  was  no  room  in  the 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


r. 


CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS  TO  OUR  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  READERS 

Mav  the  darkness  that  hangs  over  our  nation  be  dispelled  at  this  Christmas 
i  hv  the  glorious  light  that  shines  from  this  Babe   of   Bethlehem,   whose 
XTrthdiy  we  celebrate. 

„.„,.  Lighted  Pathway  Friends: 

Here  is  something  we  want  you  to  do  for  us  this  next  month:    Sit  down  and 

•te  us  whether  you  are  satisfied  with  the  Lighted  Pathway  as  we  are  now 
Wding  it  out  to  you.  Do  you  have  any  constructive  criticism  to  offer?  If  we 
se^re  to  change  some  of  the  pages  or  features,  what  pages  would  you  want  us 
t  discontinue?  Are  you  a  constant  reader  of  the  paper,  that  is,  do  you  read  it 
thoroughly?  If  you  do  not,  you  are  not  capable  of  judging  its  contents.    We 

p  anxious  to  do  our  best  for  you  this  coming  year,  and  need  to   know   what 

mi  want.  We  have,  in  the  past,  tried  to  meet  the  spiritual  needs  of  all  classes 

y?  our  people  and  we  desire  to  continue  to  do  so,  and  a  little  word  from  you 

av  help.  Of  course,  as  you  know,  we  likely  couldn't  do  everything  just  like 
1  vprv  one  desires,  but  we  will  appreciate  your  suggestions  and  will  pray  over 
the  matter  and  do  the  best  we  can.  God  bless  all  our  readers  and  give  you  a 
nappy  1944  Christmas.— Editor. 


world  for  Thee,  for  they  crucified 
Thee  Blessed  Lord  Jesus,  there  is 
room  in  my  heart  and  life.  Come  in!" 
And  He  enters  the  life,  bringing  with 
Him  all  that  makes  life  worth  while. 
Has  He  entered  your  life?  Listen  to 
His  gracious  words:  "Behold,  I  stand 
at  the  door,  and  knock:  if  any  man 
hear  my  voice,  and  open  the  door,  I 
will  come  in  to  him,  and  will  sup  with 
him,  and  he  with  me."  Do  not  bar 
Him  out  of  your  life.  Let  Him  in  to 
every  room.  Put  the  keys  into  His 
blessed  hands.  Let  Him  look  after  His 
own  property.  He  will  do  it  well.  You 
will  rejoice  with  exceeding  joy,  know- 
ing that  He  has  been  born  in  your 
heart  by  the  power  of  the  Highest, 
and  that  He  has  become  your  Savior. 
Then  you  will  be  among  the  countless 
multitude  who  will  adore  Him,  Christ 
the  Lord!— From  The  Gospel  Call. 

A  Christmas  Secret 

"I  know  a  secret,"  said  little  Belle, 
"A  beautiful  secret,  but  I  shan't  tell! 
You'd  like  to  know  it,  I'm  sure  you 

would! 
And  if  you'll  be  very,  very  good, 
P'raps  I  will  whisper  it  in  your  ear, 
Just  to  make  certain  nobody'll  hear. 
I've  knitted  mamma  some  slippers — 

oh, 
The  loveliest   color!   There,  now  you 

know! 

And  don't  you  b'lieve  she'll  like  them 
well 

As  a  thousand  dollars?  But  don't  you 
tell."— sel. 


Notice  to  Gideons 

If  your  name  is  already  on  the  Gid- 
eon book,  please  do  not  write  for  your 
rip  6t*s  unless  y°u  want  an  extra  or- 
h«  1 1  this  is  observed,  it  will  help  the 
b°okkeeDers 


weepers. 


Special  Notice 

SoTt+vT  °hurch  of  God,  located  at 
TsoX  58tla  and  Birmingham  Streets, 
cornp^'  Wash.,  extends  a  cordial  wel- 
thp .  nu  the  members  and  friends  of 
Church  stationed     at  Ft.  Lewis, 

December,  1944 


Camp  Murray,  McChord  Field,  and 
those  located  elsewhere  in  this  vi- 
cinity.— Rev.  A.  J.  Sittner,  pastor,  Ta- 
coma,  Wash. 


Notice  of  Addresses 

When  sending  in  the  address  of  a 
soldier,  be  sure  to  send  us  the  full  ad- 
dress. So  many  fail  to  do  this,  espe- 
cially when  sending  addresses  of  sol- 
diers overseas.  Many  of  our  subscrip- 
tions are  failing  to  reach  the  soldiers 
because  of  this.  Please  cooperate  with 
us   concerning   this   matter. — Editor. 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

Nov.  Total 

Alabama    2,868  7,564 

Alaska    13  37 

Arizona     __. 242  802 

Arkansas    704  1,821 

California    1,357  3,864 

Canada  253  814 

Colorado     53  130 

Connecticut  7  21 

Delaware    277  809 

Florida    3,641  9,171 

Foreign  326  954 

Georgia    5,492  16,593 

Idaho    178  616 

Illinois    ..2,793  7,963 

Indiana  974  3,323 

Iowa    262  541 

Kansas    373  1,022 

Kentucky  2,126  5,835 

Louisiana  766  1,897 

Maine    337  835 

Massachusetts 33  94 

Maryland  1,552  4,548 

Michigan 1,699  5,665 

Minnesota   62  197 

Mississippi     890  2,339 

Missouri   1,815  4,898 

Montana    153  560 

Nebraska    35  106 

New   Jersey  233  812 

New    Mexico  314  977 

New    York  126  298 

Nevada 23  83 

North  Carolina  5,199  18,529 

North   Dakota   222  684 

Ohio     4,128  13,065 


Oklahoma   460 

Oregon    261 

Pennsylvania    1,204 

Rhode  Island  1 

South  Carolina    9,701 

South    Dakota  259 

Tennessee .3,786 

Texas    ..2,055 

Utah 4 

Virginia    .1,701 

Washington    505 

Washington,  D.  C. — .    153 

West  Virginia  3,192 

Wisconsin    45 

Wyoming   76 


1,103 

805 

3,390 

3 

29,198 

792 

11,169 

5,998 

13 

5,336 

1,407 

690 

10,217 

148 

254 


62,929         187,990 


Lighted  Pathways  For  Men  in 

Service,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
service  for  October: 

Florida     $39.00 

Missouri    38.40 

Illinois     28.70 

Kentucky    14.80 

South    Carolina  12.80 

Tennessee     10.00 

Texas    9.40 

Georgia   8.00 

Louisiana   6.00 

Delaware    5.00 

South  Dakota  5.00 

Ohio   5.00 

California    4.70 

Pennsylvania    4.35 

Mississippi    4.30 


Iowa 

West  Virginia 

Oregon 


New  Mexico  

Michigan    

Alabama   

Arizona   

North   Carolina 

Virginia     

Kansas    

Minnesota    


3.20 
2.00 
2.00 
1.75 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
1.00 
.50 
.10 


$210.00 


Lighted  Pathway  Mailing  Date 

The  date  for  mailing  out  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  has  been  changed;  now 
the  Lighted  Pathways  will  be  mailed 
out  around  the  27th  instead  of  the 
20th.  This  is  the  reason  your  Novem- 
ber papers  did  not  arrive  at  the  usual 
time. 


"FOUR  PLAYS."— If  you  have  not 
ordered  our  four  plays  in  ONE,  you 
will  do  well  to  order  several  copies  and 
use  them  in  your  Y.P.E.  They  are  suit- 
able for  different  occasions. 

"The  Mysterious  Envelope,"  play 
No.  1,  and  "The  Birth  of  Christ,"  play 
No.  2,  will  be  good  for  your  Christmas 
programs. 

"A  New  Year's  Service"  will  be 
splendid  for  a  program  on  "Watch 
Night"  and  the  fourth  play  is  "A 
Search  in  Vain."  All  four  plays  are 
in  one  book.  They  are  just  right  to  put 
on  for  a  special  night  at  your  Y.P.E. 
Price  25c. 
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«*c  >am  s^e^  mm  >»*s  wm  >»&:  :«e<  >a*c 

Please  clear  up  your  ac-  § 
count.  If  accounts  are  allowed  1 
to  run  more  than  two  months  $ 
without  payment,  further  j| 
credit  for  papers  will  not  be  |£ 
granted. — The  Church  of  God  'j 
Publishing  House. 


October   Honor   Roll 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
E.  W.  Taylor,  Flint,  Mich. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
Marie  Calvert,  Tucapau,  S.  C. 


October  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

JULIA'S  CHRISTMAS  GIFT 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
toward  it  she  said,  "Dear  God,  I  thank 
Thee  for  the  gift  of  Thy  dear  Son. 
Help  me  always  to  serve  Thee,  and  if 
there  be  other  poor  rich  girls  in  this 
city  tonight,  may  they  also  come  to 
the  realization  of  the  true  meaning  of 
Christmas.  For  Christ's  sake.  Amen." 
— Christian  Monitor. 


CAROLING  TIME 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
From  shining  sun  where  breaks  the 

morn 
To   where   earth's   ends   to    darkness 

cling, 
We  sing  this  day  to  Christ  our  King, 
Of  Mary,  virgin  mother,  born. 

A  carol  from  the  eleventh  century 
tells  in  simple  language  the  story  of 
the  birth,  of  the  visits  of  the  shep- 
herds and  the  kings,  and  closes  with 
the  admonition, 
O  man,  give  thou  thine  heart  unto 

Christ,  heaven's  King, 
Born  at  Bethlehem. 

So  through  the  centuries  the  art  of 
caroling  developed  until  it  came  to  its 
fullest  flowering  in  the  fourteenth, 
fifteenth,  and  sixteenth  centuries. 


Countless  carolers  will  sing  again 
this  Christmas  the  fourteenth-century 
German  carol,  "In  Dulci  Jubilo,"  in 
the  free  translation: 

Good  Christian  men,  rejoice 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice; 
Give  ye  heed  to  what  we  say: 
News!   news!   Jesus  Christ  is  born 

today: 
Ox  and  ass  before  Him  bow, 
And  He  is  in  the  manger  now. 
Christ  is  born  today! 
Christ  is  born  today! 

They  will  sing  it  as  the  boy  Luther 
probably  did  in  the  late  fifteenth  cen- 
tury when  he  went,  as  he  himself  later 
wrote,  "from  house  to  house,  and  vil- 
lage to  village,  singing  popular  Christ- 
mas carols  in  four-part  harmony." 

With  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury caroling  declined.  As  civilization 
grew  in  complexity,  the  people  lost 
many  of  their  old,  pastoral  ways,  and 
with  them,  the  gift  of  bursting  spon- 
taneously into  folk  song.  And  with  the 
decline  of  folk  song,  caroling  also 
ceased  to  flourish.  Modern  composers 
occasionally  try  their  hand  at  carols, 
but  the  results  are  almost  uniformly 
poor.  The  age  that  produced  carols 
has  passed. 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

have  passed  nearly  six  thousand  years 
(each  thousand  years  representing 
one  day)  that  He  will  presently  rest 
in  His  finished  work  for  His  people, 
through  the  coming  of  the  Messiah, 
as  He  did  at  the  creation?" 

He  laid  his  tool  aside,  and  turned 
to  the  beautiful  girl,  as  he  continued: 

"Besides,  do  not  our  sacred  books  say 
that  when  three  springs  have  been 
discovered  on  Mount  Zion,  Messiah 
will  come?  Two  springs  have  lately 
been  discovered  by  the  excavators  in 
Jerusalem,  and  our  people  out  there 
excitedly  watch  the  work  of  these 
men,  expecting  soon  the  discovery  of 
the  third  spring." 

Her  eager,  parted  lips  told  how  she 
hung  upon  his  speech.  He  smiled  down 
gratefully  into  her  great  black  lustrous 
eyes,  though  a  sigh  escaped  him  as  he 
said: 

"Ah!  I  wish  Leah  would  only  show 
a  little  of  the  interest  in  all  this,  that 


CHRISTMAS    CHEER 

An   angel-throng,  a  wondrous  song 

To  shepherds  in  the  field; 
A  radiant  Star  that  shone  afar 

As  Magi  humbly  kneeled; 
A  virgin  mild,  a   Holy  Child, 

Within  a  lowly  stall: 
Thus  God  in  love  sent  from  above 

Glad  Christmas  for  us  all! 


you  do,  Zillah!" 

"You  must  not  blame  Leah  too' 
much,  Abraham,"  the  girl  answered 
quickly.  "She  has  her  children,  yo^ 
know.  Mother  always  said  that  if  ever 
Leah  had  babies,  that  there  woul(j 
be  nothing  else  in  the  world  for  her 
except  the  babies.  Besides,  Abraham 
no  two  of  us  are  constituted  alike,  and 
Leah  is  what  the  Gentiles  about  here 
call  happy-go-lucky.  But,  Abraham 
tell  me  more  of  what  you  think  of 
Messiah's  coming.  Leah's  five  minutes 
will  be  sure  to  run  to  a  quarter  of  an 
hour." 

"I  do  think  Messiah  is  coming  soon," 
cried  the  young  fellow  excitedly.  "Who 
knows?  Perhaps  when  the  Passover 
comes  again,  and  we  set  His  chair,  and 
open  the  door  for  Him  to  enter,  He  wil] 
suddenly  come.  Did  I  tell  you,  Zillah 
about  the  date  discovery  at  Safed,  in 
Palestine?" 

"No,  what  is  it?"  The  girl's  face 
glowed  with  a  strange  earnestness,  her 
voice  rang  with  it. 

"Safed,"  he  went  on,  quickly,  "is  a 
little  town  to  the  northwest  of  Galilee. 
Our  Rabbi  there  has  discovered  from 
our  sacred  books,  that  Messiah's  com- 
ing, and  the  overthrow  of  our  enemies, 
will  be  in  the  year  five  thousand  six 
hundred  and  sixty-six — nineteen  hun- 
dred and  six  according  to  the  Gentile 
reckoning.  Our  Father  Moses,  and  all 
the  children  of  Israel  sang,  when  Je- 
hovah delivered  them  from  the  Red 
Sea: — 'Yea,  by  the  force  of  Thy  swell- 
ing waves  hast  Thou  demolished  those 
who  arose  against  Thee.  Thou  didst 
discharge  Thy  wrath,  it  devoured  them 
up  like  stubble.'  Our  Rabbis — and  even 
the  Christian  Gentile  teachers — agree 
that  the  deliverance  of  our  race  from 
Pharaoh,  and  the  destruction  of  his 
hosts,  picture  our  race's  future  as  well 
as  its  past.  And  the  numerical  value 
of  'Thou  shalt  overthrow'  (part  of 
those  two  song-stanzas  I  have  just  re- 
peated) gives  the  date  I  have  men- 
tioned as  the  time  of  our  deliverance 
from  all  our  troubles,  when  Messiah 
shall  come." 

There  was  a  sudden  clatter  of  lit- 
tle feet  outside  at  that  moment,  and 
a  boy  and  a  girl  burst  into  the  room. 
"What  do  you  think,  father?"  cried 
the  boy,  with  the  excited  impulsive- 
ness of  a  child  bursting  with  news.  "A 
boy — he's  a  Gentile,  of  course — whom 
I  know  says  that  Messiah  has  come, 
that  the  cursed  Nazarene  was  He,  and 
that—" 

"We  will  go  to  supper,  Reuben,  and 
you  and  I  will  talk  about  that  another 
time."  Cohen  spoke  quietly  to  his  boy- 
He  had  his  own  reasons  for  checking 
the  subject  at  that  time.  , 

His  aunt  caught  the  boy's  hanO> 
and  danced  with  him  out  of  the  room- 
Rachel,  the  little  girl,  a  wondrous 
miniature  of  Zillah,  clung  to  her  **J 
ther,  and  the  whole  family  .trooped  oiJ 
to  wash  their  hands  before  the  me*1' 
(To  be  continued) 

Those    who    study    the    Bible    *$, 
only  become   better   acquainted  ^\, 
God  but  learn  better  how  to  introd"1' 
Him  to  others. 
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%he  Daily  Texan,  a  paper  issued  by 
nniversity  of  Texas  student  body, 
1  time    since,    had    an    editorial 

sorrlrnving  Russia's  abolition  of  re- 
apvin  as  a  "major  sin,"  along  with 
Xikenness,  prostitution,  etc.  In 
d5^PT -words,  that  student  body  seems 
0  think  with  Russia,  that  religion  of 
Jhe  Christian  typejs  a_sin. 

Scarcity  of  Books 

"World  Dominion"  magazine  says 
fhat  the  world  is  facing  a  famine  in 
hnoks  There  are  millions  fewer  good 
hnoks  in  the  world  than  when  the  war 
hpaan  and  the  paper  shortage  means 
that  many  are  not  being  reprinted. 

Why  Not? 

"If  we  can  teach  the  literature  of 
William  Shakespeare  in  the  secular 
schools,  why  not  teach  the  greater 
literature  of  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ments9 We  teach  the  ethics  of  John 
Stuart  Mill  and  of  Aristippus.  Why 
not  teach  the  ethics  of  the  Sermon 
on  the  Mount?  If  we  teach  the  influ- 
ence of  government  on  history,  there 
is  no  reason  we  should  not  teach  the 
influence  of  the  church  on  history. 
If  we  teach  the  biography  of  Benedict 
Arnold,  why  not  teach  the  biography 
of  Jesus  Christ?" — News  in  the  World 
of  Religion. 

Staggering  Figures 

The  following  figures  given  in  the 
British  House  of  Commons  recently 
may  be  of  help.  The  expenditure  on 
beer  and  spirits  in  Britain  in  1938  was 
$1,340,000,000,  and  in  1943  it  amounted 
to  $2,825,000,000.  On  tobacco  in  the 
same  period  the  expenditure  was 
$870,000,000  in  1938,  and  $2,240,000,000 
in  1943.  These  figures  almost  stagger 
the  imagination.  To  think  of  these 
enormous  sums  of  money  being  spent 
like  this  during  the  years  of  the  life 
and  death  struggle  for  our  very  exist- 
ence seems  almost  incredible. — Figures 
given  by  the  British  House  of  Com- 
mons. 

Saved  From  Covetousness 

John  D.  Rockefeller,  Jr.,  now  70,  was 
started  on  an  allowance  of  $1.00  a 
week  as  a  boy,  but  was  obliged  by  his 
father  to  account  in  regular  book- 
keeping form  for  every  penny,  and 
was  taught  to  give  ten  per  cent  to 
church  activities.  Thus  he  was  saved 
irom  covetousness.  Faithful?  Yes,  for 
since  his  boyhood,  John  D.,  Jr.,  has 
t»iven  away  three  quarters  of  a  BIL- 
LON DOLLARS.  Did  TITHING  help? 
It  DID! 

"I  never  had  to  think  about  making 

ri}2n5?'"  said  John  D>  Jr-  "My  father 
«ia  that.  I  have  the  difficult  task  of 
lying  away  my  father's  millions, 
wisely.  That  requires  a  lot  of  study." 

Secure  Foundations 

, Jf1  his  last  speech  Mr.  Churchill 
*<<ated  that  "the  whole  of  Europe  is 


sliding  irresistibly  into  new  and  se- 
cure foundations"  and  "because  that 
is  so,  we  can  hope  that  peace  when  it 
comes,  will  be  permanent — solidly  and 
securely  founded." 

These  are  great  words  from  a  great 
leader,  the  greatest,  perhaps,  who  has 
appeared  in  the  long  and  chequered 
history  of  the  British  nation.  He  it  is 
who  stood  in  the  breach  at  the  dark- 
est hour  in  history,  who  promised  his 
people  nothing  but  blood,  sweat  and 
tears  while  they  held  the  last  bastion 
of  freedom  against  a  cruel  and  im- 
placible  foe,  and  who  amidst  the 
darkest  days  of  the  war  was  the  liv- 
ing embodiment  of  faith,  hope  and 
courage.  In  his  last  speech  he  permit- 
ted himself  to  indulge  in  optimism 
what  was  abundantly  justified  by  the 
events  of  the  day  and  the  marching 
feet  of  the  triumphant  allied  nations. 
Mr.  Churchill  sowed — mayhap  in  tears 
— the  seeds  of  hope  in  the  heart  of 
the  world  in  1940;  in  1944  let  us  hope 
and  pray  he  may  reap  the  harvest  in 
joy. — James  H.  Hunter. 

God  at  the  Breakfast  Table 

A  new  kind  of  religious  practice  has 
caught  hold  in  Washington.  It's  called 
the  "breakfast  group"  movement. 
Senators,  Representatives,  business- 
men and  at  least  one  columnist  meet 
weekly  for  breakfast  and  fifteen  min- 
utes of  devotion. 

Breakfast  groups  are  part  of  a  na- 
tional movement  called  the  National 
Committee  for  Christian  Leadership, 
directed  by  Rev.  Abraham  Vereide, 
Chicago  Presbyterian.  Idea  is  promo- 
tion of  Christian  leadership  in  the 
community.  In  a  sense  it  is  a  stream- 
lining of  the  traditional  mid-week 
prayer  meetings,  almost  extinct  in 
large  cities.  There  is  a  sliding  month- 
ly scale  for  membership  in  the  na- 
tional organization:  $2  for  a  subscrib- 
ing member,  $5  for  an  affiliate,  $10 
for  a  co-operating  member,  and  $25 
for  a  sustaining  member.  The  sky  is 
the  limit   for   "benefactor"   members. 

Breakfast  groups  got  their  start  in 
the  capital  after  a  series  of  lectures 
by  Dr.  E.  Stanley  Jones,  the  famous 
Methodist  missionary-evangelist. 
Three  groups  were  formed,  including 
Senators,  Representatives  and  busi- 
nessmen. 

Breakfast  groupers  believe  their 
idea  will  spread.  The  movement  will 
appeal  especially  to  returning  service- 
men who  have  experienced  "foxhole 
religion,"  they  say,  because  these  men 
will  be  most  at  ease  in  small,  informal 
prayer  circles. 

Vengeance  Is  Mine 

In  a  world  such  as  this,  innured  to 
sufferings  and  horrors  unparalleled  in 
history,  it  would  have  been  thought 
that  nothing  more  could  have  been 
done  by  our  enemies  to  add  to  their 
crimes.  But  the  bottom  of  the  pit  of 
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human  degradation  and  infamy  has 
surely  been  touched  by  the  well  au- 
thenticated stories  of  the  Lublin  hor- 
rors. In  all  the  annals  of  persecution, 
black  as  their  record  may  be,  there  is 
nothing  to  equal  in  its  appalling  rec- 
ord the  terrible  mass  murders  of  the 
Jewish  people  that  took  place  at  Lub- 
lin. The  utter  brutality  and  callous- 
ness with  which  1,500,000  persons, 
men,  women  and  little  children  were 
put  to  death,  their  bodies  cremated 
in  huge  ovens  built  for  that  purpose 
and  their  ashes  used  as  fertilizer,  puts 
Hitler  and  all  his  associates  forever 
outside  the  pale  of  humanity.  Only 
demons  incarnate  could  be  capable  of 
such  ghastly  crimes.  What  the  Ger- 
mans have  been  doing  is  setting  up 
abattoirs  in  Europe  into  which  they 
herded  thousands  of  Jews  to  be 
despatched  with  the  same  brutal  ef- 
ficiency that  delights  the  Prussian 
heart.  Thousands  of  Jews  perished  in 
these  ghastly  chambers  daily,  and 
were  later  cremated  in  accordance 
with  the  scheme  of  the  Nazis  to  de- 
stroy the  evidence  of  their  crimes. 

One  does  not  want  to  dwell  upon 
these  things  except  to  point  out  that 
the  people  of  Germany  as  a  whole 
must  be  held  responsible.  It  was  they 
who  elected  Hitler  in  1932  when  the 
secret  ballot  was  in  operation  in  Ger- 
many. He  was  the  people's  choice  and 
it  was  Hindenburg  who  appointed  Hit- 
ler as  Chancellor  through  the  free 
choice  of  the  people.  So  let  us  be  done 
with  absolving  the  people  of  all  re- 
sponsibility for  this  crime.— Editorial 
in  Evangelical  Christian. 
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Postwar  Jobs  For  Missionaries  After 
the  War 

A  wonderful  opportunity  for  mis- 
sionaries after  the  war  is  now  await- 
ing in  the  many  small  sparsely-in- 
habited South  Pacific  Islands.  I  have 
spent  many  months  on  more  than 
thirty  of  these  jungle,  disease-infect- 
ed places  and  I  noticed  in  many  places 
that  missionaries  had  spread  the 
Lord's  Word.  I  spent  much  time  learn- 
ing the  customs,  living  conditions  and 
what  little  knowledge  some  natives 
had  learned  about  the  Bible.  In  the 
villages  where  our  hard  working  mis- 
sionaries have  spent  much  time,  the 
natives  are  more  religious  and  seem  to 
accustom  themselves  to  the  ways  of 
the  white  man.  Such  villages  as  these 
are  scarce  and  widely  spread  over 
many  miles  of  land.  There  are  numer- 
ous villages  that  have  not  heard  the 
gospel.  Although  many  of  the  villages 
are  settled  deeply  in  the  mountains 
and  the  people  quite  civilized,  they 
still  are  ignorant  of  the  Christian  re- 
ligion.— Sgt.  Jesse  Lancaster. 
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"Horn  3flar  3a  Ut  So  Settjiettem?" 

Sly  3K  i$ac£  CcattfotU 

/^NE  of  the  loveliest  of  the  carols  now  being  sung  is   that  one  which  represents  a 
^■^  party  of  children  seeking  the  Christ  child: 

rrHotv  far  is  it  to  Bethlehem?" 

rrNot  very  far." 
rrShall  tve  find  His  manger  there. 
Lit  by  a  star?" 
It  is  the  eternal  child  in  us  that  asks  this   question.    "Above    the   noise   of   selfish 
strife,"  it  persistently  asks,   "how  far  is  it  to  Bethlehem?"  We  are  weary  of  keeping 
up  appearances,  of  making  good — that  is  not  so  good,  after  all!  We  long  to  sit  back  and 
be  children  again.  It  is  not  only  because  of  the    young    folks    that    the  Christmas  Star 
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shines  on,  generation  to  generation! 

At  Christmas  time  this  child  spirit  of  ours  emerges  to  claim  our  hearts.  Giving  and 
receiving  gifts  are  among  the  offices  of  kindness  that  keep  the  race  young.  There  is 
such  joy  in  even  the  simplest  gift,  if  it  be  sincerely  offered  or  received,  that  age  is 
pushed  back  and  the  gray  comes  not  quite  so  fast  about  our  temples.  Christmas  is  the 
festival  of  childhood.  No  sentimentality,  but  sober  thought,  dictates  the  conclusion 
that  everything  about  Christmas  savors  of  the  child.  "Sweetness  and  light"  are  here 
without  any  apology. 

Christmas,  being  the  children's  day,  however,  does  not  remove  this  boon  from  those 
who  have  reached  the  so-called  years  of  discretion.  For  its  promise  is  to  all  who  can  be 
children  again — for  an  hour  or  for  years — the  promise  that  God  Himself  will  come  in  a 
setting  of  perfect  innocence. 

"How  far  is  it  to  Bethlehem?"  Not  very  far.  It  may  be  around  the  next  corner.  It 
may  be  only  the  width  of  your  living  room.  Bethlehem  is  wherever  Love  has  her  per- 
fect work.  Wherever  new  life  is  given,  new  hope  is  launched,  there  is  Bethlehem 
again — "Lit  by  a  star." 

"How  far  is  it?"  Answer  that  wistful  child  heart  in  you.  Do  not  burden  that  in- 
nocence with  memories  of  the  crass  materialism  that  traders  have  strewn  around  the 
manger.  Do  not  defile  the  dream  by  drenching  it  with  the  horror  of  a  war-torn  world. 
Lift  it  out  of  all  that  is  unholy  and  bear  it  up,  clean,  in  your  own  heart.  It  is  Christ- 
mas, and  Bethlehem  is  "not  very  far"! 

Go  now;  do  not  wait,  or  the  manger  will  be  dark  when  you  arrive.  Do  that  little 
thing  that  will  make  the  Star  shine  over  a  holy  place  for  someone:  lift  the  burden, 
carry  the  good  news,  share  the  sorrow — give  new  life  to  someone  who  needs  just  what 
you  can  bring.  The  Christ  child's  star  will  guide  you  to  the  cradle  of  heart's  desire  — 
new  life,  the  life  of  God  for  you,  and  yours,  and  those  who  are  yours  in  loving  con- 
cern. W\ 
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